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Yellow sunlight filtered in through the tiny holes of the lace drapes and scintillated into a brilliant array as it struck the crystalline handle of my clear-plastic dildo.  It scattered and sprinkled little shards of light across my skin as I pressed the handle lightly with my fingers. I twisted the toy lightly watching the light dance around my tummy and thighs as I marveled at how the sweet little toy pressed my inner walls deliciously open with every pulsating thrust of my hand. This was my little treat, after all, for having finished cleaning the dishes and kitchen. My quivering body lay sprawled on a kitchen chair as I leaned back with my legs spread. The voluminous backyard beyond the kitchen window opened to nothing but a voluminous yard and some woods that prominently featured no inquisitive neighbors who could bear witness to my bit of fun.

"It could be drugs or alcohol" I whispered to myself in an effort to quell any worries that such masturbation could be addictive. The fact that this was the third time this week that I had "treated" myself as such could surely be accounted to some period of the month rather than compulsion.  I slid my panties over a little farther to the side beneath my upturned, airy, yellow-print sundress to make room for even further sweet penetrations. My long, thin fingers flexed as I plumbed new depths to my womanhood gasping lightly with pleasure as the probing toy tingled delicious sensations deep within my core.

"I should go upstairs and do this properly on a bed." I whispered to myself.

A crashing sound in the garage caused my breath to catch in my throat and my eyes locked wide in horror. Trembling, I withdrew the dildo from my pussy as quickly as I could, cringing as it went leaving a sex-shaped hole inside my body where it had once been. I quickly shifted my panties back to rights and surreptitiously returned the dildo to its place hidden inside a secret compartment Bible that I kept in the end cabinet of the kitchen island. Although my shameful hobby could be discovered easily if anyone ventured to actually read the secret-chamber Bible, I felt safe from such disaster as I lived deep in the most religious parts of the American Midwest where no one reads the book they prefer to weaponize. Like most dark secrets, my dildo lay safe from human eyes encased within a shell of the word of God.

"Get it together, Brandi. Last thing you need is some delivery man to catch you jacking off." I grumbled to myself angrily. A part of my mind wandered as to why the delivery man was coming in the garage. Technically, my husband Eric had left one of the garage doors up after he had driven in to work, so it wasn’t unforeseeable for someone to make a delivery there. Still, highly unusual. I brushed back my brown hair with my hands to make myself presentable. Somedays I swear that my hair has a consciousness all of its own. The looser strands appeared to have grown riled towards frizzy curls by nothing more than my own sexual pleasure. I readjusted my thin headband and briefly glanced at my own selfie in the camera-lens of my stainless-steel smart fridge to check that I had well and truly dominated my own hair into a submissive state. I frowned lightly as, although the bulk of my hair obeyed my will a few, unruly strands still sprang forth as rebellious as angry teenage girls in rock-band t-shirts with their tongues sticking out. Further noises from the garage informed me that it would just have to do.

“Coming.” I called out, trying not to sound annoyed as I heard footsteps in the garage. I opened the door and said, “if you have a delivery, you can leave it on the front por-”

My mouth fell open and my eyes shot wide in terror as I looked at the source of the sound. Piercing blue eyes blazed out at me from under red bushy eyebrows. These eyes were encircled by the black holes of a ski mask below which a set of thin lips turned up in a bitter sneer. The man wore a white tank-top and tattered looking jeans. I saw a large, colorful tattoo of a dragon running down the man’s left arm from his shoulder almost to his wrist. Behind him, another man with bronze skin wearing what appeared to be button-down work uniform for a landscaping company busily gathered up my husband’s power tools into a large canvas bag. He wore a dark blue baseball cap and a red bandana tied around his face.

I screamed in terror and slammed the door as the man stealing the tools turned to see me scream and the man with the dragon tattoo bolted towards the door. Terror swam through my veins as the world suddenly slowed around me. My shocked mind could not grasp what I was witnessing as I whispered to myself, “they’re just going to steal some shit from the garage. I’ll call the cops after they leave.” My mind wrestled together this defensive shield of naïveté to protect my psyche. My intellect knew the truth. I felt it the moment those piercing blue eyes inside that ski mask had met my own. Those eyes burned with the sickening gleam of desire a man has when he beholds something he wants. I knew that the moment I opened the door, those men saw something significantly more worthy of stealing than a few power drills and some duct tape.

My defensive denial shattered at the faint turn of the door handle and terror kicked in as I bolted to the door realizing that, in my haste, I had forgotten to lock it. Before I could twist the knob to lock, however, the door flung open shoving me back as the masked man burst into my kitchen. I screamed and flailed as I stumbled back across the linoleum floor. I managed to stand up and sprint as fast as I could towards my cell phone with my bare feet slapping hard against the kitchen floor with every step. My vision tunneled around my phone which lay on the far countertop.

That tunnel collapsed as a deafening bang filled the air causing my breath to catch within my throat and my body to stiffen. The world swam around me as a loud ringing filled my ears. My panic-stricken mind didn’t register what had just happened for a moment before it became clear…

…A gunshot…

I was too close.

He couldn’t have missed me.

I expected the gates of paradise to open before me as I stumbled to the floor.

Or… perhaps… should I expect the gates of hell?

I did have a dildo hidden in a Bible after all. I looked up and recognized that wherever death had taken me looked exactly like my own kitchen. My eyes narrowed in terror as I saw my phone now scattered into millions of shards of glass, metal, and electrical circuits spread across the countertop.

In that moment, I realized in relief that my life had not ended and yet also, in terror, that the chase was still on.

With no clear plan in place, I bolted to the right, towards the main entry way, as a puff of foul-smelling smoke emitted from what had been my first plan to phone the police. My mind drew blank with only a vague plan to simply flee the house completely. This thought of escape trembled about in the back of my mind, as futile as a moth flittering about over a forest fire. The only rational hope I had to feed it would be that these horrible men just wanted stuff, things, money, whatever they could pawn and so would ignore me as I fled. These comforting thoughts ended the moment I felt a strong, rough hand clamp down on my right shoulder.

I screamed as it jerked me back in a flailing stumble. I tried to wrench free, but another arm wrapped about my waist. I had only the vaguest sensation of some strange, heavy, sharp feeling near the hand of that arm as I felt powerful muscles pull my small body in tight towards my pursuer. My eyes glistened near tears as he clamped me in place against his chest and I felt the warmth of his body press terrifyingly against my back. His size and his strength destroyed any illusion of wrestling free, and yet I vainly emplaced one final plan as I swung my leg forward to gain moment for cocking it back as hard as I could in hopes of driving my ankle up and into his sensitive balls. The best I could hope for would be to maybe stun him for a few seconds and possibly wriggle free.  

“Stop!” a heavy, dark, and brutal voice shouted at me over the ringing in my ears. His hand grabbed a clump of my hair and torqued my head painfully down to look at the arm which wrapped about my waist. I saw the smooth, polished-chrome outlines of a revolver smiling back up at me from where he held it around my waist. Staring down its barrel, I knew that kicking his balls would be instant death. I gaped in shock as my breath came in ragged pants and my eyes focused in on the circular bore of that barrel. I contemplated how much it felt oddly like staring straight into the tip of a man’s cock, just as he was about to orgasm. Rather, instead of sticky white cum spraying my face and making me giggle, it would be hot lead spraying my brains out across the ceiling. Some strange part of my mind wondered if I would see it. Would I witness the flash, the bullet, my death flying right at me as I stood there helplessly paralyzed within the space of that millionth of a second to do anything but watch as it ripped my life away? I pondered if it would be better to watch or to close my eyes as I stood like that for a moment, leg still cocked for a back-kick and staring down into the void of my demise. However, a second passed and the barrel did not flash, the bullet did not come. My captor now held my life within the hair-tuned trigger of his gun…

… and so far…

…he was purposefully letting me live.

I slowly lowered my leg as shakes afflicted my body. For whatever bravado I could have imagined for myself to have mustered in this situation, the truth is, my mind failed. It blanked completely in the face of that reality-shattering situation that I had found myself in. It felt like eons ago that I had been toying with myself in the kitchen, happy and safe within my own little life. Now that life was over. Now I had been plunged into a strange and terrifying world outside my experience. I hoped someone would tell me what to do because I had no idea at this point.  Luckily, a gruff voice growled out from behind, “stay still.”

The hand released my head and I nodded lightly though I could not tell if it was a true nod or just my quaking fear.

“You’re not supposed to be home.” The voice spoke again, this time slightly softer, but directly into my ear as I kept my eyes glued on the gun clutched about my waist.

I licked my lips, not sure how to respond to this statement. The voice continued speaking dark and warm into my ear, “who else is here?” A part of my mind, the incorrigible and stupid part, contemplated how sensually romantic this position would be, minus the gun that is, as his thighs pressed firmly against my buttocks. I had not yet conjured presence of mind to feel as to whether any firm bulge from beneath his pants pressed against me as the concept held within it a humiliating existential terror.  The insulting and depraved fact that my body could be simply stolen from me by brute force made me shiver.

“Who!?” the voice growled out angrily with a shake of the pistol.

“Nu…nu…n…n…” I stuttered out. My dry mouth made it difficult to speak.

“Speak up! My ears are ringing.” The voice grunted.

“Nu… n…no one.” I finally shouted out.

“Get down.” The voice commanded, releasing its grasp on me and pushing my body down onto the linoleum floor of my entry way. With a mind too shattered to think, I lay there limply as firm hands grabbed my arms forcing them together. I stared blankly into the linoleum focusing my eyes onto the pattern of the floor in a desperate bid to escape, at least mentally, what was happening to my body as my captor looped strong ropes around and between my wrists. I felt the rope tighten and lock my arms into place behind my back.

A heavy weight pushed down on my back as my captor straddled me facing backwards “Bend your knees.” He barked angrily. I meekly followed instructions, bringing my feet up behind me. I felt rope tie around my ankles as I counted the pixels on the floral tile beneath my eyes to occupy my traumatized mind. Soon taught lines bound my wrists to my ankles such that all my appendages were now forcibly tied behind me. I drew in a dusty and unsatisfying breath from across the floor as my captor stood up from where he had pinned me down. I closed my eyes as a thin tear trembled down onto the tiling below.

My body had just been stolen.

Even more wretched, in some final act of self-destructive desire, my pussy started growing wet at the rough treatment I was receiving.

“What the fuck are you doing, Blaze?” shouted a voice from behind. It had a slight, Hispanic accent.

I felt a shoe press against my shoulder gently kicking me over onto my side so that I now looked up at my captors. It was the same man in the ski mask from before, now staring down at me grimly with his pistol clasped in his hand. The other man burst in through the entry way toting a heavy sack.

He looked down at me and gasped. He spoke something and I watched his handkerchief move as he did so. I couldn’t make it out over the ringing in I ears.

“What?” the man in ski mask shouted back at him.

He slapped at the side of his head with his free hand, presumably where his ears would be, and shouted, “I can’t fucking hear you. Fucking loud ass gun got my ears ringing.”

The man in the handkerchief shouted back, “Blaze, there’s not supposed to fucking be anyone here!”

“I know that. How about you tell her that she isn’t supposed to be here, Slim!” Blaze shouted back to his partner gesturing unnervingly towards me with his pistol

Slim shouldered his bag saying, “Fuck, this was supposed to be a clean, easy job and now your fucking shooting a gun and shit. How about we just go to their fucking neighbors and ask them to call the cops.”

Blaze waved in a sweeping motion saying, “Their fucking neighbors are a god damn mile away. Crazy bitch here was about to get her god damn phone. Last thing I need is a fucking game of hide-and-go-seek with her dialing up nine-one-one from some closet or shit.”

“Do you think we should kill her?” Slim asked, a faint note of anxious terror played along his voice.

“No! Don’t!” I shouted back to them. Both men looked back at me as I pleaded from the floor, “I swear, I won’t tell anyone anything.”

“Nobody asked you.” Blaze said as he raised his pistol aiming it at my head. I finally made my decision that I would watch. If nothing else, to satisfy my morbid curiosity as to whether or not I would see the beautiful glint of copper-jacketed lead explode outward in a flower-like burst of death on its way to end my life.

Something strange happened though.

In that moment, I no longer saw him as a man and myself as a woman. He was just one human about to kill another. Any illusion of chivalrous intentions that a gentleman wouldn’t shoot a lady in the face were gone. He was just a thief tying up the ‘loose ends’ involving a witness. Fresh terror flooded through my mind the likes of which I had previously been preserved from during our brief chase by my surging adrenalin. I thought about my dreams of one day having children. I thought about my parents. I thought about my husband. I thought about everything that would come to an end in that insidious flare of muzzle blast.

I didn’t want those things to end.

I didn’t want to end.

“Whoa, whoa, Blaze… let’s think about this here.” Slim pleaded. Blaze stared down at me as I stared at the barrel of his gun. Despite my anticipation, it still did not go off, so I looked up into his eyes. Staring into the steely blue glint of them, I did my best to read whatever intentions may be there and scan for any glimmer of hope as I let my own soft, brown eyes do the pleading on my behalf.

Slim pointed to me saying, “Killing her will make this murder one and you know the fucking pigs are going to solve that shit with every fucking resource they got. Besides, it’s not like her death is going to make us any richer.”

Blaze squinted at me briefly before lowering his weapon saying, “I suppose you’re right. Seems unfair anyhow. The only thing she did wrong was being home when she wasn’t supposed to.” He looked at Slim and nodded saying, “Drop off the tools and call Chief. Let him know about this complication. We’ll let him decide what we should do with her.” 

I watched as Slim lumbered down the hallway with a heavy pack full of my husband’s tools on his back. This left me alone with the man who had only reluctantly been narrowly talked out of spraying my brains across our linoleum. He knelt and I looked up at him. He might as well have been God, in that moment. Not a god of mercy or love, but a God of power and fear.

He reached into his pocket and withdrew a red handkerchief. He rolled it up in his hands saying, “wear this.”

He reached for my head, and I instinctively flexed back as far as the restraints would allow.

He asked, “do you want to live?”

“Y-Yes.” I stuttered out.

He continued, “the less you see, the more likely we can leave you alive. Understand?”

I nodded and brought my head back forward, raising it up a little bit off the floor letting him tie the impromptu blindfold about my face.

“Do you know what I look like?” He asked.

“No.” I answered honestly.

“keep it that way.” He replied.

He knelt in close and spoke into my ear, “don’t give us any trouble. Trusting women has never ended well for me. Don’t make me regret changing my mind to aim for your phone rather than the back of your head.”

Somehow, the only words my shocked mind could conjure up were, “thank you.”

My emotions reeled.

Why was I thanking the bastard?

I lay there quietly for a while, feeling a bizarre and repugnant appreciation for the blindfold tied about my face. Somehow, I felt safer with it on. It felt as if I now lived in a small little cocoon within my own head. Behind the blindfold, I wouldn’t need to be scared of men and guns. His words drove away any desire to try and work the bandana free from my face or struggle against my bonds. Besides, what would be the point. I had already failed to escape them even while fully free and feeling in control of the situation. If I tried to wriggle free and escape, I would only be captured again and probably punished for making things hard on them.  With open eyes, I only saw the dim red glow of sunlight filtering in through the folds of cloth combined with out-of-focus image of the etched white print painted within. I opted to simply hold my eyes shut. As I lay there, waiting, the ringing in my ears dissipated slightly.

It felt like an eternity before I heard footsteps shuffling up the entry hall and the faint sounds of a one-sided conversation going on in the background. I couldn’t make out exactly what was being said but it sounded like the conversation ended.

