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Popping The Question

“Do you mind if I ask you a personal question?” I quietly said to the woman sitting next to me.

We sat on her navy-blue couch while her television quietly played some baking gameshow that neither of us were really watching. I dug my toes nervously against her tan carpet as I awaited her reply feeling a small iota of gratitude for the simple pleasure of softness against my skin.

“What is your question?” She replied, pursing her lips thoughtfully.

I felt my heart pound fearfully in my chest as I lifted my bound hands feeling the black cords pressing onto the flesh of my wrists as I asked, “why did you kidnap me?”

She cocked an eyebrow at me from behind her wire-rimmed glasses and rested her hand on top of her glittering, chrome revolver holstered at her side while she sat deep in thought for a moment. My eyes traced her soft, brown hair, strands of which had rebelliously escaped from her hastily-tied ponytail. I regarded her hungry, vacant stare and worry-creased face for a moment. Her dark brown eyes seemed to drink me in the way a man in the desert greedily gulps water from an oasis before she said, “That’s a very personal question. I don't think we're at a point in our relationship to discuss that quite yet.” She replied firmly.

“Oh, okay.” I tried to hide the disappointment in my voice, but she picked up on it.

“Are you hoping for a particular reason for your abduction?”

“Would you be offended if I said money?”

She took this in thoughtfully for a second before gently tilting her head to the side and replying, “I suppose that would be a normal reason to kidnap someone.”

“It would be the easiest to handle, as a victim that is. If you kidnapped me for money, I would understand your motivations. They would be simple and common.”

“Greed would be a normal and reasonable motivation, wouldn't it?” She leaned in close to me. I felt her warm breath against my cheek as her voluptuous body shifted against the couch cushions. I couldn't help but glance at her chest and ponder if her breasts were more impressive than my own. I shook my head to flush away these stupid worries. Competitive thoughts such as these would yield nothing in terms of securing my freedom while giving voice to them may give my captor cause to free my brains from my skull with that heavy caliber pistol of hers.

She said “Sorry, I didn't kidnap you for money.”

I nodded saying, “money makes sense, it's reasonable, it's practically just a business transaction. If It's not money then that leaves a lot of options available for reasons to kidnap a person.”

I looked down across my own body. Other than the cords binding my wrists, I wore nothing more than my plain white panties and cotton bra, having shed my outer clothing by her directions given at the point of her gun.

I lowered my voice and continued, “many of those reasons have horrible implications for me as a victim.”

She pressed pause on the T.V. and turned to look at me. “Are you afraid of what I might do to you?”

I nodded.

She smiled lightly at me and said, “That makes two of us. I’m afraid of what you might do to me. Part of me is still waiting for you to turn the tables on me. An athletic woman like you could do a lot of damage very quickly.

“You think I'm athletic?”

I felt her warm fingers wrap around my arm and gently squeeze my bicep. “Very athletic. Just thinking about what you could do to me with this tight, muscular body of yours makes me shudder.” I looked at her hand and then back up at her face. The uninvited touch spread an odd sense of simultaneous discomfort to my mind and a disturbing quiver between my legs. I expected the discomfort at her violation of my personal space, not the intrusive thought of other ways she could violate my personal space. I had never felt this way about a woman before, though I had never been kidnapped at gunpoint before either. Of all the inconvenient facts I could have discovered about myself, my pussy growing damp at the point of a pistol likely topped the charts. I desperately hid my blush and tried to play it cool. Any hope I could possibly have for survival required keeping my captor calm and talking.

“I do about thirty minutes of gym every morning.” I dipped my head and continued, “it doesn't mean I'm bulletproof, though. I'm not going to use my strength to try and escape you, if that's what you’re implying.”

“No, no… not that. It's just…” She blew out a sigh and continued “I'm just thinking that I really didn't expect this to work as well as it did. I was prepared for failure. Mentally, that is. I was prepared to die if you turned my own gun back on me or prepared to go to prison if you escaped and called the police.”

I replied, “that's some pretty big risk you took just to hold my hand for a few seconds then watch TV together.”

I continued quickly saying “not that I’m complaining.”

She chuckled saying, “I didn't think I would get this far. I suppose I can hold your hand again.” A sad smile spread across her face as she continued, “I did kidnap you, after all. Didn’t I? Heck, I can do whatever I want with you.”

My body trembled at her words in a manner which, I must confess, was ever so slightly pleasant. Before she went down that dangerous thought train too far, I spoke up.

“Do you want my hand up like last time?” I asked. She already moved into position saying, “yes, put it up.” I lifted my bound hands and felt her fingers lace into the spaces between my own. A look of ecstasy crossed her face as we touched, and she sighed with pleasure. She smiled at me sweetly and I said, “are you planning to ask me questions like before?”

“of course. Let's see, last time I held your hand, we established your name is Carla Woodman, and you work as a software engineer… oh, mine’s Lisa Burgess, by the way…”

“Lisa is pretty. Well, for a fake name that is. Of course, I don’t know your real name or can tell the police anyth-”

“no, it's my real name.” She said letting go of my hand and rising to her feet. She fetched a small, black leather purse and produced a driver’s license showing it to me fully. I looked at it then back up at her saying, “shit.”

“What? My driver’s license picture isn't that bad.”

“No. It's now I know who you are. That means you're definitely going to kill me.”

A knowing smile crossed her face as she put the license away saying, “Going to jail after this is within my plan.”

She put the purse away and sat back down on the couch opposite me. I suppose in a sane world, my kidnapper would look more like a violent criminal. With glasses, a black knee-length skirt over panty hose, and a pink button-down blouse, she looked like she would be perfectly in place at any professional office working as an accountant or secretary.  She carefully tucked an errant strand of her brown hair behind her ear and a small smile crossed her face as she raised her hand again for me to hold it once more.

“Tell me, do you have any brothers and sisters?”

“I have one older sister. She's an engineering professor at University of Wisconsin.”

“Wow, she must be pretty smart.”

“Yeah, she's the uh… successful one of us in the family. My parents live in Kansas. My dad was worried about me moving to New Jersey. I told him not to worry about me, that if I was careful I would be okay. I guess I was wrong about that.”

I looked back into my kidnapper’s soft, comforting face and said to her, “I'm just thinking about them getting the phone call from the police.” The images flashed through my mind as I saw my own funeral play out in accelerated before me and I shuddered as my eyes welled up in tears.

I sniffed back a tear and continued, “sorry, just thinking about my own death.”

“Shh… you're not dead yet. Okay?” Lisa whispered to me, comfortingly.

I nodded.

“I have no brothers or sisters. Didn't even have a pet growing up.”  Lisa sighed and continued, “My parents divorced when I was four and my dad committed suicide. My mom drank… a lot. She seemed to give up on being part of my life all together. I still think she blamed me for everything.”

My captor’s chest shuddered, and she sniffed back a tear.

“I want more.” She said firmly as she shivered. She swallowed hard and looked into my eyes saying, “hug me, or I'll kill you.”

I swallowed hard and lifted my bound arms together as one unit. She slid in between them and laid her head on my shoulder as I quietly held her wrapped up warmly in my bound arms. It felt as if her warm body melted into me.

She wrapped her arms around my waist and whispered, “worth it.” I felt her breath fall heavily across my lower neck and chest as she seemed to calm down.

We sat like that for a while as she rested warmly against me. After several minutes, she lifted her head and leaned back to face me.

“Lisa…I…uh…” I stammered.

“Shh…” She replied.

I twisted my lips in confusion before she continued, “don't talk right now.”

I nodded silently.

She continued as her eyes grew soft and dreamy. She said, “I'm going to do things to you and with you that don't make any sense. Not necessarily painful things, just… well, things I need to do. You need to not try and make sense of them. That's important. I don't want to kill you but…” She swallowed hard and said “...if you ruin this once in a lifetime chance for me, I will. On the other hand, if you do everything I tell you to do, I'll return you right to the same parking lot that I got you from tomorrow morning.”

She traced her finger along my cheek. I forced myself to hold still at the oddly intrusive gesture, which simultaneously aroused and repulsed me. She licked her lips and said, “stay calm and the only thing you’re going to lose is one night of your life.”

I nodded and she smiled.

Lisa continued, “tell me something you're afraid of.”

I gritted my teeth and whispered in her ear, “is it okay if I say it is getting shot by you.”

She scoffed and chuckled saying, “no, no… not what you're afraid of now, I mean a big fear. Like, what keeps you up at night?”