“You’re not going to like this.” I heard Slim say as he drew near.

“Chief is pissed?” Blaze asked.

“Worse, he’s happy.”

“Shit!” Blaze snorted out

“He wants her dead?” Blaze asked.

I felt my life hanging on the thread-thin balance of a cell phone call to some mysterious ‘Chief.’

“Worse.” Slim replied.

My heart sank in terror.

What could be worse?

“He wants us to take her with us. Intel says Eric Richman would pay top dollar to get his wife, Brandi, back.” Slim replied.
 

“Son of a fucking whore!” Blaze shouted.

I felt the floor tremble lightly as he stomped a heavy boot just inches away from where I lay.

“Since when the fuck is kidnapping for ransom a thing we do? That’s fucking asking to get busted.”

Slim replied, “Chief’s hoping to get half a million dollars for her.”

I felt the toe of a boot press gently against my shoulder in a slight nudging fashion.

“Half a million dollars for her?” I heard Blaze grumble out bitterly. I shivered at the bitter way he emphasized the word ‘her’ as if he couldn’t believe my potential ransom value.

“Hey, I’m just fucking telling you what Chief said, man.” Slim protested.

I heard Blaze sigh angrily and reply, “Fine, get the rest of the stuff while I make sure little miss Brandi here doesn’t get any big ideas.”

“No. You get the stuff and I’ll keep an eye on the girl.” Slim replied.

“What!?” Blaze barked back angrily.

“Dude, I carried out all their fucking tools. That shit was heavy. I need a damn break. You can go upstairs and get the electronics and jewelry.”

Grumbling and cussing followed heavy footfalls as Blaze mounted the stairs. After he had left, I called out cautiously.

“Slim?”

“Uhh… yeah?”

I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Oh, thank you.”

“Um… for what?”

“For not leaving me alone with Blaze. I uhh… get the feeling he doesn’t like me.” I replied. The conversation felt surreal, but then again life was surreal, and a part of my mind was starting to just go with it.

A slight chuckle came, and Slim spoke up saying “don’t take it personally. Last week Blaze’s girlfriend, well ex-girlfriend now, got up one night and drove off with his car. He’s still all riled up about it, all angry and shit. I suppose you just remind him a bit of her.”

“Do I look like her?” I asked.

“Nah, it’s just cause you’re a girl. Fuck, when we were getting ready last night, this streetwalker comes up to us asking if we want a good time. He god-damn nearly cold-cocked her right in the face. I had to hold him back. It’s too bad he hates women right now because, if you don’t mind me saying it, you look incredible.”

I clenched my jaw and trembled. My thin yellow sundress already felt like no protection as my unseeing eyes imagined what the leering thief saw as he stared over my bound and helpless body lying there on the threshold.

“The blindfold really off-sets the color of your lips and your headband, really balances against your dress. The rope Blaze tied you up with creates a nice contrast of sharp lines against the soft floral print.” Slim replied.

If I could blink, I would have.

“Umm…what?” I asked.

Slim chuckled and said, “I’m hoping to be a fashion designer one day.”

“Really?” I asked, trying to not let too much surprise sneak into my voice.

“Well, I’m not going to be doing this shit my whole damn life.” He replied, sounding a bit insulted.

“Oh, I mean, of course not.” I answered.

The conversation felt surreally natural and relaxed despite the situation. I wondered if it was my panicked and shocked mind trying to distract itself with normalcy. I also wondered if Stockholm was already setting in.

Blaze came stomping down the stairway grunting under some heavy load.

“Awful chatty, are we?” He grunted, angrily.

“Chill, Blaze, we’re just talking about me being a fashion designer.” Slim protested.

“Great idea, how about you tell her our social security numbers and home addresses next.”

Slim sighed angrily.

Don’t say it

I thought.

Don’t say it

My brain protested.

They will fucking murder you on the god damn linoleum floor.

My mouth ignored my brain as it sputtered out, “are you two a couple?”

I felt my lifespan decreasing rapidly as the words left my lips. The awkward silence filled the air and I wished I could see their faces if, for no other reason, to gauge their reactions.

“No.” Blaze grunted.

“Why would you say that?” Slim snorted at me.

“Sorry, it’s just you two fight like an old married couple.” I whimpered out.

Slim began laughing, “sounds like we’ve been working together for too long, Blaze.”

“Don’t laugh at her. Don’t you see what she’s trying to do? Split us up, trick us or… something.” Blaze growled out.
 

“I’m not. I swear.” I protested.

“Dude, relax.” said Slim. I couldn’t see but his voice undulated slightly like he was gesturing as he continued “It’s not like she’s going anywhere.”

I heard heavy footsteps pound along beyond me as Blaze called back, “you have no fucking idea how to properly kidnap someone.” Slim snorted and replied quietly after he left, “neither do you.”

I lay there for a while longer until Blaze came back.

Slim called out to him, “Keep an eye on her, I have an idea.”

Blaze asked, “An idea? What idea?”

I heard Slim bolting up the stairs calling back, “I’m going to grab some of her dresses.”

“What the fuck? Why? Do you have any idea how hard clothing is to move? We won’t get that much for them.”

“I’m inspired by my muse. Just stand there and try not to kill her for five minutes. Think you can manage it?”

Blaze grunted angrily and I heard him sit heavily on the stairs with a groan saying, “God damn it, Slim. I’m not a fucking animal.” He continued in a mocking falsetto voice “‘try not to shoot her for five minutes. Think you can manage?’” I lay there quietly too scared to speak.

“What did you say to him to get his designer fantasies all riled up?” Blaze asked.

I swallowed hard and replied “Nothing. He just said he liked the way I look. Honestly, I have no idea what he’s talking about.”

“You do look good, I suppose.”

“Don’t tell me that you’re a fashion designer too.” I replied.

“Nah, with your dress all kicked up like that I can see your thin little panties poking out. With your arms and legs flexed backwards, your tits are sticking out firm and plump. Your body looks like it’s begging to be fucked.”

“I’m not doing it on purpose”

“Yeah, I know. No woman ever is.” Blaze grumbled.

“I’m sorry about what she did to you.” I spoke softly.

There was silence.

I felt something cold, hard, and circular press against my chest.

“Killing me won’t make what she did to you any better.” I said.

I felt the coldness leave and heard a muffled sniff.

“God damn Slim and his big fucking mouth.” Blaze muttered.

“What she did to you was wrong, stealing your car like that. I just want to tell you, I’m not her. Okay?”

“I could care less about the car. Fuck, I had stolen it myself just the year prior. It was her last words to me that really has me pissed.”

“What were they?” I asked, breathlessly.

“I love you.” Blaze replied, sullenly.

I pursed my lips.

“She was lying to me all the way up to the very end. She knew exactly what she was doing the entire time and I fucking fell for it like a god damn sap because her body was just as fuckable as yours.” Blaze continued.

“Women make men do the dumbest shit. That’s why when I look at your cute little tits and sweet little pussy, it just makes me angry because I can see how dangerous you are. I wish you were a man, so I could have just killed you already and be over with it rather than this stupid fucking risky-ass captor shit.”

“For what it’s worth, men make women do dumb shit too.” I said.

“Yeah, right? Name one thing.” Blaze replied, sarcastically.

“Once a man I didn’t love tricked me into marrying him.” I said.

I couldn’t see his face, so I imagined that a moment of recognition passed over it. At least, I would like to imagine it did.

“Got it!” Slim called down excitedly from the stairs.

“What the fuck, Slim, you bring her whole god damn wardrobe?”

“Hey, do you realize how often I get a chance to work with a medium like this?” Slim replied.

“Dude just rent a fucking whore for like ten bucks an hour. She’ll wear whatever you tell her to wear.” Blaze grumbled.

Slim scoffed, “Fashion, on a streetwalker? God no! I have standards, Blaze. They’re low… but I have standards. Besides, if I dress her up nicely, maybe her dipshit husband will pay more for her. You know, remind the son-of-a-bitch what he’ll be missing out on if we end up blowing her brains out.”

“Fine, but I’m not driving with god-damn taffeta or some shit in my eyes. Just throw them in the back of the truck. I’ll get the girl.”

I felt warm hands begin prying under my back and scoop beneath me. One descended beneath my buttocks while the other stretched under my shoulder. I flexed a little bit so he could reach under me more easily. I suppose a more courageous woman would have tried resisting, but I had already given up on this. He grunted lightly as he lifted me, and I groaned suddenly feeling very self-conscious about the extra girl scout cookies I had been eating last week. 

I felt the side of my body press up against his broad, warm chest as he curled arms under me with my legs and arms dangling freely beneath this.

“You’re…” He started to say.

“Look, I know. I’ve been planning to lose a few pounds since January. I really expected to start a keto diet next week.” I protested.

He chuckled and replied, “awkward… I was going to say ‘awkward’ to carry like this. I wasn’t going to say anything about your weight.”

I felt my body shift and rock slightly as he walked me forward. I still saw absolutely nothing. After a few steps, he tilted me lightly to fit through the threshold of the door and I felt warm sun and gentle breezes caressing the skin of my face, arms, and legs. I breathed deep of that sunlit warm and leaned my head back lightly. I cannot deny here how I felt in that moment.

Peaceful.

Calm.

If you ever get the chance to be hog-tied, blindfolded, and carried about by a man, I highly recommend it. I mean, obviously not by your captor who had already threatened your life several times by that point but, well, some other man I suppose.

I heard the squeal of metal-on-metal as a rolling truck-door lifted.

“In you go.” Blaze said as he lowered me onto the hard, flat bed of what I assumed to be a box truck. I felt a pile of other objects alongside me pressing against my side. It took me a while to realize that these were my husband’s tools, my jewelry box, and several other valuables.

“Shouldn’t we seat-belt her in or something?” Slim asked.

“Great idea, maybe we should let her drive while we’re at it.” Blaze grumbled.

They paused as they looked at me. I sure didn’t look forward to riding along any bumpy roads lying on the floor of the truck without even so much as the freedom of movement to protect myself. Finally, Blaze said “ah, fuck it, you’re right. Look, we’ll use those dresses.”

I felt Blaze pick me back up again and heard a shuffling sound for a bit before he lowered me now onto a much softer pile of my dresses. I felt some long, broad piece of cloth slipped around my chest and looped across my body as I lay on my side. I suddenly heard a grating, rachet sound as the cloth drew taught.

“What is that?” I asked in surprise.

“Cargo straps so you don’t go rolling around back here.” Blaze answered.

In short order I was not only tied up but also strapped down however they left the straps mercifully loose enough that I could still breathe. I pondered the irony as I heard the door squeal shut that I had been loaded in just like any other fragile piece of cargo and lay there stacked in amongst the other valuables stolen from my husband.

During the ride, I eventually fell asleep. I justified the act by telling myself that I was conserving my energy for one spectacular escape attempt that I would try later, but I already knew that to be a lie as I had no heart nor stomach for any attempts at escape. I suppose one thinks of themselves as a human until they reach a point where being human just isn’t an option. In that moment, you become more like a parakeet, I suppose. People turn off the lights and you assume that it is night, so you go to sleep.

I awoke with a jolt as the truck squealed to a halt. I groaned lightly at the pain in my arms and legs from being stretched in their awkward angles for as long as they had been. A few moments later came the wrenching sound of the door opening and the cranking sound of my ratchet straps being undone.

“I still say this is reckless and stupid. You know this kidnapping shit never works out. Either he refuses to pay, and we’re fucked, or the cops track us down and we’re fucked.” Blaze grumbled.

“Chief said he had it all figured. He didn’t just tell us to take her just on a whim. Do you want me to grab her elbows or her knees?” Slim replied.

“Yeah, grab her legs.” Blaze replied

I felt firm hands loop under my bent knees.

Slim said, “Are you doing, okay? Not too much bumping around back here I hope.”

“You don’t ask her if she’s okay, she’s our fucking hostage. She’s supposed to not be okay.” Blaze grunted out.

I answered, “I’m all right.”

Blaze snorted saying “yeah, I bet you’re probably feeling you’re pretty smart about now. You probably spent the entire time listening to the road and keeping track of how long we drove so you can tell the cops later. Jokes on you, princess. This place isn’t nothing but a useless little crap-shack. By the time your pig friends get here, we’ll be long gone.”

I felt my body lift awkwardly and tilt oddly for a second before both men got their hands under me better and hoisted me up and off from the truck. I swayed lightly back and forth as they carried me. With my eyes bound and the ringing now dissipated, my hearing became incredibly attuned. I heard crickets chirping and birds singing as they flitted about presumably in trees somewhere nearby. The rushing wind through treetops, a sound almost like that of waves on an ocean, also gave me a rustic feel which seemed reasonable since they couldn’t just casually unload a hogtied and blindfolded woman off the back of a truck somewhere in a city without rousing suspicions.

The smell transitioned sharply as the sounds cut off around me indicating entry across a threshold which required an incline of about three steps. I expected a foul odor, but rather what I smelled instead seemed to be a scent of fresh paint mixed with sawdust and plywood. An open, airy sensation filled me. Their footsteps seemed to echo and creak a bit as they crossed what sounded like unfinished flooring. The only description that I could conjure up would be to say it smelled and felt like fresh construction, as if the house we were inside of was not yet finished. I took a little bit of solace in the fact that I wasn’t being dragged into some feces-filled drug den or some putrid hole.  

“Set her down here.”

I felt my body lower onto something rubbery that rippled and moved in an overly bouncy fashion. After a few dramatic undulations I came to recognize that they had placed me on an air mattress.  I lay there quietly listening as their footsteps left the room. My heart began to quiver as I suddenly felt afraid to be left alone bound and helpless as I was. Worse than that, I was starting to feel a small tension in my bladder. This was not a good situation to be in for a potty break.

“Blaze?” I called out.

No response.

“Slim?” I called out.

“Oh, hey, just grabbing your dresses.” Slim called back.

I blew out a sigh of relief. At least I had one of my kidnappers here to keep me company.

“Blaze drove off to sell the stuff. That means I get to have you to myself.” Slim spoke cheerfully.

I heard him walking around the room as he spoke, and I also heard screeching and rumbling as he dragged something about with him.

I grew nervous, “what are you going to do with me?”

“Fashion show. I want to get some practice for when I make it big.”

I heard his breath and footsteps as he drew near to me. I arched my head to look in his direction, even though I couldn’t see anything. Weirdly enough, through smell, sound, and touch I was starting to put together a pretty good mental map of where I was and what the place looked like. I could tell by the creak of the floorboard and the change in trajectory of his voice that he knelt in front of me.

“Blaze thinks I’m an idiot for even contemplating this, but he’s a man who doesn’t have big dreams the way I do.”

I nodded. Their personality differences couldn’t be more obvious which is why they made such a cute couple.

He spoke softly “But now we have a problem. I can’t dress and pose you while you’re all tied up like that. I can do what I’m strictly supposed to do and just leave you the way you are. I’m sure by now your joints and muscles ache horribly in those ropes and eventually you’ll have no choice but to wet yourself.”

I gritted my teeth.

“Or…”

“Yes, please, tell me the ‘or’” I replied rapidly feeling the tension rising in my bladder.

“I can untie you. The blindfold stays on and no escape attempts. If you try to escape, then I’ll have to kill you and that would suck. Chief would be fucking pissed, Blaze would never let me forget it, and I would be sad because you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met and popping a cap in your ass just feels wrong.”

I pursed my lips.

“So, do you think you can do it?”