I squinted as she slipped out from under my arms and unholstered her pistol. I stared at the ominous, chrome barrel. Weirdly, the snub-nosed shiny revolver looked more beautiful than threatening. However, a gun didn't need to look dangerous to be deadly as she quietly aimed it at me with her right hand while laying a comforting hand on my shoulder with her left hand. “How about this for motivation. A woman is pointing a gun at you and demanding you tell her what you're secretly afraid of.”

“That when you pull that trigger, my parents would have been right. I’m too stupid, too weak, too ugly too… well everything… to make it in this world.”

Lisa frowned as I continued, “My death will be just another fuck up in my whole life of fuck ups.

I'm so pathetic that I will never even know why I got murdered by a woman who dresses like a librarian. Just like my life, my death will be nothing more than a laughable humiliation.”

“You think I look like a librarian?” She asked. I looked up at her and our eyes met.

A clicking sound menaced my ears as I held my eyes shut, not wanting to watch my own demise. “I'm afraid of dying alone.” I looked up to see her bolstering the gun as she continued “that's what scares me more than anything else about shooting you, it would be the silence afterwards. God. I can imagine it now. That deafening, terrible silence as your corpse lays on the ground bleeding and… I'm left here… alone.” She nodded towards the weapon attached to her hip saying, “I should be careful with this, if it went off accidentally, I could lose you.”

Her eyes glistened as she continued, “I don't want to lose you.”

“Okay.” I replied.

She reached an arm around me and pulled me in close under her arm. I didn’t pull away or fight back at this gesture. It felt oddly comforting to experience the closeness and warmth of my kidnapper’s body. She said, “I think we're starting to get closer in our relationship.” I felt her hand caress across my left arm as her breast compressed against my right shoulder.

“How about you ask me a question now.”

“Can I ask you why you abducted me yet?”

Lisa thought about this for a while and shook her head saying, “it's kind of embarrassing.”

“Did you kidnap me for a man?”

“What?” Lisa asked in shock.

She looked down at me tucked under her arm like a baby bird under its mother’s wing. I swallowed hard and said “I've just been thinking. You haven't hurt me… but you did make me strip to my underwear. Are you planning to give me to your boyfriend or something, kind of like…” I crinkled my nose in disgust and continued, “...like giving my body to him as a gift to use for his sick pleasure.”

“Oh, no, no… nothing like that.” Lisa said in a comforting tone. She ran her hand along my shoulder and hugged me close saying “If I had a boyfriend, there’s no way I would have kidnapped you. I suppose making you strip confused you a bit, but it's just to make sure you didn’t have any hidden weapons and also to make you less likely to run off. I didn't do it so that some man to have his way with you.”

I blew out a sigh of relief.

I felt her head tip and lean against my own. Despite my fear, I felt my body start to relax a little against her warm body. I felt her hand slide up and she pressed the flat of her palm across my left chest and held it there for a second. “I can feel your heart slowing down. Is it because you’re less afraid of my non-existent boyfriend?”

“Not…really. Well, you probably hear this from all your victims, but your body is incredibly soft and cuddly…” I said to her as I leaned my head against her shoulder. I swallowed hard, feeling my plan to keep her in a continuous state of platonic conversation ebbing away under my own growing, displaced desire.

She chuckled saying “all my victims? Carla, you're the only person I've ever stolen.”

“if I can't ask ‘why’ you kidnapped me, can I ask, ‘why me?’” I said. I looked up intimately into her face as I said “was there a reason you chose to kidnap me, specifically? Did I do something wrong? Make myself an easy target? Did I do something to entice you to take me?”

She squinted in confusion and said, “why are you asking this?”

“I suppose, if you let me survive this, I'll want to know what I did wrong. I know I work too late and park too far away from the company.” I looked down across my mostly bare body and continued, “maybe I dressed the wrong way, or did something else wrong which made me an easy target. I just think about how easily you took me.” I shuddered and continued “I never thought of myself as one of those weak, vulnerable girls until I stared down the barrel of your pistol and realized that I had no choice but to do as you say.”

Lisa gave me a little squeeze and then let me go. She turned on the couch to face me and patted my knee supportively as she said, “I didn’t take you because you did something wrong or because you were weak and vulnerable. I took you because…” She sighed and continued, “You know that coffee shop you stop by on your way to work in the morning?”

“Yeeesss?” I said slowly drawing out the word in concern.

“I liked watching you there. Sitting and drinking your Neapolitan Venti, I assume it’s a treat after you get out of the gym and before heading over to work. You looked so calm, so peaceful, so friendly. I saw you there last week and well, I wanted to see you again, so I went back every day of the week and was not disappointed. I would watch you and fantasize about going up to you and striking up a conversation with you.” Lisa hung her head sadly and continued, “I’m just as shy and awkward with women as I am men. I’m…well… not good with people, at all. Sometimes I feel like a ghost just floating through life never forming any meaningful connections.”

Her eyes turned soft as she continued, “One day, I felt brave enough to follow you to work. Just watching the beautiful way your blonde hair glints in the sun as you cross the parking lot, and I made my decision there.” My stomach churned in terror. How blind had I been to not notice her tailing me? She nodded and said, “I decided then and there that I would make you mine.”

She stopped and seemed to contemplate her own words. Her face scrunched up in agitation as she grimaced saying “oh, god, that sounds so stupid now that I say it out loud.” She shook her head and spoke with rising agitation as she said, “the whole plan to steal you felt so much more cohesive when I was thinking it out last week, but now… now that you’re here… I feel so stupid and just…”

I dipped my head to her and continued, “I’m not judging you, okay? I know you don’t feel ready to talk about why you kidnapped me and that’s all right. But, why me, specifically? What was it that made me stick out to you?”

Lisa took this in thoughtfully for a second before she replied, “I don't know why you caught my eye.” She tipped her head to the side and said, “I suppose, if I was a man, we would call it love at first sight, but that’s not it. I felt some strange attraction to you. Not…” She gritted her teeth and continued “…that kind of attraction, specifically, but I just really wanted to be with you.”

She swallowed hard and shuddered as she continued, “You probably think I'm bat-shit crazy.”

“I don't think you're crazy.” I said quietly. She looked at me waiting for more. I stammered trying to pick my words carefully as I continued “I'm… uh… flattered you're so interested in me but…” I cut myself off seeing the glint of light reflecting from the pistol holstered at her waist. I was about to tell her to get professional help, but comforting exhortations to seek professional help for mental disease feel like a poor survival strategy in the face of an armed lunatic.

“but…what?” Lisa pressed.

“but nothing. I don't have anything else to say. I uhh… didn't know that I was inspiring such feelings in you. I’m sorry about that. I didn't mean to.”

Lisa sighed and said, "For what it’s worth, you probably didn’t have to work very hard at it. I suppose what drew me to you was the simple fact that you were alone, just like me… well… not quite like me. When I turned eighteen, my mom kicked me out just as the pandemic hit. The government stipends helped me with a rental deposit on this place and I quickly got a data entry job working from home. It was… good…” She looked down and said “probably better than what most people in my position could ever hope for. I had security, I had a job, I had wifi…” She chuckled and shook her head before continuing, “I tried going out, meeting people. I hung out at the coffee shop. I went to Home Depot and walked around looking lost…”

“Home depot?” I asked.

Lisa shrugged saying, “I was hoping some man would come up and offer to help me. I had heard about it online as a way…” She frowned and said “god, now that I say it out loud, that sounds even dumber than why I kidnapped you.”

“Oh, it’s not that dumb. I once went to a church hoping to meet men.” I replied to her comfortingly.

“You went to a church?”

I rolled my eyes and said, “The only two men there under seventy were both married. It was probably the third Sunday I went that one of the old church ladies asked me if I had a husband and when I told her I didn’t she ripped into me for being a woke, liberal feminist. She started saying something else about a generation of Satan, but I just ran out of there and never went back.”

“Yeah, people who believe in angry invisible men in the sky scare me.” Lisa said.

“Exactly. So, going to a Home Depot hoping to meet a man isn’t all that dumb after all.”

“Well, the dumb part is me thinking I can work up the nerve to talk to a man when I can’t even work up the nerve to talk to another woman.”

“you’re talking to me now.” I said.

“You’re in your underwear and I have a gun.” Lisa replied, flatly.

She thought about it for a second and then cringed saying, “and I’m still scared of you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” She tugged at the collar of her shirt saying, “I actually bought this neat outfit and cleaned up the house specifically for your kidnapping.” She chuckled slightly saying, “I literally stole you and now I want to impress you. God, that is so pathetic.”