“Yes.” I replied.

“Good. Don’t make me regret this.”

I felt him reach around behind me and begin untying my ropes. He was so close to me I could feel the warmth of his hips leveraged against my belly and smell his surprisingly warm, European-styled cologne. I didn’t remember him smelling this way before. That being said, I was much too busy getting traumatized and shot at to really focus on such details. In short order he tugged free the ropes from about my wrists and ankles letting my limbs fall back into a more natural position freely. I lay still for a second before he said, “you can move about a bit, if you like. I’m sure you need to stretch.”

“Thank you.” I replied as I tipped myself back up and began rubbing my arms and legs with my hands.

“Will you take me to the bathroom? I really need to pee.” I said to him as calmly as I could due to the utterly insane situation.

“Sure, here, I’ll guide you. Hold my hands and stand up.”

It felt weirdly intimate to grab onto his rough hands with my own small ones and cautiously step along with him as he guided me blindly through the building. He spoke to me as we walked mostly instructions like “step to your right here” or “slow down for this part.” I came to appreciate that the place was very cluttered and not particularly well organized. I felt the rough, raw wood beneath my feet transition to carpet for a bit and we were able to move more quickly with fewer instructions until it came to feel like tile.

“Okay, here we are. Don’t get any big ideas. This happens to be an interior bathroom with no windows.”

I felt his hand guide my own as he reached my hand over to feel. I touched what felt like the back of a toilet. He went on to guide my hands to a roll of toilet paper which sat atop a tiny sink alongside the toilet. With a few last words of encouragement to not try any futile escape attempts, he left me to do my business. I did what I needed to do then washed my hands as best I could without any soap available (as far as I could determine by feeling around). I even went so far as to splash my lower face with water a bit to try and freshen up some. Every step felt slow and trepidatious due to my aching muscles and inhibited vision. Some part of me, however, was starting to get used to it. When I finished, I just stood there for a moment before calling out, “Slim?”

No reply.

I felt my way past the toilet and through the doorway that we had entered into the bathroom before calling out again.

“Slim?”

I heard creaking footsteps in the next room approaching me.

“Slim is that you?” I called out blindly.

The footsteps got louder.

I began to panic.

I couldn’t run or take off the blindfold because that could be escaping, but what if it wasn’t Slim and rather someone else coming to hurt me or do something terrible to me.

“Slim, if that’s you, please answer!” I shrieked a little louder and more fearful than I wanted to.

“It’s me. It’s me. Relax.”

I braced myself in the doorframe of the bathroom and put my left hand on my chest as I panted in fear.

“Oh, okay, good. Sorry, I just was afraid you were someone else.” I swallowed hard and asked “can you… not leave me alone like that. It makes me nervous.” I said.

There was a moment of silence.

“Oh, yeah, you can’t see me smiling. I’m smiling. You’re perfectly safe here, well, up until the moment you aren’t… but that would be later anyhow.”

There was a moment of silence which Slim broke saying, “yeah, actually, let’s not talk about the future. I have good news.”

“My husband paid the ransom?” I asked.

“No. I brought you a more fashionable blindfold.” Slim replied.

“Oh.”


“Here, step back into the bathroom. I’ll help you put it on.” 

I padded softly back into the bathroom and felt his warm hands grab my shoulders gently turning me to face away from him.

“You won’t see anything useful in here. But, close your eyes anyhow.” He said to me.

I held them tightly shut as I felt his fumbling fingers untie and remove the bandana. In that moment I felt a shiver of cold run down my body as if I had been stripped naked. Almost sensing this, he quickly slid a new blindfold down over my head. This one felt like a soft, velvet cloth. The highly elastic fabric stretched over my head easily with just the right fit. To my surprise, Slim said “keep your eyes closed.” As he pressed it on even further down around my neck pulling my hair out through it as he went and then sliding it back up my face to cover my eyes but leave my hair free.

I felt his hands turn me around and he asked, “see anything?”

I shook my head.

“Good. You look nice in this black blindfold by the way. Like Nier Automata.”

“Who?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah, you probably play many video games. Forget it. Does it feel good on you? Not too tight.”

“No, it’s perfect. Much more comfortable than the bandana.” I replied gently reaching up and touching the soft fabric encasing my eyes. I smiled at him and said, “thank you.”

“Great, now pucker up.” He said.

“What?” I asked, trying not to sound too shocked or disgusted.

“Just do it.” He commanded.

I nervously did as he instructed sticking my lips out like a duck pose. I chided myself for the whole ‘fashion show’ bullshit, clearly Slim just wanted to play some kinky romance games with me. I quelled my heart in that, between partaking in his twisted fantasies or peeing through my panties while tied up, perhaps the fantasies wouldn’t be quite so terrible. He did, after all, just ask me to pucker up. It wasn’t like he had asked me to drop to my knees and begin sucking on his cock.

I felt something touch my lips and immediately doubted my senses. Instead of the warm, wet press of a man’s lips against my own, something cold, smooth, and softly pointed at the top pressed against my upper lip and slid across it outward.

I flinched my head back and gasped “what is that?”

In that moment, I caught the scent of cosmetic wax. Although the sensations began to coalesce, they still pointed towards something utterly unexpected.

“Lipstick.” Slim replied “Now hold still. I want to learn how to do this right.”

Emboldened by the banality of my captors demands, I returned to a puckered pose and held still as he completed sweeping across my left then asked me to open my mouth a bit so he could apply a layer across my bottom lip. Words cannot quite do justice to how surreally intimate this experience felt as I considered that no man, not even my husband, had ever put makeup on my face before.

“Ah, fuck, I got a little too much in the corner.” Slim grumbled.

“You can wipe it with some tissue if you have it.” I answered.

“Yeah, yeah… when I was a kid, I would sometimes help my sister a little bit with her make up. I rather enjoy the process. It’s like making art with a woman’s face, you know. Don’t tell Blaze this, by the way, that son-of-a-bitch would never stop laughing at me.”

I chuckled lightly as he returned with a wipe to rub away a bit of the excess from my lip. “Let me press it.” I said. “Of course.” He replied letting me clamp my lips down onto the wipe briefly.

I felt his warm fingers grab my jaw gently and I let him turn my face slightly to the left and to the right. Slim said “you’re complexion is really good. Still, a few minor scars probably from those teen years so I’ll put down just a hint of foundation.”

“You know, normally lips are close to the last of what you would do.” I said to him.

“Really?” He asked.

“Well, yeah, typically it goes primer, foundation, concealer, blush, eyeshadow…” I stopped there and shrugged as he said, “we’re not doing eyes today.” I continued, “well, then after eyes usually lips and maybe a setting layer as the last thing.”

“Oh.” He said.

I continued hastily, “but, for today it’s just like practice for you or something so it’s okay to not have it in perfect order. As long as you’re careful about how you apply the foundation and concealer so it doesn’t bleed in with the lipstick it will be fine.”

I felt his fingers press against my cheeks. They had a chalky-feeling wetness to them, and I started to reach up to take over, but he said “no, no, let me do this.” I felt his warm fingers massage the foundation across my skin carefully as he continued, “letting me practice at this is what getting to use the bathroom and having your arms and legs free costs you.”

I put my hands down and let him continue to massage what parts of his face he could touch. He reapplied some and asked me to look up, without really looking, as he spread it down my chin and across my neck. I hoped he was blending it in with my flesh though unable to see anything I had only assumption to go on. I pondered what color he had picked to use and silently prayed he was using a proper shade tone to match my skin. I also pondered the absurdity that, as I stood there blindfolded with my kidnapper’s hands across my neck, my primary concern lay in whether he had picked out the right color of foundation for me. Slim just seemed so calm, so nice, so laid back that I had a strange inkling of trust already developing between us.

“Beautiful, just the slightest bit of blush on the cheeks and…” I felt a small, bristled brush caress either of my cheeks before Slim announced. “Oh, yes, this is exactly the look I was going for. It’s spectacular on you.” I felt his hands on my shoulders as he continued “thanks for letting me do this. Now let’s get this dumpy house-dress off you and try out some real outfits.”
 

I felt his hand descend to my back and tug at my zipper and I tensed in fear. I trembled as he pulled it down releasing my body from what faint whiff of protection it had. I quelled my terror by reminding myself that any man this passionate about fashion had to be gay.
 

“la belleza” Slim muttered as my dress slid down over my shoulders.

I stood there blindfolded and in my underwear before him with my face made up as sensual as it could be from the cheeks down. I couldn’t stop my hands from shaking. I knew my underwear wasn’t anything special, just some unmatched cotton panties and one of my more comfortable bras. Of course, he had no one else but himself to blame for this, since they hadn’t really given me a chance to change clothes when they grabbed me.

“I can’t believe Blaze doubts that you’re worth half-a-million dollars.” Slim spoke in a worshipful tone. I felt his warm hand press gently against my tummy and I tensed as he leaned in close. “Hell, I would pay half a million to have you. What man wouldn’t?” I could smell his sweet cologne and sense the heat of his body as I trembled there too terrified to move.

“You scared?” he asked.

I nodded, not seeing any benefit to lying now.

“Just keep breathing, okay. You’re so slender, so curvaceous, so smooth, I’ve never seen a body this beautiful on a real woman in real life. Magazines and such, sure, but never in person. No matter how badly I want to, I’m not going to waste this opportunity to work with someone so gorgeous.”

I could hear him sucking at his teeth a little bit clearly mulling over something.

“However, those granny panties have got to go.” He said with a hint of disgust in his voice.

I started to bite my lower lip but remembered my lipstick. I clenched my teeth and rolled my lips back instead.

“You look like you’re freaking out. If the only thing I wanted to do was rape you, I would have just done it earlier while you were already tied up. Understand?” He said trying to be as comforting as possible given our situation.

I nodded.

He continued, “we’ll do this together. Put your hands on my shoulders to balance yourself.”

I reached out groping blindly for a few tries before laying hands onto his shoulders. He felt slightly shorter than what I had expected. He stood only a few inches taller than myself. There seemed to be a turmoil of emotions behind my abject terror.  The fact that I was about to have my pussy out in front of a thief filled me with humiliation, disgust, and disgustingly enough…

…hope.

His barrage of compliments and worshipful attitude towards me was beginning to wear down my hesitancy to be naked in front of him. I knew I wasn’t quite as slender and sexy as he seemed to think. I do have rolls across my tummy when I crouch and my thighs touch. Still, clearly, I was beautiful enough for a criminal. As shallow of praise as this may be, his indications of being serious about fashion was beginning to twist my impression of him. A part of me began to hope that I could legitimately impress him. I also reminded myself that every moment I spent outside of bondage would be a gift to my joints. If letting a thief give me a make-over and play dress up was what that cost, then I should consider myself lucky. Given that I hadn’t been beaten, raped, and that none of my fingers had been cut off to be mailed to my husband as proof of their ownership of me, I should be grateful at the treatment I was receiving so far as a kidnapping victim.

Unlike my mind, my body, knew exactly what it wanted. While my mind danced and whirled along the currents of my wild emotions which drove it like a river drives a leaf floating helplessly in the currents, my pussy was growing wet, and my abdomen was growing warm. Each act of forced trust followed by confirmation that he wasn’t going to arbitrarily harm me made my body yearn to be filled even more. Of course, like most women, I knew my body to be a total fucking idiot. I had long since learned to suppress those disastrous, sexual urges the way one represses the desire to leap from a skyscraper just to feel the wind in their face. Pregnancy was not much of a concern, given my implant, however I felt confident that an underworld thug like this has probably shoved his cock into every streetwalking whore in the city. Still, my salivating vagina had no understanding of the dangerous menagerie of pathogens it could encounter if I gave it what it wanted.

All of this flooded through my mind as I held onto the shoulders of my kidnapper as he prepared to remove my panties. I felt infinitely grateful for the blindfold as I knew that I could not cope with this scene. I couldn’t look into the face of that strange man as he stared at my womanly parts for the first time. I couldn’t look at myself opening my body to a man who had merely stolen it. I thanked god that I was blindfolded so I wouldn’t have to look. Although Slim couldn’t read my mind, he could read the fear on my expression as I felt his warm thumbs hook over the hem of my cotton panties on either side of my thighs.

“Deep breath, you can do this.” He said in a strangely reassuring tone.

I steadied myself and then I felt the tug of his thumbs stripping away the last layer of protection between him and the sacred, pleasurable core of my body.

I felt his fingers push my panties down my legs and I gently stepped out of them. He audibly gasped at the view of me and spouted out, “gorgeous beyond my wildest imagination.” I felt the back of his knuckles gently rub against my crotch, slightly running through my pubic hair as he murmured “neatly trimmed into a pretty little triangle. So beautiful.” I swallowed hard as I held onto his shoulders. His fingers were barely than an inch away from my swollen and aching clitoris. My body begged for him to lower his hand that last, terrifying inch. I yearned to feast upon the glorious sensuality of his touch. He slowly raised and lowered his knuckles gently ruffling my pubic hair as he caressed his way across my crotch. I knew, in that moment, I would have to think fast or else my hungry little pussy could ruin my life by forcing my mouth to beg him to fuck me like an animal.

“You planned to put me in a different pair of panties?” I spoke softly.

After a moment of consideration, I felt his knuckles pull back from their caress.

He sighed and said “Yes. I was clear about what I planned to do with you, wasn’t I? You’re incredibly beautiful. But I suppose doing what I desperately want to do to you would ruin all my plans. You would be left sloppy, angry, crying…” He shuddered and continued, “You would be ruined for anything else. It’s like planning to photograph a mango then getting hungry and taking a bite out of it instead.”

I felt him lean over and grab something before saying with a slightly defeated tone in his voice, “lift your left foot a little bit.” I did so and felt him slip a pair of lacey feeling panties around my foot before I put it down and lifted my right foot for him to slide them on over that one as well. He slowly raised the panties up my legs and slid them into place over my crotch. He placed a warm hand over my abdomen and said

“Probably just as well. I wouldn’t want my first time to be rape, anyhow.”

“Wait! First time?” I asked, in shock.

“What?” he asked with a hint of annoyance in his voice.

“I uhh…just…” I stammered awkwardly.

He grunted irately so I back peddled, “No. it’s not like that. I… guess…”

I took a deep breath and continued as I let go of his shoulders and looked directly at him through my blindfolded eyes continuing, “I probably shouldn’t make assumptions about people.”

“I suppose not. I’ve never been good at flirting with girls.”
 

“You’ve been doing pretty well with me.” My mouth blurted out before engaging my mind.

I tensed reflexively at my words, but all Slim replied was, “thanks. Would you believe me if I told you that it was at least a little bit from the blindfold?”

“I would, actually.” I said to him.

I reached up and felt at it absentmindedly saying, “it’s weird how I feel so much safer with it on.”

“Good. You ready for next steps.” Slim asked.

“Sure.” I replied feeling weirdly more confident in the presence of a virgin. The last of my biological fears evaporated with the revelation that he had little danger to me from disease. A strange sense of relaxation came over me mixed with an inkling thought as my mind and body began to coalesce around a singular thought.

Maybe this could be an opportunity for me to have some fun too.

“So… about the bra.” He continued.

I chuckled good naturedly and said “fine. Let’s just do this with less drama then.” As casually as I could muster, I reached behind my back and started to unsnap my bra before stopping.

I said, “How about you take my bra off.”

“Really?” Slim asked.

I reached up and collected up my hair in my hands holding it back with a smile.

“Think of it as practice for when you do get good with the women. That is, one you haven’t kidnapped.” I continued with a smile.

I felt him reluctantly reach around me and I sensed the warmth of his chest as he leaned in close. I felt the shakiness in his hands as he fumbled with my bra strap. I allowed myself a smile as he worked at the unfamiliar clasp for a moment before snapping it open and letting my breasts swing out free from their enclosure.

I lowered my arms so he could slide my bra off over them.

“Incredible” he said as I assumed he took in the view of my breasts.

I felt warm hands cup them gently and gently pulse massaging fingers along my flesh. The delicious, tickling sensation filled me and I did nothing to protest or stop him rather letting him enjoy the feeling of my breasts for a while. I could feel his thumbs resting gently along the outer rims of my areolas and I mentally willed him to press them inwards stroking sweet delights across my nipples. However, he remained either too respectful or too virginal to indulge in the sweets of my body fully.

“Do you have a different bra you would like me to wear?” I asked, trying to keep myself as much as him from succumbing to the obvious temptation.

“No.” he replied softly.

“Good.” I answered with a flirtatious smile.

He released my breasts and murmured softly, “Sorry. It’s so easy to get distracted around a beautiful woman such as yourself.”

“I don’t mind you getting distracted a little bit.” I replied coyly.

He gave a “hmm” followed by a, “here’s the first dress for you to wear.” He knelt and gently grabbed my left shin lifting it gently to indicate I should step into the dress. I did so, blindly placing my hands on his back to steady myself and stepping each foot in turn into the puddle of cloth around my feet. I let go and he lifted the dress over me sliding it up over my arms and shoulders before zipping it up in the back. I tried to guess which one it was by the feel of it on my body. For being a criminal who opted to dress me braless, he had chosen what I would consider a surprisingly demure dress. I felt satin reach down to my ankles and elbow-length sleeves cover my arms. My chest only felt slightly exposed due to the subtle V-neck of the dress. I felt his hands around my waist as he tied a strip of crinkly feeling cloth about me like an accessory belt.

“Yes, that works.” He said as he adjusted the belt around my waist.

I felt his hands take hold of my shoulders and turn me lightly around as he said “hmm, let’s work with this.” I felt fingers press gently into the top of my head before snatching out my simple head band. In the next moment I felt a hairbrush descending smoothly along my head sorting out my hair as it went. The sound of a faint woosh followed by the perfumed scent reminiscent of a salon told me he had just put some product in my hair. I couldn’t quite tell whether it was conditioner or hairspray, but I felt the tugging on my hair become more purposeful for a bit before he said “for this part, you’ll need to stand very still. Think you can do that?”

“Yes. I think I can.”

I tensed as I felt a warmth pass over my shoulder and a coiled electric wire rest loosely against my thigh. My hair tugged in one clump in a continuous pull up until I felt the hot cylinder come up close to my scalp. I tensed nervously as he shushed saying, “let me know if it’s too hot and I’ll back it off from your head a bit.”

I gritted my teeth and replied, “it’s okay, for now. It’s just… no man has ever done my hair before. Are you sure you know what you’re doing?”

“Not really but it seems to be coming together well.”

I felt the clump of hair he had been pressing release and the process repeat with another clump of my hair curling it up against my head. After a few more iterations of this he retracted the iron and I heard him release a smug little sound.

“It’s too bad you’re not allowed to see but maybe you can feel. Go ahead.”

I reached up and patted at my hair. It bounced and recoiled smoothly at my touch. I had to admit that, for a criminal, he had placed a very nice set of curls upon my head.

“This, I literally had to fight Blaze over. Son of a bitch demanded that I fucking pay for it myself so you must wear it. No choice allowed.” Slim said as I felt a thin metal chain with a cold metal pendant hanging from it descend around my neck. It hung slightly above my breasts. I reached up to curiously finger the pendant while Slim snapped the necklace chain into place behind my head. It felt like an artistically twisted piece of metal in a somewhat abstracted version of a heart-shape. As I ran my fingers along it, I felt three jewels placed in the metal, the colors of which I could only guess at.

“I… don’t recognize this.” I said in confusion feeling the oddly shaped pendant.

“We stole it a while ago. Same as the sash you’re wearing. Most everything we take gets sold as fast as possible. Occasionally I’m able to pluck out some promising items. Now, come on. I’m excited to start.”

He helped me slip on a pair of high heels and I followed his leading hands out to some other room. He directed my palms to rest on the back of a thin, metal bar. I felt around it and found it to be the back of a welded-metal chair. I padded my hands around on it until I determined the back of the chair to be in the shape of a heart and the seat bore a similar motif engraved across its surface. This was no practical household fixture rather clearly a studio prop of some sorts and I pondered how long he had to have been planning this.

“Okay rest your hands on the back of the chair and tilt your chin up a bit as you lean forward.” He said sounding like more like a director than anything else.

“Are you going to photograph me?” I asked.

“Of course.” He replied.

“Who will see the photos?” I asked, suspiciously.

“Well, mostly for me but I might seek some input from others. Don’t worry, no one will recognize you with the blindfold on.”

I pondered his words and the inkling memory of a joke cartoon about ‘The Lone Ranger’ missing a couple of eyeholes in his famous mask came to me making me smile. The surreal and freeing realization that this whole ordeal might be an opportunity flooded through me once more. I was a kidnapping victim. Even if he distributed nude shots of me throughout my church Sunday School class, I could easily claim they had a gun to my head off camera. This Carte Blanc practically would excuse anything I did until they eventually returned me. Rather than cowering and whimpering, I should use this golden once-in-a-lifetime opportunity…

…to do something naughty.

I smiled sweetly as I followed his instructions leaning much further over the chair than he probably expected letting him have a nice ample view of my cleavage. If these photos were going to be distributed throughout the underworld, at least I could potentially be famous, perhaps posthumously if things went bad. I pressed that last depressing thought away from my mind as I heard a series of whirs and clicks.

“Beautiful. Go ahead and put one foot up on the chair and tilt your head slightly like you’re looking at something you want.”

“You know I can’t see anything.”

“I know but try anyhow.”
 

I repositioned my body and did as he instructed for a few snaps then, abusing my victim privileges, I hiked the dress up across my thigh letting my leg stick out prominently and sexually towards the camera. I couldn’t tell exactly, but I imagined that the faintest promising glimpse of my lacey panties also shown through in his photo.

“Wow, have you done modeling work before?” He asked.

“No. First time.” I answered with a slight laugh.

“You’re spectacular. Incredibly sexy and powerful looking even with the blindfold on.”

I went ahead and struck a new pose, this time sitting in the chair backwards with my legs straddling it and my dress bunched up about my waist. Whatever faint glimpse of my panties may have shown in the prior shot came to full fruition of view in this one.

“Damn. Your power and energy are incredible. We should probably get a few serious shots for my portfolio, though.”

“Your portfolio?” I asked feeling surprised at the professional demeanor of my captor.

“Sure.”

“Full of pictures of a kidnapping victim?” I asked cocking my head to the side.

“No one needs to know that. Just a beautiful model in a blindfold. They wouldn’t believe this is a kidnapping job. Not with the diffusive lighting I have you under and the crisp background you’re in front of.”

“How long have you been planning this?” I asked shaking my head with confusion.

“About three years now. Not, you, of course. I’ve been trying to get a woman to model for me for a long time but, well…”

“You’re not good with women.” I said twisting my lips up lightly at the revelation.

“Yeah. Exactly.”

At his urging, I stood up and flattened my dress back down taking a bit more demure shots of me simply standing in the piece, then reaching up with my hand as if waving to a friend, and finally splitting the difference as I turned my back towards his direction (or as best as I could tell from where his voice was coming from) and looked over my shoulder at him without really looking. At each shot, he assured me that I appeared the pure example of beauty, grace, and sensuality. We took a few fun shots of me pretending to kick the chair over, doubling over and holding my hand to my mouth in a static pantomime of laughter, and eventually leaning back over the chair reaching out towards the camera with a languid smile on my face. Slim sounded as excited as a child with a new toy as he giddily stated he wanted to put me in another outfit and style. Rather than taking me blindly back to the bathroom, he helped me change right there in the studio and removed the prior dress with a big whooshing sound. The sexual tension between us could still be cut with a knife and I felt his desperate, virginal eyes fall upon me as I stepped out of the prior dress and before he forced his hands to slide on my next dress. It was a slimmer, shorter cut piece with a more modern feel. He assured me it wasn’t one of my own and I believed him as I did not recognize it by feel. We proceeded through a round of photos again this time slipping ever further away from professional shots for his ‘portfolio,’ and ever closer to lewder and more suggestive poses that my body seemed to be desiring. As shot proceeded after shot, Slim’s suggestions to me to find more appropriate poses which focused on the fashion rather than the sexuality grew fewer and farther between. Instead, he spoke words of encouragement and desire as I lived out my slutty fantasy. The next outfit he produced was a pleated mini-skirt and halter-top combination which he donned on me followed by drawing my hair out flat and tying it into a set of pigtails on either side of my head. I giggled and said, “I feel like Brittany Spears.”

“Who?” He asked.

I groaned and replied, “you’re so young.”

This time we abandoned any illusion of a fashion shoot. I slowly crawled along the floor towards him as he snapped shots at me from a low angle. I felt hungry, desirous, and for the first time in my life, free to do whatever I wanted. As my hand reached his ankle, I knew that I should stop as I surely was too close to the frame of the camera by now, but I also knew that I couldn’t stop because my desire could no longer be denied. I crawled my way straight up between his legs feeling along the coarse fabric of his jeans groping my way towards what I wanted. I found it and soon glided the zipper tab on his pants down towards me pinched between my fingers.

“Wait you don’t-”

He started but I cut his words short as his ravenously erect cock burst out from its prison within the folds of his clothing. Before he could continue, I welcomed the warm morsel of delicious man flesh into my thirsty mouth and felt the warm, smooth head slide in smoothly as if it was designed to be within me.

“Oh, God no!” he shouted in terror as I suckled for a moment before letting it go.

“What?” I asked.

“Oh, I thought you were going to bite it off.” He gasped at me

I licked my wet, pink tongue along the soft ridges of my sexual little feast and tasted the saltiness of his precum. I replied “this isn’t about revenge or escape. It’s just something I want to do. Will you let me?” I asked already knowing his answer would be an enthusiastic ‘yes.’

“Well…” He stammered for a moment.

“Think of it as practice for when you get a real girlfriend. I’m just a woman you stole so you don’t have to worry about impressing me or anything like that, so this is a good chance for you to get some experience.”

“Okay.” He replied.

I smiled deviously and said, “feel free to keep taking pictures while I do this.”

My mouth filled warmly with his smooth, hot flesh as I heard the whir and click of a camera overhead somewhere. I tilted my head a bit trying to make sure he and his camera got a good view of the delicious things I was doing to his cock. My poor, soaking wet pussy screamed for attention as my mouth got the penetration my body so desperately desired. Still, a soothing, calm sensation came over my soul as I felt safer in my existence with his hot cock pressed firmly between my lips. Given his mad desire and virginal status, it didn’t take long before the bobbing of my head sprung forth a torrent of sticky, salty cum in my mouth and I heard the desperate groan of orgasm escape his lips.

I pondered what to do with the cum filling my mouth for a moment. I decided to give his ‘portfolio’ a fitting finale as I let him finish cumming in my mouth then looked up at him and spread open my lips into a smile letting his cum dribble down over my chin.

Whir… click.

I felt confident that this was one picture he wouldn’t be including in his professional portfolio.

“Good?” I asked with a giggle as I let his cum drip from my chin back onto his cock.

“I… I… have no words for how incredible that felt.”  He muttered weakly.

I slowly rose back to my feet and wiped his cum from my chin with the back of my hand and I heard him shuffle back up onto his feet as well.

“Well, I suppose after giving you a snack I should at least offer some lunch.” He said.

I kept what I internally described as the ‘schoolgirl’ outfit on while he guided me over to what felt like a picnic table and bench incongruously situated indoors. I waited blindly and patiently with my hands resting on the table so I could keep track of its location while I heard Slim clanging around with some dishes in the background. I pursed my lips wondering how bad I could be and decided to go for broke. I quietly slipped my hands under the table and up to my thighs beneath the pleated skirt. In one, swift motion, I stripped the lacey panties off from my crotch leaving my pussy bare beneath the tiny flap of fabric. I quickly kicked the panties from underneath the table off to where I assumed a corner would be. I wasn’t sure if Slim had seen me doing this or not, but he continued clattering plates and silverware in what seemed to be a makeshift kitchen and did not say anything. I smiled knowing my slutty secret was safe until the time came that I could dramatically reveal the ‘easy access’ nature of my outfit.

I put my hands back up on the table just in time to feel Slim take them and guide my left hand over what felt like a cold-cut sandwich and my right hand to a can of what he explained was coke. I sat there eating and drinking quietly waiting for him to peak at my skirt or mention something about my attire, but this did not come to pass.

“Looks like Blaze will be back soon. I suppose that means playtime is over.” Slim spoke to me with a hint of sadness in his voice.

“Can I keep what I have on?” I asked.

Slim replied “Fine by me. Are you sure?”

I nodded.

“Okay, but I’ll need to tie you back up before Blaze gets here.” I smiled at the thought of Slim bending me backwards and discovering my sultry secret.

He guided me back to where we had begun, and I lay submissively still on my side as he tied my wrists to my ankles. The familiar twinge of tightness in my joints set in again however I ignored the pain waiting for Slim to notice the subtle change to my attire.

As he finished the final knot my body could not wait any longer as I rolled onto my back lying arched open and vulnerable. I couldn’t see where Slim was, but I called out to him.

“Slim?”


“Yeah, I’m here.”

“Do you notice anything different about me?” I asked spreading my knees a bit.

“Did you take off your panties?” He asked.

I quietly nodded.

“Why?” he asked.

God, men are fucking clueless, aren’t they?

“You can have it.” I replied.

“Are you sure?” He asked.

I quietly nodded.

I waited for what felt like an eternity before I felt apprehensive fingers begin working their way up my exposed thighs and finally reaching my crotch. His warm thumbs spread my lips open, and I groaned expecting to feel his cock. I did not. Instead, a delicious, warm, wet tongue pressed against my clit and began lapping about.

“Oh, God, yes!” I breathily yelped into the air.

My lonely and languid pussy finally got the attention it desired and I moaned loudly as he continued licking pleasure into my womanly core. Sure, I had been eaten out before, but this felt like nothing I had ever experienced. In the past, I kept getting distracted by what I saw and, even worse, felt uncomfortable about what I should ‘do’ while getting eaten out. Should I run my fingers through the man’s hair? Should I hold his shoulders? Should I fondle my breasts? Should I hold my hands down by my side, up by my head, what was that I saw over there… you get the idea. It’s almost like a form of sexual ADHD, I suppose.

However, this felt completely different. Eyes closed or open gave me nothing but the sensory deprived darkness. The bonds which held my arms and legs tight in place took away any concerns of what I should do since I could do absolutely nothing. Better still, confident that my captors had taken me to a place where no one could hear me scream gave me full freedom to fill my voice. I felt my body rising gloriously to orgasm as he licked then he suddenly stopped and pulled his head back.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m afraid I’m hurting you.” He replied sheepishly.

“Oh, God no! Please, keep going.” I begged my captor pitifully as I lay there bound and blindfolded with his delicious tongue mere inches from my clit. He returned to licking me.

“Don’t stop.” I pleaded as I felt my pleasure rising to climax.