“Well, I am impressed.”

“Really?”

“Yes, your outfit looks nice, and your house seems very neat and tidy.” I nodded towards her saying “You look like you work in a nice, professional office in that outfit.” She gave me a small smile and replied, “thank you.”

She continued, “Truth be told, most days, I don't even change out of my pajamas. When I go out, I typically keep my hoodie pulled up and I don't speak to anyone. Everyone I see has someone. A lover, a friend, a partner…somebody in their lives. Maybe that’s what attracted me to you. You were alone, just like me.”

Her eyes softened as she stared at me.

“There’s a lot of people who are alone.” I replied quietly.

“I know that. Still…”

She leaned in close to me and caressed my cheek. I didn't dare give in to my temptation to flinch away. She whispered, “I… I don’t feel about them the way I feel about you. I’m not sure how to describe it. But that’s why I kidnapped you.”

I didn't want to feel it.

I didn't want to experience it.

My brain struggled against the dissonance welling within my own consciousness.

Her hand on my cheek…

…felt good.

Her words in my ears fed some deep, innate hunger that I didn't even know that I had. I lifted my eyes to look into her face as she slid in close to me on the couch and placed her other hand on my shoulder as she continued caressing me adoringly. She then redoubled her assault on my teetering mental state.

“It’s like you have something that I want, but I have no idea what it is. I would rather not take it from you by force but…” She swallowed hard and continued, “I guess that’s exactly what I’m doing. The only words I can put around it is I want you, all of you.”

I want to lie here.

I just heard the deranged ravings of a woman driven mad with unfathomable obsession.

I knew she probably needed serious mental help, time with a therapist, a nice strong dose of antipsychotics, a few decades in a rubber-padded room…

Still…deep down inside…

I discovered I’m secretly weak.

Hearing those words filled warmth into a void deep within my soul. A strange temptation, perhaps the call of the void, whispered to me that I should give myself over to this dangerous woman.

My breath caught in my throat and my chest shuddered as I could only conjure the faintest whisper of a reply as my heart fed greedily on the deranged version of “love” that she poured into it.

“You want… me?” I asked softly.

“Yes.” Lisa said quietly.

I looked off thoughtfully for a moment searching my memory before I replied to my captor, “no one has ever wanted me before. I… I can’t remember a time anyone ever thought I was special in any way. I’m not sure yet what to do with the way you feel about me…” I stammered before I looked into her tantalizing, intent face and whispered, “I’m here now, though. I’m in your house, in nothing but my underwear…” 

My voice turned breathy as I continued, “now that you have me, what are you going to do with me?”  The words left my mouth before they could filter through my brain. This whisper felt small, but so does the little step off the ledge of a tall building. The terrifying implications of either are equally disastrous.

“I'm still working on answering that. You can't imagine how special this is for me to even just whisper these words to you. Touch your beautiful face. Hug your warm, soft body.”

“I'm…strai…” I started to whimper out. My brain told my mouth to say the words, but my mouth wouldn't comply. I wanted to tell her that I was straight, but the heavy pounding of my heart, the faint quiver in my womanhood, and the silent trickle of warm fluid into my panties rose up to taunt my self-held assertion of heterosexuality. Mercifully, she cut my mouth out of the equation as she wrapped a hand around gently behind my head and pulled my head in close to her own. Our noses nearly touched, and I smelled her perfume filling my nostrils as I felt her warm breath upon my face.

“Do you know what I really want to do to you?”

My mind, which had been racing to conjure agonized justification danced with joy at her words. She had saved me from having to decide between lying to her or lying to myself. I really could let her eat my cake and keep myself free from taboo. With a pistol at her side, and my hands bound tight, I had all the freedom in the world to indulge in my sudden-onset sapphic desires, while maintaining my guilt-free status as a perfectly straight, heterosexual woman simply taken against her will by a deranged criminal. No one would fault me for what she did to me “against my will,” which meant I now had freedom to enjoy every second of her sexual misconduct while telling police, friends, family, and maybe even myself later that I only did what I had to in order to survive. I licked my lips and puckered them slightly in preparation for the kiss that my captor would soon plant upon them. I realized that this would be my first real kiss and wondered if I should keep my lips closed or slightly parted. I opted for slightly parted because, as nobody says, if you can't French-kiss your psychotic kidnapper, who can you French-kiss?

She stared intimately into my eyes as my body trembled, begging to be touched, and she spoke,

“I want to eat dinner with you.”


Dinner in Her

I blinked in confusion and said, “Huh?” The words ‘eat’ and ‘you’ made sense, but the organization with the word ‘dinner’ between them without being couched in a phrase such as ‘eat your pussy for dinner’ crashed the budding desires within me leaving me staring dumbly at her as it slowly dawned on me that she would not be planting a kiss on either the lips of my face or between my legs anytime soon.

She leaned back and rose to her feet saying, “Well, I did take you as soon as you left work. You must be starving by now.”

“Uh yeah… starving” I said feeling suddenly ashamed of how I had just been feeling. What the hell was I thinking? There may be a time and place to indulge in this newfound sapphic desire, but in the home of a deranged woman with a chrome revolver by her side was not that time and place. My mind whirled between desire and shame for a moment leaving me with a bitter sense of self-loathing.

“Part of me must be starving for something.” I muttered under my breath to myself as she rose to her feet.

She took my hands and helped me to my feet. I glanced back, fearful that I might leave behind an incriminating wet spot on the couch beneath my aching pussy but, if I had left a trickle of my sexual desire upon the furniture, her couch failed to report me.

The TV continued displaying meaningless drivel as I followed along the short walk from the couch to her kitchen. Carpeting beneath my toes turned to laminated faux-hardwood as I walked and she directed me to a small table with spindly dark brown legs, the effeminate piece looked rather akin to something an elderly woman would install in a breakfast nook rather than use as a table for meals. “Have a seat while I cook something for us.” She said with a gesture and a flourish as she pulled out one of the two freshly-cleaned dark-stained wooden chairs for me to sit in it. I alighted gingerly on the chilly wood, feeling it provide a refreshing taste of coolness to my hot and languid womanhood as I took a seat. She pushed on the chair and slid me in under the table like a gentleman on a date. It felt odd to be seated at a table wearing nothing but my underwear, so I tried convincing myself that I wore some sensually shear and provocative dress instead. She flashed me a warm, sweet smile and shivered lightly before shifting her gaze and nervously giving me a coy glance. Her behavior helped cement the fantasy in my mind that I was not a helpless victim humiliated and stripped to her underwear, but rather a bombshell date wearing dangerously revealing clothing to seduce the object of her affection. Still grappling with the implications of the former, I rested my heart and soul in the escapism of the latter diving my mind into the fantasy that I held status as a hot girl on a date.

Free from the terror which distracted me earlier, I now had time to review her home in more detail. The renter’s beige walls of her small ranch-styled home bore no decorations. The short hallway off to my left, which presumably led to some bathroom and bedroom, sat equally undecorated. Despite this, the whole area had a fresh, aseptic feel to it.

“You do have a nice home.” I said as she pulled a pack of chicken breasts from the fridge. “Thank you. You helped with that quite a bit. Ever since I bought the gun, I've been cleaning in preparation for your arrival.”

Her face fell slightly as she continued “up until last week, it… uh… wasn't this nice. I also bought a TV, a couch, and found this cute table.”

“Did you have no furniture at all?” I asked. Lisa glanced at me furtively and then shrugged as she placed a piece of chicken in the pan “few folding chairs, some boxes…you know, when you live alone, not really much point to do anything beyond the necessary.”

“I'm sorry to hear that.”

“Oh, don’t be.” Lisa replied quickly. A smile spread across her face as she continued “I'm just so glad that you're here. I still just… part of me… can't believe it.”

There it was again, a small bit of food shoveled into my starving heart. I hated myself for how it made me feel but I could not deny the experience. I replied quietly, “it's still hard to believe anyone feels about me the way you do.” 

“Believe it. For me, this is a dream come true.” Lisa said as she sprinkled herbs over the chicken spreading a delicious smell as she went. In short order, she had plated the chicken, along with some warmed rolls, celery, and orange slices on a pair of plates. As she worked, my eyes trailed hungrily across her soft hips, rounded buttocks, firm shoulders, and the swell of her chest. At one point, she dripped some of the chicken grease on her finger and raised it to her mouth licking it off.