“No matter how much I scream, don’t stop.” Were the last intelligible English words I could muster before my body exploded in an ocean of ecstasy which eliminated all language from my mouth and intelligence from my mind. I writhed against my bonds and screamed gloriously into the air as his beautiful soft tongue consumed my womanhood unleashing pleasure throughout me the likes of which I never imagined possible.

My screams eventually decayed into whimpers as he drew back his tongue and let my quivering body flop over sideways on the mattress. I felt dampness against my blindfold as the beauty of the orgasm had brought tears to my eyes. It was just as well I lay tied up, as I doubted that I could have walked anyhow after having experienced such intense pleasure.

I felt the mattress flex and bend as I fell in towards a warm body laying down next to my own. A warm arm extended over me, and I felt his warmth press in close to my own.

“Pucker up.” Slim commanded.

I did so, knowing full well this time it wasn’t for lipstick. I felt his warm lips press against my own. His mouth tasted slightly like my own womanhood as I drank deeply of a shared kiss with him. He released the kiss, and I felt his hands reach up and grab my hair.

I felt a tugging as he said, “Blaze will be back soon. I don’t want to leave you looking like some teenage pinup girl.”

I nodded as he pulled out my pigtails and tied my hair back up in a simple ponytail.

“There.” He said.

“A sporty little ponytail. Out of the way and ready for extreme physical activity. The perfect hairstyle for a kidnapping victim about to suffer horribly.” He continued with a sad sigh of resignation.

I felt his hands reach down and caressed, my thigh soothingly as he continued “Now that I see you like this, it feels wrong. I should probably change you into a pair of pants or something more covering to protect you from Blaze.”

“Hey Slim, you in here?” I heard a shouting off in the distance.

“Shit.” Slim said.

“I’ll be okay.” I quietly said back to him.

Slim awkwardly smoothed down my skirt, stretching it as protectively over my crotch as he could before quickly rising to his feet.

I lay perfectly still. I remembered back to my childhood when my younger brother and myself would be doing something bad and how we would snap to attention and put on innocent faces as soon as mom came home. Of course, my little brother and I would be sneaking cookies and other trivial kids’ things, not fashion shows and oral sex. I tried to keep the flush out from my face and hide, as best I could, that I had been licked to orgasm mere minutes before. For his part, Slim’s voice sounded a bit too eager and chipper. I pictured him smiling broadly and making overtly friendly gestures towards Blaze as they spoke.

“Good to see you, Blaze. No trouble, I hope?” Slim nearly chirped out his voice sounding high from his stress.

“No trouble, yet.” Blaze grumbled back.

I heard Blaze snort in aggravation and said, “So you had your little fashion show?”

“Umm… yeah.” Slim replied.

“Why the fuck you dress her up like Brittany Spears?”
 

“That’s what I was wondering.” I blurted out, stupidly.

Silence.

Shit.

I was dead.

“I can feel the outfit he put on me, but I didn’t see anything.” I said. I felt like a child with a bad report card as I continued, “I kept my blindfold on and didn’t try to escape, not even a little bit.”

“That’s true.” Slim spoke quickly confirming what I told Blaze.

Blaze sighed and said, “Jesus fucking Christ, Slim. How many times have I told you? Just go down to seventh and MLK, fifty bucks, fifty bucks man and you’ll be rid of that damn virginity.”

Slim protested, “hey she didn’t-”

Blaze grunted, “she got you simping on her so bad that you would probably give her a free phone call to the cops if she batted her pretty little eyelashes at you.”

“Hey, I didn’t bat my eyelashes at Slim.” I protested before continuing awkwardly, “I… literally can’t even do that right now.”

“she’s still here, isn’t she?” Slim asked, sounding flustered.

“My point is, don’t get too attached. If things go well tomorrow, you never see her again. If things go poorly, you’ll be helping me drop her lifeless corpse into a shallow grave and burning it. Either way, don’t be thinking to be pen-pals or some shit. If you weren’t a virgin reeking of horniness, this would have already been obvious to you. Now get on and get home. Chief has me keeping an eye on her tonight.”

I heard clumping footsteps pound their way over the floor off in the distance. Another set of footsteps padded over to me, and I felt warmth nearby as someone crouched down next to me. I didn’t dare call out anything since I wasn’t sure who owned which set of footsteps.

I felt hot breath against my cheek and smelled a familiar scent.

“Slim?” I asked, softly.

“I just wanted to tell you that, well, fuck Blaze and his negativity. I will never forget you.”

He kissed me lightly on the cheek and I smiled back at him.

“Try not to piss off Blaze tonight. I would like to see you again, alive that is, at least one more time.”

“Thanks.” I said feeling oddly touched by Slim’s growing devotion to me.

He rose to his feet and padded away leaving me under the care of a man who hated my existence.

For a while, I lay there perfectly silent trying to not exist. It’s a strange dimorphism of being tied in place and yet being expected to not exist, but there I was. For his part, Blaze paced about anxiously back and forth across the room grumbling angrily to himself. He seemed to be growing ever more agitated as he went.

“Is there any way I can help?” My mouth blurted out.

Shit.

I was dead.

Again…

Why do I keep doing that?

“Help?” Blaze grunted back at me.

“You sound… well… stressed. I… just…” I trailed off not sure how to end that sentence in a way that wouldn’t leave a smoking hot lead bullet in the back of my head.

“Why would you want to help me?” Blaze asked.

The question hung dark and heavy in the air.

“The angrier and stressed you get, the more likely you are to kill me and… I don’t want to die.”

My mind whirred. Whatever filters may have been in place seemed to fry out and short circuit as the gravity of the situation hit me.

I sputtered out as I started crying, “I haven’t really done anything with my life. Nothing important, that is, and I’ve wasted so much time and you’re going to shoot me and…” I sniffed back a tear as my eyes began to wet the inside of my mask.

I continued with my voice lowered, “you’re going to like it, too. You’re going to imagine that I’m her and you’re going to enjoy murdering me. I’m going to suffer for what she did to you.”

I shuddered as I felt a warm hand rest on my shoulder.

“You’re not dead, yet.” He said, quietly.

We stayed there in silence for a while.

“If there is something I can do, to improve my odds of survival, please.”

I continued near whisper, “at least let me have the chance of trying.”

I felt that feeling again.

He wasn’t a man.

I wasn’t a woman.

We were just two people.

People who didn’t want to die or go to jail, respectively.

Blaze replied, “I’m not like that dipshit Slim, you can’t just flash a little leg and have me eating out of your hand like some puppy dog. I’ve been hurt by women playing hard-to-get before. Always flirting and promising shit that they never delivered. Always demanding more and more.”

“I won’t demand anything from you.” I replied, quietly.

“That’s what she said. Literally!” He answered with a snort.

“I give you my word as a woman” I said to him.

“It’s no good. I’ve known too many women.” He replied.

“I can’t make right what she did to you. But, maybe, I can do something to bring you some peace and help you feel better, at least for a little bit.”

“There’s not much you can do right now.” Blaze said.

“I can be a listener if you need someone to vent your frustrations too.” I replied.

“Kind of hard to vent when I know you’ll be repeating everything I say back to the police during your deposition.” Blaze replied.

I lay there in silence for a second before asking, “did your ex-girlfriend have any diseases?”

“Diseases?” Blaze asked.

“You know what I mean.” I replied.

“No. She was clean.” He replied.

I took this in thoughtfully.

I knew there wasn’t much I could do for him.

But I also knew exactly what I could do for him.

It took me a while to work up my nerve.

“Would sex help?” I asked.  

Blaze pondered this in silence for a bit.

“I could use a good fucking to get that bitch out of my mind. What are you going to do about it though?” He said darkly.

I nodded towards myself saying, “In case you haven’t noticed, I’m a blindfolded, tied-up woman in a school-girl outfit. I am fully prepared to give you a good fucking.”

“Yeah, exactly what I thought. Nice try. I suppose you’ll want to be let free in exchange for it.” Blaze replied, bitterly.

“Of course not. I already know that’s not going to happen. But, if a good fuck can help you calm down and stop thinking about her and how much you want to kill a woman in general, then I’m all for it.” I said.

I continued, more softly, “just give me the chance to try.”

I sensed warmth near me and then felt strong arms loop under my body and lift me upward. I dared not question this as I still wasn’t sure if this was Blaze positioning me for better access or merely picking me up and dropping me three feet down onto the floor as punishment for even proposing it in the first place. I felt my body jostle and drift as he seemingly carried me.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked quietly as I felt myself swaying back and forth with every motion of his stride.

“Somewhere that I don’t have to break my kneecaps on the damn floor to fuck you.” He replied.

“So, you’re going to do me?” I asked, my mood brightening a bit at the proposition.

“Of course, I’m going to fucking do you. You’re a god damn gorgeous woman in a school-girl outfit. I’m not wasting this opportunity.”

I felt him kick his way through a door and I spun wildly about on a blind axis briefly before landing with a whump on what most definitely felt like a proper, full-sized bed.

I lay on my side on the edge of it as I heard the clink of a belt unbuckling and the zitt-zitt sound of a zipper.

“Open up your mouth like a good girl and suck my cock while I get my shirt off.” I heard Blaze say. Before I could respond, I felt his hand gently cup under my head and rotate me closer to the edge of the bed where he stood. I felt, rather than saw, the smooth warm tip of his cock brush across my cheek. I dutifully opened my mouth as wide as I could receiving a nice, warm, plump piece of pulsating man-flesh inside as soon as I did so. A sudden calm overwhelmed my body as I took it in. I can never explain it save to say that men are scary, horrible creatures right up until they get their cock inside of you. After that, some unspoken treaty takes place in which you know they will not harm you so long as you are playing host to their beloved sexual member. It’s like a mad dog after you’ve fed it a steak, so long as it has its pleasure your safety is assured.

I would love to describe all the wonderful things I did to his cock there but, truth be told, lying on my side and with my arms and legs still tied behind me I didn’t really have much freedom of motion or leverage to do a lot of bobbing. I lapped at him loosely with my tongue licking deliciously at the plump, smooth head of his but my efforts brought no sighing groans to his mouth as I lay too askew on one side to reach his sensitive little frenulum. I finally satisfied myself to just suckle warmly at his cock as I heard him rummaging off his shirt overhead. I did feel a bit of strange gratitude as suckling on his cock did give me something to do while waiting for him to get the rest of his clothes off as well as helped me warm up my own waning sexual desire before we truly got started.

I heard him finish up undressing and I felt his hand trail up the side of my thigh lifting my skirt as it went.

“You have no underwear?” He asked in surprise.

I let go of his cock briefly to free up my mouth and asked, “is that a problem.”

He chuckled and replied, “I suppose it isn’t.”

I felt him pet the side of my face gently with his hand. He brushed an errant hair back from my cheek.

“I need to adjust your bindings to do this. Don’t get any big ideas, understand?” He said firmly.

“I understand.” I replied.

I felt him reach behind me and untie my wrists and my ankles letting my legs swing mercifully back into a more natural position. I lay there passively while he untied my wrists and then swung them in front of me tying them tight together once again. For the time being, he left my ankles untied and I understood fully why he did as such.

“Roll over onto your back.” He commanded and I followed his instructions laying out across the bed’s mattress. I lay there for a moment before he lifted me bodily and slid me further upwards. I felt something soft press against the back of my head and so I arched it lightly realizing that he was sliding me into proper place on the bed such that my head rested on a pillow. I smiled at this small kindness and spread my legs open invitingly.

I didn’t know if he ignored this or had other matters to attend to for the time being. In either case, he grabbed my wrists and lifted them up over my head. I felt warmth and pressure across my chest as he swung a leg over to straddle me just about my breasts. He lifted my head, and I felt his cock bounce lightly off my chin. I reached for it, but it swung out somewhere beyond my field of feeling. I felt him slide another pillow in under my head holding it up at a sharper angle and then his cock pressed against my lips once more, so I opened my mouth to invite him in once again.

“Good girl. You can entertain yourself with sucking my cock while I get your wrists tied to the bed frame.” This time I was able to bob my head back and forth slightly as well as lap my tongue across the sensitive bottom of his frenulum. He groaned and I felt his hands fumble about with the knots for a second. My heart leapt with ecstasy at my accomplishment. By the time he was finishing up knotting my wrists into place over my head, I was already starting to taste the sweet saltiness of his precum sliding around within my mouth.

“You do have a nice mouth. No one can deny that. But I suppose I stole your whole body so I’m going to make use of all of it.” Blaze purred to me sensually. I felt him slide off from me and then I felt fingers sliding open the buttons on the flimsy crop top. It didn’t take long for it to fly open and for my braless breasts to find open air as they jostled out from their cotton confines. They weren’t alone in that open air for long as I felt the delicious warmth of a hot tongue sliding along my left nipple while warm hands playfully massaged my right breast. I leaned my head back and sighed. Not only did the warm tickles of pleasure expand outwards from my breasts I relaxed in the knowledge that my body was accomplishing something which my mind could not. No amount of debate, discussion, therapy, or logic that I could speak to Blaze would soothe his wounded soul. However, my body could bring him solace and free him from his lonely rage, at least for the time being. All I had to do in this moment was simply exist, and that act alone felt infinitely more pleasant than earlier when I was trying to not exist.

I felt his hand quit my breast and begin tracing its way marvelously along my waist, over the pathetic little pleated skirt, and back up my inner thigh. I tilted my head back into the air and gasped as his fingers finding the core of my womanhood and massaging it.

“Yes.” I murmured as I felt his index finger trace tantalizing circles around my clitoris. He transitioned to a more ardent pace as he slipped his amazing fingers deliciously over my slick and swollen clit bringing a pant to my mouth. He quit his suckling of my breast and said “mmm…. Feels like you’re ready.”

I waited expectantly as he transitioned. He slid his hips into place between my own. I bit my lower lip to keep from crying out in pleasure as I felt his long, firm cock sliding deep into my womanly core. At the same time, I felt his chest press against mine and an overwhelming sense of being his possession filled my heart and my mind. I felt his lips press warmly against my own and I drank in the powerful, manly scent of him as I tipped my head to the side feeling the massage of his kiss across my lips at the same time, I felt my soft body succumbing to the power of his thrusts below which pressed my folded little lips open and stretched out the walls of my pussy. He felt larger, somehow, than my husband had, and I felt grateful for his kiss as it kept me from gasping at the feeling of his powerful cock moving deep inside of me. The only unfortunate distraction lay in the stupid little pleated skirt which sat hiked up around my mid-section providing one flap of unwanted cloth buried within a sea of flesh and desire.

I felt his arms slide in close to me as he rested on his elbows and curled his hands over my shoulders while kissing me with even greater passion than he did before. My own body felt as if it melted into sensual puddy letting him have all the secret pleasures which lay deep within. As he thrusted, I felt myself working up towards an orgasm renewed as pleasure coursed throughout me forcing my legs to tremble and my body to convulse uncontrollably. I felt him grow large, impossibly large as he stiffened inside of me. I expected to feel him squirting deep within me at any moment however he quickly jerked out from inside of me and lifted himself off me in one singular, swift motion. I didn’t know what he was doing until I felt the first few drops of hot, sticky semen spray across my breasts and abdomen. It kept coming as he kept cumming for a short while before filling my belly button with the last dribbles of his sexual juices. It felt weirdly assuring, as if I had been marked as his sexual property. I just lay there, tied up, blindfolded, and covered with my captor’s manly juices as panting fled from my mouth.

I lay back feeling entirely at peace. I think part of me might have dozed off or lost consciousness for a few seconds because my next feeling was the warm press of a fuzzy towel against my body which roused me back somehow.

“Did that help?” I asked even though the question felt stupid within my mouth.

“Yeah.”

“Glad I could help.” I said warmly as he continued to blot me dry of his own seminal fluids.

“I figured I might as well get you cleaned up for dinner.” He said to me.

“You’re going to let me have dinner?” I asked in happy surprise.

“Don’t get too excited about it. It won’t be nothing special.”

Soon enough, I padded along softly as Blaze tugged me forward by the rope tied to my wrists. I somewhat preferred Slim’s more directionally specific method of holding both my hands, but this worked well enough for me to avoid walls and doors. I did enjoy the freedom to use my legs for a bit as well as the crisp feeling of the air against my bare skin. I imagined myself to be quite irresistible looking since he had stripped off what few scraps of clothing I had on earlier before retying my wrists with a long tail of rope to lead me by. Once we got to what I assumed to be the kitchen, he plopped me down by the table and I felt him fiddling around under the table nearby my legs as he tied my wrists to some post under the table. I grinned mischievously in the direction I perceived him to be and spread my legs invitingly as I sat there.

“You’re incorrigible.” He said with laughter in his voice. He sounded a bit odd, echoing from somewhere under the table before me.

“I’m just trying to help.” I replied.

“Yeah, right” he replied, sarcastically.

“If it makes you angry, I can stop.” I replied, coyly.

“Well, I wouldn’t go so far as to tell you to stop.” I heard him say as I felt a firm hand grab hold of my thigh and work its way up towards my crotch sending delicious shivers along the way as it went. His firm, thick thumb pressed through the folds of my flesh and deftly entered my womanhood making me whimper slightly.

“You do have an incredibly tight and warm pussy. I’ll give you that.” He murmured thoughtfully as I felt his thumb circle about slowly inside me.

“Thank you.” I whispered back to him breathily.

“But I suppose we should eat something first.” He continued as I felt his thumb withdraw from me. I had to stop myself from suggesting that he could just eat me first as he already crawled out from under the table and strode over to whatever haphazard kitchen setup they had concocted in this place.

I heard some dishes clank down in front of me and I felt a warmth join me on the bench. “get up from your seat.” I heard Blaze command. I tilted forward and stood up as far as the ropes would allow falling into an awkward lean over the table. I felt something warm and firm brush against the back of my thighs as I wondered what he was doing before he continued “go ahead and sit back down, slowly.”

I did so, immediately feeling the imprudent pressure of his firm hot cock pressing against my buttocks.

“Be a good girl and keep my cock warm while we eat some dinner.” Blaze softly murmured to me in his deep, commanding voice which made me feel compelled to obey.

I felt him grab hold of my thigh. He guided my body gently as I sat back down slowly feeling his cock force its way deep inside of my pussy inch-by-delicious-inch. My core felt filled by warmth and pressure the likes of which made me feel more whole, more alive than I had before. The fact that this sensation came from my captor no longer seemed to matter.

I sat there with my hands tied to the table as Blaze shifted slightly below me presumably situating his hips to hold up my weight or perhaps just wiggling about enjoying the feeling of his cock swirling around slightly within my warm and soaking vagina. Finally, he spoke to me saying “mmm… good girl. Let’s give you something to eat now.” I felt him shift and move before smelling something salty in front of me and he said, “go ahead and take a bite.” I bit trusting that he wasn’t going to merely poison me or feed me broken glass since he needed me alive and healthy at least for the video tomorrow. My teeth sank into bread and soon meat and a chuckle nearly left my lips as I tasted the familiar flavor of ham in my mouth.

As I chewed, I asked, “did you guys legit just buy a loaf of bread, a pack of ham, and a case of coke for this?”

Blaze grunted and replied irritably, “let’s see you plan a better kidnapping on such short notice.”

I swallowed and continued, “no complaints. It’s just a bit funny. That’s all.”

“Were you expecting better?” He asked with a strange weight hanging over the seemingly innocuous question.

I pondered this for a moment.

“Honestly, no. I expected I would be dead by now.” I replied quietly.

We sat in silence for a moment.

To cheer up both of us, I gently circled my hips feeling his cock swirl about deep inside me. This brought a groan to his lips.

“Thanks for not killing me.” I said to him softly.

To emphasize my point, I cocked my hips forward a bit and brought them back down feeling his cock thrust inside me as I said, “I hope you’re no regretting it.”

“Not even a little bit.” He sighed as I felt his cock grow firm and begin to throb inside of me.

“Good. You can’t get me pregnant, by the way. Not with my implant.” I said.

I smelled bread and ham and leaned forward to take another bite out of the sandwich he was holding before my face. If you had told me yesterday that I could track a ham sandwich by smell alone, I would have laughed at you but with no sight to speak of my other senses had grown stronger.

“Good to know.” Blaze muttered, absentmindedly as I chewed on the sandwich.

“So, would you like to cum inside me?” I asked as I continued to chew.

Blaze chuckled slightly and replied, “seriously?”

I nodded as I swallowed down the sandwich and tracked down the coke can he was holding out to me by the sound of the fizz bubbles rising and the smell of caramelized carbonation.

He held it to my lips as I leaned forward to take a sip feeling his cock retract almost out to where his head just barely pressed in between my labial lips. After taking my drink, I slid back down feeling him fill firmly deep back inside me again.

“It will help soothe your mind from uh…” I stammered. I didn’t know his ex-girlfriend’s name.

“Janet.” He said, quietly with a twinge of sadness in his voice.

“Yeah, Janet. Cumming inside of me can help you forget about her.”

“Is that the only reason you want me cumming in you?” Blaze asked with a hint of suspicion in his voice.

I shrugged and replied, “do you need another?”

“Well, yeah, you’re a woman. Women hate this kind of stuff.”

I pursed my lips thoughtfully. He had me backed into a corner. On one hand, I couldn’t admit to a man the grand secret that women enjoy sex too and only pretend to not like it because people call us sluts otherwise. On the other, what reason would I have for asking him to cum in me other than enjoying the feeling of his cock growing firm and squirting.

“I think you got a bad example. I think it was mostly Janet who hated this kind of stuff.” I replied softly trying not to sound too insulting to him.

I cocked my hips back and forth letting him slide deliciously around inside of me as I continued “I’m not her. I want to remind you that I’m not her so you can continue not killing me.”

I felt him grow warm and begin to pulse once more as he slowly began thrusting in from beneath me.

“Stand up and bend over.” He said.

I heard him push away the food as I stood up feeling him stand in tandem behind me as he slid the chair away from us. I must have looked fairly pathetic there, blindfolded, naked, and tied to a table while my captor clutched my thighs so tight, I could feel my skin compressing beneath his nails as he fought for leverage to drive himself deeper in my now exquisitely slippery pussy. This made me glad that I couldn’t see myself rather only feel. I could feel the ropes holding my wrists in place under the table. I could feel my shoulders and face pressed up against the wooden surface. And more importantly I could feel my captor bursting with desire and orgasmic intensity as his pulsating contributed to the wetness deep inside my womanhood filling my pussy up with his delicious, warm, seed.

After dinner and a brief bathroom break for both of us, he guided me once more tugging along my rope as we went. I figured he was taking me back to the crummy air mattress that I had lain on earlier in the day. Instead, I felt the bed, proper, brush against my thighs as I nearly ran head-long into it.

“Here?” I asked.

“Yes.” He replied.

I smiled and asked “Seriously?”

“Yes, but you need to be tied because I’ll be in here with you.”

“I understand. Thanks for not making me sleep on the air mattress.” I offered up.

“Don’t make me regret it.”

“You’ve invited a blindfolded, tied-up, naked woman into bed with you. How the hell are you going to end up regretting that?” I replied, with a laugh.

Surprisingly, after securing my ropes to the headboard of the bed, Blaze simply laid down on the other side of the bed and soon I heard lightly snoring coming from his side of the bed. I clenched my jaw contemplating my next move. I could, in theory, reach up, find the ropes with my fingers, untie them, and try an escape. I even coached myself through the steps as I reviewed the sequence. Depending on how heavy of a sleeper Blaze turned out to be, escaping could be as easy as walking out the door. Still, a part of my mind nagged at me.

I didn’t want to escape.

I don’t know if it was my will having already been broken or some brazen, newfound apathy to my plight, but I simply didn’t want to do it. It sounded like a lot of work, and I was already settled in for the night. I just didn’t want to face the unknown of the world with my blindfold off and perhaps stumbling through whatever woods, marsh, or highways I would have to cross to get back to safety. Even more so, I didn’t want to do that to Blaze. Whatever nascent trust in women I may have developed in him would be utterly destroyed the moment he discovered that, same as Janet had slipped away in the dead of night with his car, I had slipped away in the dead of night with my half-a-million-dollar body. These thoughts rattled in my head as sleep slowly overtook me.

Dark, terrible nightmares visited me in those cold hours.

I dreamed that I had been kidnapped and was being held prisoner.

I awoke with a start and sighed reminding myself that everything was fine and that I was in my own bed. I tried to pull my arms down and found they could not move. I opened my eyes to discover that instead of mere darkness of a room I could see absolutely nothing at all.

It had been no dream.

Panic filled my heart as my voice turned to hoarse panting of terror. In that dark and terrifying moment, I prayed for any help I could receive.

“Please hold me,” I whispered into the void.

A groan came back then a tired voice spoke.

“I’m the guy who kidnapped you.” Blaze replied grumpily.

“I don’t care. I just… need to be held.” I said.

“I’m scared.” I admitted, quietly.

The bed jostled under his shifting weight. I felt warmth press up against my back as I lay there on my side. I felt a warm arm wrap around my waist while another one pressed in under the pillow just above my head. I sighed feeling comfort in the ever familiar ‘spoon’ position as my kidnapper, and potentially my soon-to-be murderer, clutched me close to his body and brought comfort to my soul in those dark hours. I considered how this could be the end of my life, my story, my everything and that the man behind me held my body, my life, both figuratively and literally in his hands. My only regret came in the shame of knowing that Eric would bear witness to those last moments of mine as I quietly and submissively gave my life over to a criminal named Blaze so that he could end it in one, final, fiery explosion. No matter whether it was by simple theft or by rightful ownership, my life now belonged to Blaze. Something about that gave me a weird sense of calm about him killing me and I drifted off to sleep.

No matter how dark a night may be.

Eventually, the next day comes.

“Hold still, God, it’s like you want to look like you were sleeping on an air mattress last night.” I heard Slim grumbling as he applied foundation across my cheeks.

The floor creaked lightly as behind him. Blaze shifted uneasily. I tried mentally transmitting to him ‘don’t worry, big guy, your secret is safe with me.’

“You might not want to make her look too pretty. He might think we’re not serious until she’s already dead.” Blaze grunted out lightly.

I puckered as Slim slid lipstick over my lips and offered up a tissue to wipe away the excess.

Slim grumbled “Shut up, Blaze. No need to be an ass about it.”

“It’s okay. I’ve made peace with it.” I replied, supportively.

“Really?” Slim asked.

I sighed and continued “whatever happens today. I’m okay with it. I’ve had some time to think and I guess ‘acceptance’ is the right term for how I feel.”

I looked to about where I figured Slim stood and said, “If nothing else, maybe I helped inspire you to follow your passion in design.” I turned my head lightly and softly spoke to Blaze as I continued, “I hope that, with the little time we had together, I proved to you that not all women are the same. Not everyone is out to steal your car.”

I felt warm arms wrap around me and oddly enough heard a slight sniffling sound.

“Slim?” I heard Blaze ask.

“Back off… I just… got something in my eye, okay?” I heard Slim snort back at him as he continued to hug me.

“You’re not going to die. You’re going to look so fucking epic that he would be pleading to send us even more money. We’re going to give you back to your husband and everything is going to be all right.” I heard Slim speak to me as he gave me an extra tight squeeze which made me smile lightly.

“Now, what to have you wear?” He asked as he let me go and held me back.

“The school-girl outfit you had me in yesterday proved to be pretty popular.” I replied hoping that it hadn’t been damaged.

I felt a warm hand rest on my shoulder from behind.

“Keep in mind that whatever you’re wearing is also what you’re going to be buried in.” Blaze said to me gently. He gave me a gentle squeeze on the shoulder as he continued, “if things go bad.”

I swallowed hard.

“Did you happen to take my sleeveless, black dress?” I asked Slim.

I turned my head to Blaze and spoke softly “it’s his favorite but also…”

He patted my shoulder lovingly as I continued “…appropriate… if things go bad.”

“Found it.” Slim said, triumphantly.

I felt grateful that I couldn’t see anything as Blaze and Slim set me down on a sofa between the two of them. Slim bent forward and I could hear him typing on a keyboard presumably preparing a laptop for the meeting. My wrists were tied in front of me, and I wore my now customary blindfold but, other than this, no other provisions had been made to restrain me.

Blaze grabbed hold of my left arm as I heard my husband’s voice ring out from the laptop saying, “is this fucking thing on?” Blaze’s grasp felt relatively loose, almost like it was more stagecraft for the video than actual physical necessity.

To my surprise, Slim spoke up. His voice sounded deeper and more menacing than I had ever heard it before.

“Mr. Richman, we have something that belongs to you.”

“You have a lot of things that belong to me, you fucking slimeballs. Even my god damn titanium drivers.” I heard Eric’s angry voice ring out.

“Those were a birthday gift I gave him last year. I don’t even know why he wanted them. He sucks at golf.” I whispered to Blaze.

“Shhh…” He shushed at me sharply.

Unfazed, Slim continued, “you will deposit five hundred thousand dollars in bitcoin to the link I am putting in the comments now or you will never see your wife again.”

“Have you fucked her yet?” Eric asked with a sinister note of hope in his voice.

Silence.

This response did not fit Slim’s script. I couldn’t see what was happening but trembled at the unexpected place this was going.

“You have five minutes to comply or we…”

“You totally did, didn’t you?” Eric nearly laughed back at Slim.

Blaze shoved me down onto my knees and I felt a familiar, hard, circular force press into the back of my skull.

“Look here, diptard, click the fucking link and pay up or the next thing you’ll see is her brains spraying out her skull.”

“I’m not paying you pieces of trash any ransom money.”

I gasped.

He really was just going to let me die.

I mean, a part of me wasn’t totally surprised in some dark and horribly suspicious way. I always had that oddly expendable feeling to our relationship, like if shit really hit the fan, he would be more than happy to dump me by the side of the road. Still, I thought we had at least something to our relationship. I thought he at least valued my life some.

I thought…

My life flashed before me. All the memories flooded through me.

My parents’ divorce which destroyed the family I thought I had.

My mother’s addiction.

My father’s disappearance.

My brother’s suicide.

Then… my unlikely salvation… Eric.

A short, balding, man in an exquisite three-piece suit about a decade older than me who called me the most beautiful creature he had ever met. The moments he held me were the first moments of my life that I had felt whole and loved since before the divorce.

And now…

He was just going to let me die.

My lower lip quivered as a moment of stunned silence passed between the three of us.

“I’m sorry, Brandi.” Blaze whispered to me as I heard the fatal sound of his hammer cocking back on his revolver.

“It’s okay. I don’t want to live in a world where I’m not loved anyhow.” I muttered back feeling stricken with grief at the collapse of my own world. Now the poised and deadly bullet felt like welcome release from this planet. I would get to see my brother again, in whatever came after this world. I closed my eyes and prepared for the moment I would rush up and wrap him in my arms and whisper to him that we were finally both free and safe, because we were both finally dead and bad things don’t happen to dead people.