As I watched my captor’s pink tongue slurp the grease off her finger, it dawned on me that I am nowhere near as straight as I like to think I am.

She put the plates down on the table, one in front of me and another in front of the chair across from me. “Smells delicious” I said. She smiled and started to hand over a steak knife and a fork and I reached out to take them in my bound hands before she recoiled saying, “oh, crap, the kidnapping thing...” She pulled the knife and fork back, looking at the sharp steak knife in her hand and at me. Her face turned sheepish as she said “I almost forgot you're my hostage. I shouldn't give you a weapon.” She looked back and forth a few times in thought before continuing “Uh… I'll just cut your meat for you, okay?”

“Okay. Thank you.” I said quietly.

She set the utensils down on her side of the table before stepping back to the fridge and pulling out a bottle of red wine and a pair of wine glasses.

Lisa worked fast as I quietly watched her set up our dinner. She set the table for two including a tall pair of candles and she asked “can I…” She grimaced a little and continued “…I would like to have a bit of mood lighting for dinner with you. Is that okay?”

I chuckled and flashed her a broad smile saying, “I’m your hostage. Setup however you like.” Her face fell at my words and the sudden sensation one must have after kicking a puppy and hearing bones crack beneath their feet filled my soul. I dropped the sarcasm from my tone and continued, “mood lighting would be nice.”

The air filled with an acrid scent for the space of a moment as Lisa struck match to candle breeding forth flames upon each stick before turning off the lights in the rest of the house as well as the television.

Flickering candlelight illuminated our features in the darkened kitchen. Lisa’s hands shook as she nervously cut my chicken piece for me while I watched. Her eyes locked wide and tense as she handed the plate across the table to me.

“Thank you” I said quietly. She pursed her lips, and I carefully poked a piece of chicken with a fork using both my bound wrists together before setting the fork on the plate, getting a hold of it again, and tipping it up to my mouth in a banal act rendered at greater difficulty due to the bindings around my wrists.

“mmm… this chicken is really good.” I complimented her. Lisa blushed lightly and gave an exaggerated gesture of dismissiveness, although I could see her appreciation for my words in her eyes as she said “oh. You're just saying that because I have you at gunpoint.”

“no, really, I like how you worked the spices into the meat. I could never cook something so well.” I reached up with bound hands and slid my fingers under the cup of wine before bringing it to my lips letting the sharp yet sweetly intoxicating flavor of the wine slide into me. “You have a talent for presentation as well. This is the most romantic dinner I've ever had.”

My face flushed the moment the words left my lips and my body felt hot.

“Carla, what the fuck are you doing? This is a hostage situation with a mad woman. Not a dinner date with a cute guy!” the smart part of my mind screamed at me. Somehow, I still straddled the decision tree between ‘escape from’ or ‘have sex with’ my captor. The fantasies derived from how this evening may be my first and, given my horrid track record at romance, perhaps only shot at experiencing sexual pleasure played about in my mind alongside bitter reminders of how stupid I must be to even entertain such notions.

Lisa cocked her head to the side with a look of confusion on her face. I stammered and sputtered out gesturing towards the elements as I said, “just, you know, the uh candles, wine, nice dinner, fancy table, it's uh… it's…” I swallowed and hung my head saying “...nicer than what I would have done for myself tonight.”

The irony that the woman who had kidnapped me violently was now treating me better than I would have treated myself was not lost on me. Lisa chuckled lightly saying, “I suppose I did go a little overboard. Didn't I?”

“For what it's worth, I do appreciate it.” Lisa took a bite of her own chicken swallowing it down with some wine before saying “it is kind of fun to do something different for a change.” She looked at me with eyes which flickered in the candlelight as she continued, “It’s too bad neither of us is a man, this would be a pretty impressive date if that had been the case.”

“Yeah… uh… too bad.” I muttered taking another long swig of wine which drained the cup. I looked down at my empty cup and then to the bottle. Lisa tracked my eyes and asked, “would you like some more wine?”

I bit my lower lip lightly and said “if that's okay. I don't want to be greedy. You've been very generous to me.” Lisa waved a dismissive hand at me before taking up my cup and refilling it saying, “it's no worry at all. I'm just so glad you're here.”

“Is it okay if I tell you something?” I asked.

“Of course, go ahead.”

“I'm a little scared.”

“Is it because of the gun?”

“No. This is a real fear. Like we talked about earlier. I've never had anyone this uh…” I trailed off trying to think of the best word for a second. I contemplated ‘obsessed’ before rejecting the word on grounds of personal safety and continuing “passionate… about me before.” I sipped the wine and continued “I'm a little worried that the real me will turn out to be a disappointment to you, the way I've disappointed everyone else.”

“Oh, don’t be so hard on yourself.” Lisa said reassuringly before taking a bite of her roll and continuing, “so far, this evening has been everything I’ve ever dreamed of.” I couldn't get the smile off my face as I reached up with my bound hands and tucked a strand of my blonde hair behind my ear saying, “thank you. I know I shouldn't say this but, well, this is actually the best date I’ve ever been on” I looked across the table into the eyes of my captor and felt my breath stop in my throat. Her eyes were wide as she stared at me firmly.

“oh… sorry, I just…” I stammered realizing that I had touched a nerve within her.

Lisa shook her head and said, “I… uh… guess it does look that way, doesn't it? I probably overdid it with the candles.” She awkwardly took a long drink from her wine.

“The dinner is lovely, thank you.” I continued softly.

We ate for a while in silence before Lisa spoke up “too bad neither of us ever could attract that cute barista guy at the coffee shop.” I chuckled and replied “yeah, too bad.” She sighed and said, “I tried a few times but I’m invisible to him, the same as I was invisible to you.”

“Well, I'm seeing you now.” I said to her quietly.

“You are. Aren't you?”

I nodded and finished my glass of wine saying “I'm honestly curious to find out what you're going to do with me next. It's…” I swallowed hard and continued “... kind of exciting.”

“Carla, can I ask you a personal question?” Lisa offered up with a bit of a nervous hesitation.

“Sure.”

“Are you gay?”

I cringed and Lisa held up her hands defensively as she stammered out “it’s okay if you are. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not against the lifestyle or anything like that. It’s just… you’ve been flirting with me really hard tonight.” Her eyes lit up as she said in realization, “or… you’re trying to seduce me so you can kill me and escape.”

“It’s not that.” I replied quickly.

“Which? Do you mean you’re not trying to seduce to kill me or you’re not a lesbian.”

“Uhh… kind of neither.” I grimaced, not sure how to answer her.

She furrowed her brows, and I bit my lower lip before stammering out “How… how do I explain this. I’ve never considered myself gay before. I’m not normally attracted to girls but… well…”

She twisted up her lips as she looked at the candles saying, “of course, I gave you a romantic, candle-lit dinner… it would be like me to send mixed messages even during a kidnapping. You probably thought you had no choice but to have sex with me in order to survive.”

“No. I didn’t really think that… exactly.” I replied tripping slowly over my words.

Lisa cocked her head inquisitively and I continued, “have you ever read one of those romance novels where the heroine gets kidnapped by like a sexy, dangerous criminal?” Lisa blushed and said, “you mean… like those smutty books on Amazon where some cartel guy with a six-pack ties up the girl and hides her in a warehouse, but then slowly falls in love with her before the equally sexy DEA agent shows up and they both love her so she has to choose which man she will love for the rest of her life?”

“Yeah, exactly!”

“Yeah, I never read any of those.” Lisa said with a playful hint of sarcasm as she took a long drink of her wine.

“You liar!” I called out laughing.

She snorted with laughter into her wine before shaking her head and setting the cup down. She wiped her face with a napkin saying as she continued chuckling, “okay, so a girl likes a dirty book sometimes. What does that have to do with this?”

I held up my bound wrists and gestured towards Lisa’s hip. She looked back and forth for a second and then sputtered out in shock, “No way! You think I’m a sexy cartel guy?!”

“I know you’re not a man, but… well… when you shoved a pistol in my face, forced me to strip to my panties as you watched, and tied my hands together it…uh…”  I grimaced and admitted “did something…um…to me.”

“I didn’t even think of it being sexual.” Lisa muttered thoughtfully.

“If you had asked me yesterday if I would have felt this way about a woman I would have called you crazy.”

Lisa squinted at me, and I shook my head stammering, “I mean… I’m not calling you crazy, I’m just saying… well…it’s a figure of speech.”