“I would however pay to watch you fuck her.” Eric’s voice rang out over the computer audio.

“What?” all three of us asked simultaneously.

“Isn’t she hot enough for you? Or are you two gay?” Eric asked with a smirking chuckle.

“Eric, this isn’t the fucking club!” I protested

“What the hell is he talking about?” Blaze bellowed.

“Why does everyone think we’re gay?” Slim groaned.

“Come on, half a million if you can make my wife sing and scream like the good little bitch that she knows she is. No need for you two crackheads to be prudish. She sure as hell isn’t.” Eric jeered out mockingly.

“Eric, these guys are actual criminals, not some frat boys we picked up in the lounge.” I answered.

“Do you realize how much stuff they stole? I’m not paying them shit, unless they show you a proper good time.” Eric replied with a snort.

“Hold the line and we’ll get back to you shortly.” Blaze grunted as I heard the computer lid slam shut.

Blaze lifted me to my feet. My head swam with emotion as I still felt myself reeling from the roller-coaster flow between preparing myself for death.

“What the fuck is going on?!” Blaze demanded.

“I don’t know.” I protested.

“What did you mean ‘picking up frat boys in the lounge?’” Slim asked.

“I… it’s…” I stammered before blowing out a sigh. I composed myself as best as I could, given the insane circumstances I had just been flung into.

“Fine! I’m a hotwife. Happy?” I admitted.

“Okay?” Slim asked slowly, sounding unsure of the term.

“Eric and I go out to swinger clubs. He likes to watch while I have sex with other men.” I spat the words out angrily. I felt weirdly cheated. I was ready to die. I was ready to see my brother again. I was ready to be done with struggling to survive. And now, that had been taken away from me.

“Why didn’t you mention this earlier?” Blaze asked.

“You were shooting at me and tying me up. I thought I was going to fucking die. I didn’t think talking about my weekend hobby was exactly relevant.” I shouted back in irritation.

“Hey! Wait! You… didn’t give me any disease yesterday, right?” Slim asked.

“You and Slim had sex?” Blaze asked, in a sense of shocked confusion.

“Yes, Blaze, my blindfold brings the boys to the yard. Deal with it.” I said to him in irritation.

I turned towards Slim and continued, “And no, Slim. I didn’t give you anything. Those clubs are super-strict. You can’t even get in without passing STD tests, ID age verification, and a criminal background check.”

I snorted and continued bitterly, “you two wouldn’t even make it past the door.”

I shook my head and continued in aggravation, “that’s why we’re able to do what we do because we’re in a safe and controlled environment. They serve fucking appetizers and overpriced cocktails in the main lobby, for Christ’s sake. I just can’t imagine that, in a fucking hostage situation where I could actually die, Eric is thinking about this as some kind of god damn swinger event.”

“Because he assumes we already had sex with you.” Blaze said.

I clenched my jaw.

Blaze had just pieced together the situation better than I could. 

“And… he assumed… correctly.” I said with a hint of sadness in my voice.

I dropped my head feeling the weight of the sadness and shame fill me.

I felt Blaze gently pull me into close for a hug.

“It will be okay. We turn the camera back on. Slim and I have sex with you. No big deal there, you already did it before so you can do it again. Eric pays and you get to go home.”

I sighed and replied, “I was ready to die.”

I sniffed back a tear as Blaze held me back a bit. I continued “I was ready to see my brother again. I was ready to stop with the struggle, stop with the whole…” I generally shook my body unsure what to gesture at as I continued, “all of this… everything… life… I guess. I was just so ready.”

Blaze stood there quietly for a moment.

I felt a new hand pat my shoulder and I felt aware of Slim standing next to me as well. I breathed in the warmth of their bodies as both my captors hugged me reassuringly. I’m sure as hell I never saw this scene in any hostage situation movie before in my life.

“I’m sorry, Brandi.” Blaze said. His voice sounded exactly the same as it had when he had held the pistol to my head. Full of empathy but also quite clear that no amount of emotion would change his next move. He continued, “but I have exactly half-a-million reasons to keep you alive right now.”

Slim offered up meekly “If you really want to… finish yourself after we return you to Eric.”

I chuckled sarcastically before replying, “I’m not going to kill myself.”

I took a deep breath and blew out a sigh before continuing, “Eric wants me back. The whole sex thing is just his weird attempt to make the best of a horrible situation. He wants me back… because… I have value to him.” I began nodding as I continued, “I should go back to him. He wants me as his wife and I should go back to him, alive and as I am. No one else ever wanted me but he does. The only value I have is the value I have for him.”

Even blindfolded, I turned my head to look away as I continued with sad determination in my voice, “I can do this. I can do it for him. Turn the camera on. Fuck me. Get your money then give my living body back over to my husband because, he wants it, and he values it. We shouldn’t keep it from him.”

Neither man spoke nor moved for a while.

“I… uhh…” Slim stammered for a second before continuing, “I’m not particularly feeling very horny right now.”

Blaze harumphed and said, “Exactly. You really know how to kill the mood, Brandi.”

I scoffed and replied, “I’m killing the mood? I’m the one all gussied up and tied down.”

Slim replied, “It doesn’t matter what you look like.  I just feel too sorry for you to have sex right now.”

“But yesterday-” I protested

Blaze cut me off saying, “it’s totally different from yesterday.”

He continued, “yesterday, you were excited and eager. It was an opportunity for a new experience. None of this ‘I would rather be dead, but my husband wants me alive, so I guess I have to fuck’ depressing shit.”

Slim patted my shoulder and said, “Existential dread is never sexy.”

“You’re not dead yet. You’re going to survive this and do other stuff with your life, understand? This isn’t the end of your story.” Blaze said to me. Somehow, the words rang true within my ears and a new wellspring of hope grew within me.

I smiled lightly at him.

“There’s my girl.” Blaze said reassuringly.

“How are we going to do this?” Slim asked.

Blaze must have shot him a dark look because he immediately backpaddled saying “I just mean logistics, you know. Do you and I take turns or something.”

Blaze muttered “I suppose we could flip for who gets her mouth and who gets her pussy.”

Slim asked “Okay, which one’s heads and which one’s tails.”

Blaze replied, “I’m starting to wonder if I want to do this with you.”

“I should probably take Slim’s virginity properly.” My mouth said without engaging my mind.

“Huh?” Blaze asked.

It was too late but then again, I was growing accustomed to ignoring any illusion of demureness around these criminals. I continued, “well, yesterday Slim and I had oral so it’s probably fair that he gets my pussy.”

I turned towards Slim’s voice and said, “If that’s okay with you, Slim. I mean, you don’t have to if you are saving yourself for someone special or something.”

“Well… no… I figured after yesterday I had already lost my virginity.”

I chuckled “Not as Bill Clinton defines it.”

“Who?” Slim asked.

“For fuck’s sake, Slim, don’t you remember the Monica thing with… ugg… child… read a damn history book about it sometime.” Blaze grumbled in irritation.

Blaze pulled me by my ropes and resituated me to sitting down presumably in front of the computer. A newfound appreciation for my lack of sight filled me as I couldn’t imagine facing the humiliation of my husband leering at me getting fucked by a couple of criminals.

“Oh, you’re back. That took you long enough. Are you sure you’re not gay? I only ask because any straight man would definitely jump on the chance to get at that gorgeous little creature you got pinned in between you.”
 

“They’re not gay.” I snorted out before thinking through what I was doing.

“The money.” Blaze pressed.

I heard some clicking and a soft ding come from their laptop.

“That’s not the full amount!” Slim spoke up in surprise.

“Are you fucking with us?” Blaze growled out.

“Are you not fucking my wife? Go ahead and get her dress off then I’ll deposit the next hundred thousand.”

I felt Blaze’s hand trail up to my zipper on the back of the dress.

He hesitated slightly.

“It’s fine.” I whispered as I flashed as warm of a smile as I could muster back to him.

I felt the zipper run down along the back of my dress under Blaze’s fingers. I imagined myself in the club, perhaps blindfolded for a bit of playfulness. It was similar. I would be giving my body over to a man I didn’t really know but felt confident to do so as my husband was sitting right there giving me explicit permission and encouragement to enjoy myself sexually. It would be impossible to explain it to a normal person, but I suppose this is how Eric shows his love. Of course, normally, there’s less pistols and crime involved.

I felt the dress fall slack around my body.

“Nice. Go ahead and stand her up and move this damn laptop to a better position so I can see you all better.”

I placed my tied hands in his and Blaze helped me to my feet before pulled my dress down. Underneath I wore a strapless bra, pair of lace panties, and stockings held up by strapped garters. I prayed that the colors to these bits of lingerie matched. My stomach turned slightly at the thought of wearing tan bra, pink lace panties, and black stockings the likes of which would make me look like some insane Neapolitan ice-cream on the one and only day when my underwear truly mattered. Not having seen any of my clothing, I just had to trust that Slim had done well in picking out what I should wear.

Even with the blindfold on, I could feel the eyes of all three men pressing in on me.

“Yeah, that’s right, go ahead and take a good long look at her. You know you two can’t resist her. Hell, I bet you can feel your balls turning blue at the mere sight of her. God knows you want to drain your nuts in her sweet little body. Well, I’m making the next deposit here and then cutting the microphone off. I might chime in later if I have any special requests. Your rock-hard cocks should know exactly what they want to do with my sweet little wife there.”

Slim asked quietly, “what’s he going to do?”

I replied, “He’s going to be jerking off. Just think of this as making a live-action porn for him.”

Blaze replied, “you do realize how fucking weird this is?”

I smiled and said, “yes, but I suppose it is us, Eric and I that is. It’s how our relationship works. Can you two help me out of the rest of my underwear? I think he would like to see that.”

I turned towards Slim, and I felt fingers in front of me begin pulling my panties down while other fingers fumbled with bra latch behind me.

“Please tell me that my underwear matches in color.” I softly said to Slim.

“Of course.” He scoffed back at me, sounding a bit offended by the question.

“Thank you for that. I was imagining me here in all sorts of random colors and how stupid I must look. I appreciate you having the forethought to dress me well.”

I felt his thumbs latch over the hem of my panties and start sliding them slowly over my buttocks. Naturally, they caught here on my rounded backside and Slim’s thumbs trembled as he questioned whether to slide them back over my butt to undress me the rest of the way.

“You can touch my butt. You’ll do a lot more than that soon.” I spoke reassuringly to him as I felt my bra give way and fall free from my breasts. I drew in that first sweet breath of unrestricted air and at the same time shuddered with the fresh-found sensation of vulnerability a woman naturally feels when her sensitive breasts are loose and out about in the world.

I felt Slim’s thumbs slide around behind me and slide my panties slowly over my rounded hump. I leaned forward a bit trying to help him with this as I said, “I hope I look nice for Eric, and, well, you too. I mean, this is a big day for you, Slim.” I felt my panties slide off over my bottom and fall deliciously away from my body as I continued, “You’re undressing the woman whose going to take your virginity. That’s exciting, right?”

“It is.” Slim whispered back with a breathy pant in his voice.

“Nervous?” I asked.

“A little.” He replied shyly.

I felt hands rest against my thighs just above where the thigh-high stockings came, and Blaze whispered warmly in my ear behind me “should we take these off too?” I leaned back and replied “if it’s okay with you, I would rather keep them on. I haven’t chance to shave my legs, you know, with the kidnapping and all.”

He just patted at the top of them reassuringly as he said, “well, if we’re going to do this, I’ll need to get my pants off.”

“Can you point me in the direction of the camera?” I asked.

“Sure, but why?” Blaze replied as I felt his hands grab my shoulders.

“I’ll keep Eric entertained while you guy’s strip.” I replied as he turned my body to face presumably towards where they had placed the laptop.

I smiled sensually, hoping that I didn’t look like total shit given I had spent the past day blind and my only clothing was a pair of stockings, a blindfold, and a coil of rope wrapped around my wrists. I slowly began to shift my hips to the left and to the right pretending to hear music play in my head. I lifted my tied wrists up over my head and did my best attempt at a gyrating belly dance. Lucky for me, I wore a blindfold so I wouldn’t have to witness any shock, confused, or disgusted stares from any of the men as I moved through this (probably) pathetic display of an alluring dance. About three moves in, I realized that I didn’t have any real plan to this dance, given I had never sensually danced before. I just tried to shimmy my breasts a bit feeling the comforting sensation of them swinging back and forth and reminding myself that men like that kind of thing, despite how annoyingly off-balance it feels for a woman. That felt like a good finishing move so afterwards I lowered my hands slowly in front of me. If I had free use of them, I would have probably run them along the side of my breasts or done something else sexy with them, but they were tied together so I simply brought them back down and began to repeat the steps of my attempt at being sexy.

I figured I would probably just repeat these simple moves for several iterations. However, I didn’t even get to the shimmy part of my second set before I felt hands gently reach around my waist and something hot, smooth, and firm press against my buttocks.

I turned my head to “look” at whoever was holding me, and I asked “Slim? Or are you Blaze?”

“Holy fucking shit I never imagined I would meet a woman so sexy in person.” Slim’s voice spoke back to me.

“Damn, you are one hell of a dancer.” Blaze muttered from nearby.

“It didn’t take you two long to strip.” I said.

“We had good motivation shaking her beautiful ass in front of us.” Blaze replied.

I turned to my left and bent forward licking my lips lightly before looking over my shoulder at Slim saying, “come on inside.”

I turned my head to a more natural position facing forward and looked down as I felt his cock sliding across my ass slightly while he shifted his body to line up with my own. The comforting feel of his warm hands wrapped around my hips holding me still let me relax my own worries and hope that the man would guide my body to fulfill his pleasure. I felt his cock descend and his hands flex a bit as he presumably tilted his hips back and then I felt the warm, smooth tip of his head begin to penetrate deliciously through the soft lips of my labia. I sighed with a tremble as my body gently accepted his cock into me as he slowly plunged it deep inside of me.

I felt his cock shudder as his warm hips came to rest against my buttocks and he trembled with the incredible magic of it all. I groaned feeling my womanhood pressed deliciously outward and his gentle, swinging testicles come to rest lightly against my clit. I imagined what this must feel like for him and, in doing so, I decided to check up on him.

“Good?” I asked.

“Incredible.” He replied

“This… doesn’t hurt you?” He asked in a halting whisper.

“No. It would if you had just jammed it in fast, but not when you slide in sweet and slow like that. If anything, it feels natural and warm.”

I felt him begin to instinctively press and retract, thrusting sweetly deep inside me moving slowly at first.

“Think you can multitask?” I heard Blaze speak from in front of me.

“I’ll need you to help guide me.” I replied to him blindly.

I felt him take my face with his hands as I bent over completely horizontal now. Slim pulled back on my hips as my body began to collapse forward. Blaze caught my shoulders but, clearly, I needed more support.
 

“This isn’t going to work.” I whispered with a bite at my lips.

“Slim, take her over next to the couch.” I heard Blaze say.

I felt Slim tug on my buttocks pulling me towards my side as Blaze guided my shoulders saying, “step to your left, we’ll get you propped up against the couch.”

Somehow, I managed to keep pace with Slim such that he didn’t fall out of me as we moved in a tandem unit over to where I felt the plush cloth of the overstuffed arm couch press softly against the front of my thighs giving me some much-needed support. By putting my hands down, I could support my weight on the cushion on one side. I felt the couch shift and move in a way that wasn’t caused by myself or Slim’s pumping. Shortly, something warm and throbbing pressed lightly against my cheek as I heard Blaze say, “let’s try this again.”