Lisa waved a dismissive hand saying, “It’s okay. I know what you mean. I’m sitting here thinking through what it is that I wanted from you…” She pursed her lips thoughtfully and continued, “this whole time that I thought I was living a life of loneliness and isolation, and I saw you as a beacon of hope, was I really just…” She gritted her teeth and continued with a cringe, “…gay? Is it really that crude and simple? Did I do all this just because I’m a pathetic, horny lesbian who can’t control herself? The thought that I did all this, bought a gun, kidnapped a woman…” She shuddered and shook her head saying, “No… I didn’t do this just because I’m in the closet. I like men… well… the idea of a man loving me, making me his wife, letting me flash around the pretty ring on my hand, change my last name to Mrs.… well… whatever his name is. I like that. The image of me holding onto his arm and staring longingly into his eyes as we go to some fancy party together, it’s appealing to me. Of course, to do any of that I would have to actually talk to a man, and we both know how good I am at making connections with people. Maybe I should just accept that there is no hope in ever getting a man to make me his wife. Of course, the first time I even attempt to reach out and connect with anyone, I end up seducing the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen without even trying. God, this feels so weird.”

“You think this feels weird to you?” I asked. I put my tied hands on the table and said to her, “this is the most terrifying night of my entire life, and my stupid pussy can’t stop quivering in excitement.” I licked my lips and continued softly, “it feels like every fiber of my being is praying for you to order me to spread my legs so I can submit to you having your way with my body.”

A pregnant pause of silence hung in the air between us for nearly an entire minute as Lisa stared at me intently and I looked back at her with my eyes wide open at the disturbing amount of truth my mouth had just dropped.

Lisa blew out a shuddering gasp and said, “wow. holy shit.”

“What?”

“Just… you… talking in that breathy voice, leaning forward like that, looking like… well…”

“Here…don’t move. Just see how you look right now for yourself.” She said reaching down and grabbing her phone and flipping it to selfie-mode and turning it towards me so I could see myself.

I saw my own form with my wide, pleading eyes reflected in the flickering candle-light. Darkness aided in hiding the minor imperfections of my skin leaving just the fullness of my lips and the darkness of my eyebrows and eyelashes rendered larger and more prominent in the directional light. The curl I had set into my blonde hair in the morning now had decayed into soft, supple waves which cascaded down my head and across my bare shoulders. Without intending it, leaning forward and thrust upward my own breasts, nestled in my white cotton bra, providing her with a gloriously sensual view of my pale, smooth, rounded chest with a plunging, dark cleavage line between them. My hands, clasped bound in supplication before me, seemed to highlight the submissiveness of my sexual pose as I leaned towards her across the romantically set table with an incriminatingly empty wineglass beside me.

Damn it. Of all the times that I yearned to look sexy only to have my hair rebelliously frizz against me or a red-welted zit spring up on my face just before the high school dance, here, kidnapped by a mad woman, I looked better than I ever had before in my life.

“Holy shit, Carla. Hearing you say ‘spread my legs and have your way with me’ while you have candle-light glistening of your skin gave me a little chill. You look like you stepped right out of one of those books where it’s a woman written by a man.”

I started laughing at this and Lisa set her phone down. She shook her head chuckling, “You should be careful with that seductive power you got there. No one could resist that. If I was a man, you would be carrying my baby by now.”

A small smile spread across my face, and I chuckled saying “I’m not normally this sexy, honest.” I gestured to the glass saying, “only when I’m tied up and tipsy.”

“And I’m not normally this forward, only when I’ve given up all hope on life.” Lisa replied.

We shared a very different moment of silence. The silence before felt promising, this one felt deadly in the sheer weight of it pressing down upon us.

“How about some music?” I whispered to her.

“Music?”

I shrugged saying “with the table set like this, nice romantic evening, maybe we could listen to some music together.”

Lisa’s face brightened as she asked, “you would do that… with me?”

I didn’t want to tell her that music would feel less terrifying than the sound of silence which roared in our ears so I said “yeah” as encouragingly and warmly as I could. Lisa actually wiped away a few tears as she said “thank you, yes, music would be nice. Umm… what do you like?” She flipped open an app on her phone and scrolled through options “pop, rock, country…”

“How about something romantic.” I said to her softly. She looked at me closely and I continued “it just fits the mood a little better than… rap or pop music.”

She nodded and with a few swipes and taps of her phone a swell of sensual saxophone set against a jazz beat filled the air seeming to lift the weight of the silence between us. She and I looked across the table at one another.

“I’m sorry to hear that you live such a lonely life.” I said to her quietly. I continued “you don’t deserve that.”

“Maybe I do. You see how easy I resorted to crime. I always suspected nobody ever liked me because they all secretly know that I’m a bad person inside.”


“I don’t think you’re a bad person.” 

“Carla, I kidnapped you at gunpoint.” Lisa said with a cringe.

“Yes, but you haven’t done anything to hurt me. All we’ve done is have dinner, talk a little bit, and hold hands. I… actually enjoy it. Even the parts which sound creepy, like how you’ve been watching me and following me around and such. As sick as this sounds, for the first time in my life I feel important to someone. I don’t see myself as special or important.”

“But I do.” Lisa replied.

I nodded and gave her a loving smile saying, “and that is special to me.”

She took this in thoughtfully as I reached across the table and took her hands in my own bound ones. She looked into my eyes as I continued “because of that, whatever you want from me, I want to give it to you. Not because I’m afraid of what you’ll do to me if I don’t, but because I want you to have it. I would be honored to give you any part of me that you want to have. Any discussion, any experience, anything you want. Obviously, what I want comes from reading too many smutty books…”

We both laughed a bit at that, and I continued, “but it doesn’t have to be that. Just tell me what you want, and I will give it to you.”

“Would you… dance with me?” Lisa said slowly.

“Dance?”

“Just, the music and all that and I’ve never really danced with anyone. I would rather it be with a guy but, well, without any guy I suppose dancing with the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met would be the next best thing.”

“You’ve never danced with anyone? Not even in like high school or something?”

Lisa laughed, “yeah, right, like any boy would ask me to prom.”

“Well, sure, let’s dance here.” I said standing up from my place at the table. Lisa stepped around the side of the table and twisted her lips awkwardly before adjusting her holster so that her gun sat mounted more along her back than at her side. I raised my bound hands up over her head, a simple act given she stood only about two inches taller than myself, and stepped towards her saying, “I hope you don’t mind. I’ll have to be the girl for this one. I’m a little tied up at the moment.”

Lisa flashed me a smile and said, “I don’t mind.” I slid my hands over her head and behind her neck feeling her soft hair tickle my arms and the warmth of her body close to mine. I felt her hands weave in around my bare midriff and slide in behind me resting sweetly against the small of my back. In the slight chill of her apartment, the warmth of her touch felt edifying to my soul. Ignoring the pistol in her belt, the whole scene did feel romantic with soft jazz filling my ears from her phone, my skin feeling flush from her wine, and my heart feeling a terrifying sensation of desire from her presence. To say we danced elegantly would be a lie. In truth, we swayed drunkenly back and forth to the music like a couple of high school kids not sure what to do with each other.

“It really is too bad I’m not a man.” Lisa said wistfully “holding a tight, sexy body like yours would be absolute paradise.”

“What would you do with me if you were a man?” I asked trying not to let too much of my desire filter into my voice despite being ‘out’ already to my captor. Lisa looked softly into my eyes, and I felt her right hand behind my back lower down across the hem of my panties as she slid her fingers over my buttocks. A strange, unfamiliar tickling sensation danced along my skin at her touch, and I gasped as I instinctively thrust my hips forward pressing them against her abdomen. As the immediate shock wore off, the pleasure began to set in as she warmly massaged my buttocks bringing an involuntary moan to my mouth as my womanly cravings drank deep from the caress she fed it. I leaned in against her, all but ignoring any illusion of dancing as the candlelight flickered against one side of each of our faces leaving the other side hidden in soft darkness. Unable to restrain my desire any further, I tilted my head and softly placed my puckered lips against her own. She stood stock still, terrified into stoicism as I kissed her there in the flickering dark for a moment. I could sense her trepidation while she bore mind split in two between flinching away and joining me in the kiss, so I opened my eyes and looked into hers silently pleading with her to join me in the kiss. Already my heart began to tremble with terror that she would push me away and launch into a diatribe as to how pathetically gay I must be and that she would have nothing to do with my sexual preferences.

My captor slightly smiled at me with her eyes and then gracefully granted me sweet mercy as I felt her lips flex against my own and join me in the kiss as her other hand reached down from its place against the small of my back and she grasped my buttocks tight with both hands. I felt her fingers dig deep into my soft flesh as she pulled my body in tight against her own.

I desperately tried to hold the kiss, not wanting to punish my captor for her decision to join me in our sweet surrender, but my body and breath betrayed me as I broke the kiss to release a longing moan borne out of the tightness with which she clutched my ass and pulled my body up against her own causing my womanhood to cry out with an itch that I could not scratch. If she had a cock, I would already be skewered on top of it and likely crying tears of knowledge that my fate was decided to spend nine-months of pregnancy and eighteen years of caring for a child that I never wanted. Such a disaster would not befall me tonight, however, as another woman clung me close to herself, so I whimpered in languid desire as my body shuddered against hers.

“Oh God, please, take me.” I whispered into her ear.

“Shhh…” She replied as I felt her clutching of my buttocks soften into more of a flat-palmed hold. “I have to confess something to you, Carla.” She said softly into my ear.

“Yes?”

“I’m scared.” Lisa whispered to me.

“Scared, why are you scared?” I replied.

“Carla, I can’t ignore the possibility that you are seducing me in order to kill me and escape.” Lisa said with a soft shudder.

“I’m not.”

“That’s exactly what you would say if you were. I don’t blame you for it. I kidnapped you and doing anything you can to escape just makes sense. Now I’m regretting that decision. If only I had the courage to speak to you, back before I dragged crime into our relationship, I wouldn’t have this fear.”
 

“Lisa…I…” I swallowed hard and tried the sentence again saying “I’ve had a good time tonight, honestly it’s been one of the better nights of my life. Yes, you kidnapped me. Yes, it was scary but now that I know you were just lonely, and you aren’t planning to actually hurt me it’s okay. I’m not trying to seduce you to escape.”

“I hear you, but I can’t afford the risk of believing you. You know the worst part of my fear of you seducing me to my doom?”

“What?” I asked breathlessly.

“It’s working. I already let a powerful, athletic woman put her hands around my neck. I’m already standing too close to really be able to use my gun. I already feel my inhibitions and logic crumbling. Had you asked me earlier today if I was gay, I would have said ‘no’ but now, here, with a gorgeous woman practically throwing herself at me, I don’t know how much longer I can resist you. We haven’t even really started with sex and then what. What do I do? Take my clothes off? Set my gun down on the table nearby? Let you climb up on top of me? Should I just trust that you won’t take the easiest opportunity of your life? Already I can feel my mind succumbing to desire and soon my body will fail to your superior strength then what is to become of me? Would you leave me in a puddle of my own blood for the cops to find as you recite to the press the brave tale of how you escaped a deranged criminal?”

Lisa shuddered and whimpered, “if only I wasn’t a criminal I wouldn’t have to die at your hands.”

“Shhh… you’re not dead yet.” I replied to her.

“Oh, god, it’s only a matter of time before you overpower me with your charm and strength. Part of me wants to do it too, to look into your eyes as you end my miserable excuse of a life. Like a lamb to the slaughter, my fate is already set.”

“Hey, hey, no… we’re not doing that, okay?” I said to her as comfortingly as I could muster.

Lisa trembled and I lifted my head to look into her face.

“You have more rope, right?”

She nodded, her eyes glistening on the edge of tears.

“How about we have safe sex, then.”

“Uh… I don’t have condoms and I don’t know how that would even work between two women…” She said, squinting in confusion.

“I mean safe for you. Tie me down.”


Safe Sex

“Tie you down?”

“Yes, use the ropes and tie me down however much you need to feel safe. I’ll hold perfectly still while you tie me up. You can take your time getting me completely immobilized and then you can feel safe having sex with me.”

Lisa blew out a sigh and said, “you want me to tie you up even more? That’s a pretty bad escape plan.”

I replied, “It’s not an escape plan. It’s because I’m afraid too.”

“Afraid?”

“I’m afraid to miss out on this opportunity.” I replied to her softly. I shuddered and continued “I’ve never had sex with anyone. Given how my life is going… this may be my only chance. I’m such a screw up that I don’t think I’ll get this opportunity again.”

“Opportunity to be a victim of crime?”

“Opportunity to explore pleasure with another human being.” I replied softly.

I felt Lisa’s hands slide their way across my skin as she released her hold of my buttocks and began caressing my belly and thighs.  I instinctively began to flex and stretch arching my back leaning into her touch so that I could feel her hands against me even more as I danced all by my own in the cathedral of her adoring hands exploring delicious touch across my flesh. She couldn’t help but smile as I moaned desirously in response to her sensual caress.

“That’s so amazing, you move like a belly-dancer as I touch you. I wish I had a body like yours, but maybe I’ll just have to settle for playing with what you have. I wonder what happens if I…” She trailed off and I felt her right-hand dip beneath the hem of my panties and slide across my pubic hair before her warm, firm fingers sweetly parted my labial lips and her middle finger caressed my swollen clit. I gasped followed by a shuddering groan as I leaned against her for support feeling my body already begin to transform into puddy under the onslaught of pleasure she fed my ravenous pussy with nothing more than the faintest flexing of her finger against my most sensitive point. I began panting and involuntary whimpers which rose into a song timed to the beat of the flexing of her finger against my womanhood flowed from my mouth disrupting the soft jazz music behind us.

“Good thing I don’t have any nearby neighbors. There’s no way you’re going to keep quiet during this, is there?”
 

“Nuh-uh.” I whimpered mindlessly feeling my body further succumb to her touch. She paused her caress and my hips instinctively thrust forward. My body felt desperate to feel pleasure once more.

“You’ll have to pleasure me too, okay?”

“Yes… I will.” I whispered through my pants.

“We’ll take turns.”

“Okay.” I replied with a shuddering, languid whimper.

Lisa chuckled “I can tell you’re ready for your turn. If I keep stroking you like this, you’ll end up cumming all over my kitchen floor. But let’s not do that, okay? This is my first time.”

“Me too.” I replied.

Lisa continued “Since it will be the first time for both of us. Let’s do it as right as we possibly can and make it special. You’re going to have to be patient with me. Can you do that?”

I pouted in annoyance but replied, “I can.”

“Okay. I really didn’t think through getting sexual with you, so it’s been a few days since I’ve done any um… maintenance.” Lisa grimaced as she said this.

“Maintenance?”

“I want to shave my legs before we have sex.” Lisa said.

“Oh, yeah.” I replied quietly.

“But I can’t hold you at gunpoint while shaving my legs. I’ll need you to be patient and understanding, okay?”

“Absolutely.”

She lifted my hands and ducked out from under my arms before taking my hands in her own saying “Okay, follow me. You’ll also need to be flexible for this part.”

Like a child being led to a new activity, I quietly followed my abductor to her garage. I blinked in the brightness of her garage lights and shivered lightly in the chill as I carefully padded along behind her over the concrete floor. I looked a little fearfully at her car, a white Honda just as bland and unassuming as she was, which sat parked backwards in the garage. In another state of mind, I might have forced my brain to memorize her license plate but apathy towards such evidence collection pushed out any desire for this mental exercise. Rather I stared at the same trunk I had been pulled out from mere hours ago.

Had it been only hours?

It felt like much longer.

I shivered lightly. The chill from the short jaunt into the uninsulated garage sapped my sapphic desire away as quickly as if I had jumped into a cold lake, and yet this did not change my decision. I still wanted to explore the pleasure of touch with my captor and a strange, perhaps Stockholm-sensitive, part of me hoped such an exploration could bring her some form of peace as much as I hoped it would bring me a sense of closure. Lisa held onto my bindings with her left hand while she fished up a spool of simple nylon rope with her right hand. With this in hand, she tugged me along back into her house and I followed stepping through the living room and the kitchen where she procured her phone saying, “I think I’ll leave the music going.”

“thanks. I like the music.” I replied as I followed her down a short hallway to her bathroom. She flipped one switch and a set of vanity lights glowed over the sink and mirror casting bright, yellowish glow across her bathroom. These did not fully light the room leaving a few dark shadows dancing in the corners, but Lisa seemed unconcerned by this, so I said nothing. Unsurprisingly, the same random array of creams, lotions, cosmetics, hairbrushes, and other feminine needs sat cluttered about on the edge of the sink while a short toilet with a fluffy lid cover sat alongside it. I glanced in the mirror to see the odd juxtaposition of myself in my underwear being led along calmly by my fully dressed captor. Lisa directed me to sit on the floor opposite the mirror and vanity and I did so feeling the cold linoleum press against my buttocks as I rested my back against the wall behind me. Here, Lisa crouched in front of me and said “I’m sorry about this part, but I’ll need you not able to move for a bit. You understand, right?”