I felt his hand gently cup under my chin guiding my face to his hot, lonely cock. I opened my mouth expectantly and soon he pressed his smooth, delicious head deep into it. It felt weirdly pleasurable, even though there wasn’t technically any sexual pleasure for me in it. Rather, it felt like I had just completed an electrical circuit as my doubly penetrated body felt wholly connected. Slim began thrusting harder into me and my legs shook with pleasure. His thrusting naturally forced my body to begin pulsing and shifting forward and back causing Blaze’s cock to thrust and retract in my mouth.

A wave of accomplishment filled my body along with a strange sense of relief. Throughout the entire stripping and dancing and other foreplay a worrying tension of ‘how’ I would accomplish this ran through my mind as well as the multitude of tiny decisions one has to make while preparing for a blindfolded threesome with her captors to be witnessed by her husband… you know… as people normally do. Now, however, I was finally in position. I was locked in, pressed between two men with their cocks deep inside of me. As long as I didn’t fall over or do something embarrassing, I could relax my mind and let the men take over making decisions for my body. All I would have to do would be stay here and let my body naturally sway back and forth as it bounced between Slim and Blaze like a sexual ping-pong game. Another thought struck me and brought a sliver of joy to my heart…

I was fulfilling the fantasies of three men simultaneously.

The moans and groans of Blaze and Slim left little to no doubt of the pleasure they were receiving from my mouth and my pussy. In a small, tiny voice from some computer speaker I heard Eric mutter “oh, hell yeah. I knew she could do it.” I heard a soft, slapping sound and I knew he was jerking off watching me bounce back and forth between the two kidnappers.

If my mouth hadn’t been full at the time, I would have smiled at my accomplishment. Such as it was, I felt ripples of pleasure begin to spread through my body as Slim began to stiffen deep inside me. Poor virgin, he wasn’t going to last long. Soon, mine would be the first pussy to get to taste his creamy seed. His legs shuddered and now I felt the full force of his weight press against my buttocks as he leaned against me for sheer, physical support while he gasped and groaned in orgasm. These outward signs of pleasure were merely the tip of the iceberg for the inward pleasure he was receiving that I could feel deep inside the small, secret places only a woman can feel. His cock grew incredibly full and large stretching deep against my cervix. Within the next moment, it pulsed rhythmically spitting salty cum all over the inside of my womanhood in powerful little spurts.

By design, my body showed him no mercy as my contracting, hungry pussy squeezed out the last delicious drops of his cum. However, I did. Slim was a decent guy, for a criminal, and no budding designer deserves to be embarrassed in front of his partner and victim. I tipped my buttocks up as far as I could by pressing more of my weight down on my wrists onto the couch in front of me. I did this so that I was braced enough to catch him. Sure enough, I felt the now jelly-legged shivering puddle of a man collapse across my back and begin gasping as powerful hormones of pleasure coursed through his arteries and veins short-circuiting muscle control and thought leaving him unable to do anything save for breath and orgasm.

“One down, one to go.” I thought as I felt Slim gently kiss my back with his soft lips and whisper “amazing.”

Slim slowly clambered off from me as I renewed my efforts on Blaze’s cock. This time, instead of passively being pushed around I made my own decisions as to how fast to pulse and bob my head.

“mmhmm… I would like something else.” I heard Blaze speak to me from up above as he gently reached down and cupped my face stopping me from drinking the cum of his orgasm with my mouth.

As I felt his cock fall out from my mouth, I became aware of the ache in my jaw which had grown from my efforts. I shifted my jaw back and forth a bit to limber it up and asked “what?”

Blaze grabbed my shoulders and lead me to stand back up.

“You’ve been a good girl. I don’t want to just fuck you in the mouth. I want to feel you cum on my cock. Step around to the front of the couch.”
 

I gingerly and slowly moved. I kept my hands on the couch as I went. I didn’t want to lose track of where I was. I felt Blaze’s hands grab my buttocks as I came around and he guided me as he said “sit.”

I slowly took my seat directly onto his hot cock feeling my body grow filled once again. I felt my back rest against his warm chest as I sprawled my legs open over the top of his.

“Good girl. Now, you don’t have to bounce around and shit trying to get me to cum. This is your turn. I want you to sit here and orgasm.”

I felt his hand slide around and his fingers delicately find my sensitive, swollen clit. I would like to put something brave and fantastic here about how well I endured against his touch, but that would be a lie. The moment his fingers began playing sweetly with my clit my body melted completely. I tipped my head back and sighed feeling the back of my head fall onto his shoulder clutching my tied wrists against my chest.

I felt another hand grab hold of my own and pull my hands up and away from my chest as I felt a warm shoulder press in from the side of me. My mouth fell open as I felt another mouth slide warmly over my nipple drawing the sensitive little tip inside and lapping at it with the yearning tongue inside.

“Good thinking. I bet she would like a suckle while I do this. Go ahead and kiss her all over her body. Let’s see if we can make her sing.” I heard Blaze say quietly beside me.

Blaze expertly massaged and tickled my clit building up my sexual pleasure towards a climax. As he did this, my insatiable pussy flexed and flummoxed being sensually assaulted with the firm, invasive cock pressed deep inside with its every move such that it had no emptiness to complain about. As a beautiful counterpoint, Slim suckled at my nipples taking his time to suckle at one then the other kissing his way sweetly across my chest and up across my neck as he went. Working together in this way, it didn’t take long for the two, powerful men to conduct my lithe body up and over the mountain of orgasmic pleasure. At first, I tried to suppress my voice but the few last tinkling thoughts of my rational brain before raw, animalistic pleasure destroyed them reminded me that Blaze and Slim had surely taken me to a place where no one could hear me scream (it was a kidnapping after all) and the only person who would hear me would be my husband.

A man who would only be impressed by it.

With this beautiful permission, I let go of my voice channeling the uncontrollable, chaotic, explosion of raw, sexual pleasure which penetrated not just through my body but seemingly through the very core of my soul forcing my mind, my will, my entire person to submit to the forcible pleasures of the two, determined men. Any illusion of propriety descended with the screams, howls, and orgasmic grunts that filled the room from the pant-filled air within my lungs. I felt only vaguely aware that I wasn’t alone in my pleasure as Blaze’s cock grew thick deep within me and his own, softer grunts, splattered lightly across my back as his cum splattered about deep in my quivering pussy. He wrapped his arms around me holding me tight while the trembling aftershocks coursed through my body. Likewise, Slim hugged me from the side, and I felt pity for any woman who never gets to experience such a beautiful encounter in her life.

After a few minutes, Slim shifted his head and said, “why does it say six-hundred thousand in the account?”

I heard Eric’s voice come across the computer saying, “Holy fuck that was hot. I’ve never seen anyone pleasure my wife so well. I hope you had fun, honey. As for you two knuckleheads, I left a little tip for a job well done.”

I didn’t bother to reply.

I just lay there, pleasured beyond my capacity awash in a sea of man flesh.

Eventually they moved and lowered my sensitive little body down on the couch. 

I smiled dumbly all throughout them saying goodbye to my husband.

In a sex-drunk dream, Slim dressed me.

I didn’t even care what he put on me now.

I playfully rolled back and forth across the truck floor giggling like a little girl in my debauched state as they drove me away from the place I never saw.

“So, what now?”

I asked as I felt warm sunshine dapple along my skin.

“We leave you here and tell your husband where to pick you up.” Blaze said solemnly.

“I’m going to miss her.” Slim muttered sadly.

“So… this is goodbye.” I muttered with a pout.

“Come on.” Blaze said as he tugged on the rope between my wrists. I toddled on after him hearing birds chirp and feeling the warm breeze all around me.

I heard some rusty fence creak open. After that, the ground felt uneven, and Blaze directed my steps in several locations. I began to feel aware of an earthy smell and the ground beneath my feet felt loose, just dirt rather than grass. We came to a place where the sun shone even more brightly. Blaze directed me to sit, and I felt a stone slab beneath me as I sat down.

“Where are we?” I asked.

“You’ll see later.” Blaze replied.

I heard him rustling something nearby me and then said, “see if you can pull free.”

“Huh?”

“Tug the rope with your wrists.” He continued.

I pulled a bit and found he had tied me to something. The strange feeling, like that of a dog being tied to a post and left by its owner, filled me.

“You guys are just going to leave me here? What if someone comes and finds me?” I protested.

“You’re in a secure location.” Blaze said with a hint of sadness in his voice.

Something was whispered quietly in the background and Blaze said, “yeah, Slim, I’ll let you say goodbye.”
 

Footsteps crunched near to me, and I smelled Slim grow close as I felt his musky warmth near to my face. I wondered if my budding extra-sensory perceptions would decrease once I lost the blindfold.

“I… shit…” Slim spoke stuttering a bit and losing his train of thought before it began. The emotion in his voice felt palpable.

“It’s okay, Slim.” I replied.

“Just say what you want to say.”

“I’ll never forget you.” He said.

He blew out a sigh and continued “…and I mean that. My biggest regret is you’re our kidnapping victim and, naturally, I’ll never get to see you again, much less work with you as a model or enjoy the incredible pleasures of your body. You’ll always have a special place in my heart.”

I felt him gently take my hands into his own in a strangely worshipful pose.

I tried not to cry as his voice cracked and quivered.

“I am eternally grateful you came into my life.”

I leaned forward and dropped my hands letting him wrap my shoulders up in a big hug.

“I’ll miss you too, Slim. I hope you make it in the fashion world. I’m grateful I got to be part of that.”

After a short while, Slim let me go and stood up quietly saying, “goodbye, Brandi.”

I heard his footsteps crunch away as heavier ones approached.

I sensed Blaze crouch in front of me.

“I have to confess something to you.” Blaze said.

“What?” I asked.

“I don’t know how, but you create some weird feeling in me that I’ve never felt with a woman before.” Blaze said quietly.

I swallowed hard.

He put a hand on my shoulder.

“There’s a way I feel when I look at a woman. No, you’re not allowed to laugh or make any dumb-fuck ‘men are pigs’ type statement or call me a misogynist for this. It’s just a natural feeling. It’s just a way a woman feels, acts, whatever you want to call it. It’s like Slim’s fashion show. Everything is fake. Everything is shallow gloss. Sure, a woman’s beautiful and you want to fuck her with every fiber of your being, but you know, deep down inside, she’s… well… not there. I mean she’s there but it’s all gloss. It’s all show. It’s as real as when a stripper says she loves you when you wave a fifty-dollar bill under her nose. Her body maybe there but her mind is somewhere else. If you’re lucky, she’s just ignoring you. If you’re unlucky, she’s conning her way into stealing your car. In any case, there’s a way women act.”

I felt the hand on my shoulder give me a little squeeze.

“You, on the other hand, I keep getting these weird glimpses. I don’t know how to explain it. I don’t think I would have seen it had we met under different circumstances. Of course, a rich girl like you would have crossed the street to avoid me under different circumstances. But, even if we did meet, you would have had your gloss up, your mask on, your fakeness surrounding you. I don’t know if it was that split second decision where I decided to spare your life or everything that has happened since, but I keep seeing you as a person rather than a girl. I suppose this sounds stupid, but that’s what I see periodically.”

“I’ve seen it too.” I replied.

I looked at him.

Directly deep into his eyes and into his soul even through the blindfold.

I didn’t need to see him with my physical eyes to get that strange sense of connection again.

“I want good things to happen to you in your life. I’m not going to ask if I can be part of it. I know better than that. Your life will be better without me in it. But, for what it’s worth, I think you taught me some things about what I should be looking for in a woman. Those glimpses of humanity. I hope to see them again someday in a woman I can forge a life together with. Who knows, maybe it will be better than this one.”

“I hope so, Blaze.” I replied.

I felt him draw close and smelled his face close to my own. I didn’t need him to tell me what was going on. I knew a kiss goodbye when I sensed it. I tilted my head and let his lips lovingly caress my own as we drank deep from one another. Eventually, he broke the kiss and whispered “Goodbye, Brandi.”

As their feet padded away through the dirt, I overheard Slim, speaking to Blaze saying, “you know, her husband’s voice almost sounded kind of familiar.”

Blaze snorted at him and replied with a chuckle, “yeah, sounds like your mom’s.”

“Shut up.” Slim protested playfully.

I sighed.

They do make a cute couple.

I sat there lost in thought for what felt like hours.

The birds chirping in the trees, the breeze in the air, and the bugs screeching their little tunes kept me company.

“Oh! Thank God you’re okay!”

Running footsteps approached and fumbling fingers wrenched the knots loose from my wrists and my protective blindfold from my head. Glaring, horrible light spewed painfully into my eyes. I blinked and squinted angrily as Eric wrapped me up in a hug. As my vision slowly came into focus, I saw that I sat on the edge of a concrete slab dedicated to some massive construction project. Overhead skeletal steel beams reached to the sky and all around me lay cluttered the pipes, bars, siding, tools, and power equipment for building something new out of something which had not been there before. 

Weeks passed before it showed up in our mailbox.

The plain manila envelope bore no markings or address on it rather just my name printed hastily in ink across the front. I curiously slid it open and squinted at what it contained. Inside there was a stack of eight-by-ten-inch glossy pictures. As I slid the first one out, a young woman wearing a navy-blue ball gown and a black blindfold stared blindly back at me. My eyes shot up and I looked around to make sure that I was alone. My heart trembled and I continued to leaf my way through the collection all the way through the same woman now wearing a halter top and miniskirt suckling sensually at a man’s cock. I knew that I should turn these pictures over to the police as evidence, but every bit of my being didn’t want to. I smiled as I traced my eyes over a time in my life that I never saw except for in my mind.

I decided to split the difference and show them to Eric, knowing that he would love seeing them and would probably rather like to have them for personal uses rather than rotting away in some dreary evidence locker downtown. As I made my way into our kitchen, I overhead Eric on a cell phone. I squinted at this and looked at his cell phone sitting on its charger over by the fridge. He must be speaking on some other cell phone.

Apparently, it was one I didn’t know about.

“Yeah, you did good. A nice clean job with no loose ends. Cops have nothing to go on. It was beautiful.”

My eyes widened in surprise.

The next words from his mouth made me clasp my hand over my mouth in shock.

“You and Slim lay low for a little bit. I’ll make sure you two get your share of the take. No one can say old Chief leaves his men hanging, that’s for sure. What’s that? Ha-ha! Don’t tell me you fell in love? Look, don’t worry about the girl. Insurance covered all the loses for her and her husband and then some. They’ll be fine. From what you tell me, it sounds like her husband demanded one weird little show. Oh well, as long as his money is green, it doesn’t really matter.”

I leaned back against the wall out of Eric’s sight as my heart fluttered.

My husband had arranged the entire fucking thing.

I looked down at the pictures in my hand.

“Why are you still bitching about how the intel on the place being empty was bad? Yeah, well, sometimes we get bad intel. Shit happens.” Eric barked into his secret phone.

I noticed a small slip of paper tucked inside. I unfolded it finding a phone number and nothing else.

I closed my eyes.

Eric laughed in the background. It sounded shrill and terrifying. I realized that this was a laugh I hadn’t heard before because I kept getting distracted by all the beautiful things around me that I could see instead of listening to the truths around me that I could hear.

I quietly stepped out from that kitchen for the last time in my life as I dialed my phone.

Time had come for me to stop living like a captive.
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