I nodded with a smile as the phone playlist shifted over to the sounds of a man’s deep voice crooning about how he plans to romance his baby.

“Okay, put your hands down here near your ankles.” Lisa instructed.

I did as she requested and watched quietly as she looped the rope in her hands around my ankles several times pulling a tight band holding my feet together. She then ran the rope through the binding tying my hands together and finished it off with an impressive, large knot. The act felt shocking in its banality. As casually as if she had tied my shoes, she had completely immobilized me, and I now sat unable to move no matter what she chose to do to my body. The thought simultaneously concerned and aroused me.

“Okay, go ahead and tug on it a bit.” She instructed.

I jerked and tugged finding that the ropes held me fast, and I looked up at her. She groped curiously about the knot a bit saying, “are you okay like this? Not too uncomfortable?”

“No. It feels okay to me.” I replied. I looked into her eyes and said “does this feel okay to you? Do you feel safer?”

“I do. Thanks for being understanding about this.”

“Hey, I’m happy to wait for a bit to have this experience with you.”

She stood up and patted my shoulder saying, “good girl.” 
 

A smile spread across my face as her eyes went up in shock and she stammered “I mean… that’s good…and you’re a…girl.” She cringed slightly as she back peddled helplessly from her words as she continued, “I didn’t mean it like… well…”

“I know you didn’t mean it that way.”

She blew out a sigh of relief and stepped back a bit as I continued saying, “it still felt kind of sexy, though.”

“You are hopeless.” She replied, laughing.

“Maybe I am. It’s like I have my mind in the gutter right now. You’re not going to believe that I’m not normally this horny but I’m not. It’s just something about getting tied up and ordered around has unlocked a feeling inside me that I didn’t even know was there.”

“I am not putting on a leather corset and whipping you, if that’s what you’re expecting.” Lisa said rolling her eyes.

“No, no, I’m not one of those girls.” I said with a chuckle. It died in my throat as I continued more earnestly, “getting the chance to have sex with you is good enough. As long as you feel safe enough to continue, that’s good enough for me.”

“Yeah, safe, I’m… safe.” Lisa said almost sounding as if she was trying to convince herself. She reached into her holster and pulled out the chrome revolver. She looked down at it and over at me where I sat on the floor. I offered up, “I think I read somewhere that guns are waterproof. You can have it in the tub with you if that helps.”

“Yeah, that’s a good idea.” Lisa said grumpily looking down at the revolver. She slid open the cheap vinyl shower curtain revealing the interior of her tub.

“Oh, wow, look at that.” I blurted out.

“What?”

“You have Ouai shampoo.”

Lisa looked at the shower shelf where her shampoo bottle sat and then back at me saying “Um… yeah?”

“That one works well for my hair. I tried some other brands, but they left my hair too dry.” A small smile spread across Lisa’s face as she said, “me too.” She ran her hand through her slightly frizzy hair saying “though, I don’t know if it works as well as I would like. I’ve never really found a good solution for this chaotic mess on my head to be honest.”

“Well, how often do you wash it?”

“Every night.”
 

“Oh, that might be part of the problem. Try only washing it every three days or so.”

Lisa twisted her lips thoughtfully and nodded saying “maybe I’ll try that. Hey, um… I’m going to keep the curtain open so I can keep an eye on you while I shave. You understand, right?”

“Of course. Actually, I would kind of prefer that. I don’t know why but it almost feels like I would be nervous about being left alone. I feel kind of vulnerable.”

“Maybe because you’re tied up and in your underwear.”

“Yeah, that is probably why.” My voice softened as I continued “I feel safe with you, though.”

She flashed me a sweet smile and set her revolver down on the shower shelf before starting the tub flow a bit to fill the bath with some warm water. As it ran, she began unbuttoning her blouse just kind of looking off distantly in thought. I watched as her fingers worked their way down each button. As she went, the top of her impressively large breasts came into view along with a peak of her soft belly before she casually pulled her shirt open revealing her chest and bra. She wore a simple, nude-tan bra which did not give justice to the impressive chest which it held. She did have a little belly to her, nowhere near enough to make her fat, save for perhaps in the critical recesses of her own mind. I drank in the view of her wondering whether she was sexier to me with her clothes on or off.

Her joke about a leather corset and whip had fallen flat based on the shear theatrics of such cheesy props. Still, the thought of her being fully clothed, powerful and in control, while my pale, nude body quivered in response to the touch she gave it resonated deep within my mind. I knew as an unfortunate fact that no innate desire to touch or taste my womanhood lay inside her, save for that part which desired reciprocity from myself to caress and pleasure her womanhood in turn. She wasn’t going to simply press the sweet little pleasure button between my legs until my brain turned off and I became little more than a quivering pile of pleasured flesh laying under the expert fingers and tongue of my captor as she devoured my sexual pleasure ravenously. She would find little excitement or surprise with my body, rather she would be excited to have her turn experiencing pleasure for herself. We would be naked together, both equally depraved and helpless in front of each other. I forced myself to remember that as I watched her unzip and slide her skirt off before quickly rolling down her stockings to reveal the curve of her shapely thighs.

Lisa turned to look at me and I realized that I had been staring at her the entire time. She set the skirt on a towel rack and wrapped her arms about her stomach nervously as she said, “have you been watching me this whole time?”

“I…uh… yes.” I said.

She looked off to the side for a second before asking, “are you enjoying watching me get undressed?”

“I uh… well… kind of am. Sorry, I probably shouldn't, though.” I stammered looking down at the floor.

“No, it’s fine. You’ll see me naked during sex, so I shouldn’t be worried about you seeing me naked now, right? I…uh…” She poked at her belly and frowned saying “I don’t suppose I’m much to look at though. Unlike you, I don’t spend my mornings in the gym, and it sadly shows.”

“Oh, no, Lisa, you look fine.”


“Really? I mean, I know I’m ugly for men.” She brushed her hair back with her hand and continued as she faced me wearing a tan bra and black panties. She patted at her belly and sighed sadly saying “I just wish I could make this go away.” 

“I wish I grew a pair of those.” I said nodding towards her breasts. She looked at them and looked at me with a skeptical crook of her eyebrow. I shrugged my shoulders highlighting my own chest as I said, “I didn’t have much luck in puberty. I barely fill out a B-cup and you’re pouring out of those D’s.” This brought a smile to her face as she chuckled “and here I always thought they were just a sign of how fat I was becoming.”

“Can I see them?” I asked licking my lips.

“You want to?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, they’ll look like yours but, okay.” Lisa said reaching behind her back to unclasp her bra. She chuckled saying “I can’t believe I’m stripping for a girl.”

The ugly bra came free from her body and her warm, soft breasts swung into view. She had broad, pink areolas, and cute little nipples. A strange, primal desire welled within me. She cocked her head to the side inquisitively as I stared.

“Do… you… like my breasts?” She asked in a halting, curious fashion.

I nodded and replied, “they look so warm and soft, I just want to bury my face into them and enjoy the feeling of warmth all around me. They look… well… maternal.”

Lisa scoffed and chuckled saying, “well, I am not a mother but… thanks anyhow. I’m glad you like looking at them. Don’t be too jealous of having large breasts for yourself. They are usually just a pain in my back.” 

She cupped them in her hands and gently ran her fingers across the pale, smooth flesh and sensitive areolas as she said, “though, I do suppose feeling them be suckled might be interesting.” She lowered an eyebrow at me and said with a bit of a warning tone to her voice, “as long as you don’t make it weird by talking about maternal stuff.”

I looked up at her from my spot hogtied in my underwear on the ground and said, “I promise I won’t make this weird…er than it already is.”

Lisa snorted out a chuckle saying, “I don’t know which one of us is crazier, Carla. You or me.”

She hooked her thumbs into the hem of her panties and turned to me twisting up her lips thoughtfully asking, “is this something else you want to see?”

I licked my lips as I let my hungry eyes trail across her rounded hips and the slender, cotton triangle which covered her womanhood. “You are absolutely hopeless.” She said in the same lilting, taunting tone that both chastised and encouraged at the same time. She slipped her panties down over her hips revealing her abdomen and dark, triangular patch of pubic hair. She then faced me, fully naked tipping one leg forward and her hands resting on her thighs. She turned her head slightly to the side and flashed a flirtatious smile, “I can feel you devouring me with your eyes over there. You’re not just trying to seduce me. You really are just ridiculously horny, aren’t you?”

“I am tonight.” 


She gestured across her body saying, “you do realize you have all the same parts, though, right? I mean… there’s nothing special for you here.” 

“Honestly, I thought I would like you with your clothes on more because you looked respectable, strong, in-control. You know, the kind of person your inner submissive can’t wait to spread your vulnerable body open to and enjoy being humiliated and objectified.” Lisa nervously wrapped her arms around herself covering her chest with one and her pussy with the other as she said, “is that what you think when you look at me?” I nodded and replied “I know. I thought I wouldn’t like what you would look like without your clothes on, but I do. You just look so much more like a woman than I do. You look so powerful and voluptuous with your clothes off. So, m…” I cut myself off and shook my head saying “I can tell I’m making you uncomfortable. I’ll stop talking about it.”

Silence hung between us for a while before Lisa broke it saying, “I’m going to shave my legs now. Okay?”

“Yeah. That’s good.”

She slowly lay down into the half-filled tub groaning as she went in. I arched my neck to see her as most of her body disappeared behind the tub wall with only her shoulders and head sticking out from one side. She raised one leg bent at the knee and a pink razor before running the razor across the skin of her shin saying “I suppose it’s foolishness to get myself ready for you, since you’re my hostage, but I would just feel so insecure about you feeling all my prickles down there right now. Stupid, right?”

“No, it’s not stupid. I appreciate it, at least, I think I will. I’ve never had sex with a woman before, so I don’t really know what is appropriate. I shaved this morning, but would it be okay if I washed up a bit before we had sex?”

Lisa continued shaving her legs as she pouted thoughtfully for a moment before replying, “Yeah, that would make sense. I just am trying to think of how you can get washed up without me untying you.”

“Well, you could wash me. I’ll need some help getting out of my underwear first but after that you can just set me down in the tub and wash me off. Actually, that’s kind of a sexy thought.” I leaned my head back against the wall and sighed, “I can’t wait to feel you preparing my body for your pleasure.”

With a few more strokes of her razor, Lisa rose to her feet in the tub letting a cascade of water pour off from her slick, sensual body back into the tub. She then turned on the tap filling in some more hot water as she said “well, I might as well get it warmed up for you while we fumble our way through your bra and panties.”

With a towel wrapped around her wet body, my captor knelt in front of me and untied my hands from my feet before twisting her lips in thought as to what to do next. I held up my hands saying “I’m open to do this however you feel comfortable doing it. Okay?”

“Okay. I’m going to do one at a time. Let me go get my gun and I’ll be right back.”

“I’ll wait here.” I said. The conversation felt shockingly calm and banal despite the nature and contents of it. We were just two women approaching the logistical problem of how my captor could get my underwear off so she could have sex with me. With a pistol in her other hand, Lisa gingerly untied my wrists saying, “just take off your bra and put your hands right back together again, okay.”
 

“Okay.”

Lisa trembled slightly saying, “please don’t make me shoot you. I’m not sure if I would be able to handle the trauma of doing that.”

“I won’t.” I said firmly. I slipped my bra off quickly reassuring my captor saying, “you can trust me, okay.” Her eyes lay plastered wide in terror as she trained the gun on me shivering. As soon as my bra fell free from my hands to the floor, I quickly held my hands out together towards my captor like my life depended on this action. I nodded to her saying “it’s okay. You don’t have to kill me. You can tie me up again.”

I watched her face and her eyes flickered down to my chest briefly then back up to my eyes. I smiled at her reassuringly and asked with a chuckle, “do you like the way my breasts look?”

She shook her head and said “I got to focus. Please don’t hurt me, Carla.”

“I won’t.” I promised.

She set the gun down on the floor next to her and then tied my wrists together with trembling fingers. As the knot felt into place around my wrists we both breathed a sigh of relief. “We did it, Lisa. See, you’re safe again.” I said to her. She looked into my smiling face and a small smile spread across her own as she said, “Carla.”

“Yeah?”

“you’re the best hostage ever.”

“Thank you. Now slide my panties off so we can really have fun.”

Although an argument could be made that I could inflict pretty significant damage with a well-placed kick, Lisa seemed more at ease releasing my feet than my hands. I smiled at her mischievously, and lifted my hips saying, “go ahead and slide my panties off me.”

“What?” Lisa asked in surprise. I giggled feeling playful and sexy as I continued “Lisa, you stole my body fair and square.” I lowered my voice as I said coyly, “maybe it’s time you started having some fun with your new toy.”

“Holy shit, Carla, you’re dangerous.” Lisa said with a shake of her head.

“I’m not going to hurt you.” I said with sudden concern that she was growing afraid of me again.

“Not that kind of dangerous.” Lisa said as she drew in close to me. I watched quietly as she hooked her fingers over the hem of my panties and my breath caught slightly in my throat as she pulled them down over my buttocks revealing my crotch to my captor. Lisa licked her lips slightly and said, “I feel like I caught a tiger by the tail and now I have no choice but to hang on.”

“I’ve never been called a tiger before.” I said to her thoughtfully as my panties slid free from my ankles and I held still so she could retie my feet. She grabbed onto my wrists and pulled me up to my feet. I looked over at the tub and back at Lisa saying, “would you carry me?”

“Carry you?”

“I mean, easier than hopping I guess, if you’re okay with it. I know you can pick me up since you already lifted me into the trunk of your car.”

Lisa chuckled and replied “okay.” I leaned back against her right arm as she reached down and hooked her left arm under my legs. Her bathroom around me spun briefly as she lifted me off my feet. I felt my body pulled in close to her warm, full chest as she clung to me, and I felt a wave of terror that she might drop me as she staggered a little bit. She steadied herself and my body swam in a sensation which exceeded excitement, fun, even sexual pleasure itself. Something primal felt fed by this simple act and I leaned my head against her shoulder feeling my naked body draped across her arms in total surrender. She grunted saying, “I am in no shape for this.”

My mind glitched through weird memories as I felt strangely dizzy all of a sudden. It felt as if I swam on a warm, soft, sensual cloud but also like I had been a bad child who needed cleaned up before her nightly beating so I could properly cry myself to sleep. A wave of nostalgic terror flushed over me, and a strangely wakeful, logical part of my mind pondered what the fuck was wrong with me to even ask for such an act from my captor. The world swayed back and forth as Lisa staggered across the bathroom before clumsily lowering my bound and naked body into the tub. Memories continued assaulting my senses as I felt my body enter the water beneath my back and buttocks. I lulled my head up and whispered, “I know I need to be punished. It’s good for me.”

“What are you talking about?” Lisa gasped as she panted in exhaustion. She held onto the side of the tub leaning over me just as I lay in the warm, sweetly scented soapy water. I shook my head and said “I uh… sorry. Something just came over me. Maybe too much wine.”

Lisa took a few more deep breaths and sat on the floor next to the tub heavily “Okay, weird. You’re hopping to the bedroom, just so you know. I’m not carrying you again.”

“Sorry I asked.”

“It was fine. At least I know I’m not as weak as I thought.” Lisa said with a chuckle. She reached down into the tub and grabbed up a loofa and squeezed it a few times in the water before running it over my body. It felt oddly relaxing and also primally terrifying to be washed by someone else.

“I’ll be a good girl, mommy.” I whispered.

“Okay, what is that?” Lisa said sharply as she cocked her head to the side in confusion.

“Oh…um…” I stammered.

“Carla, is there something I should know about your mother?”

I bowed my head and closed my eyes thoughtfully.

“When I was small, she um… well… she would give me a bath too. It’s weird how I keep having flashback memories of her right now.”

“You do know that I am not your mother.”
 

“I know that. It’s just… that’s why I’m saying dumb things. I’ll stop.”

“Hey.” Lisa said. She grabbed my chin and lifted it up gently so that I looked at her. “You promised to give me all of you, right?”

I nodded.

“Tell me about your mother.”

I shook my head.

“Do I need to get the gun?”

I sighed and said, “I don’t know if I got better, or she got better as I aged. By the time I was a teenager, she pretty much left me alone, completely. I grew invisible in her eyes as she leaned in to living vicariously through my sister and that was probably just as well. When I was small, however, she worried about me. She would tell me stories about what happens to bad children like me when they go to hell. She told me that I didn’t have to go to hell if I could stay extra quiet when she put me to bed. I remember counting to ten every night, holding my hands over my mouth, as I felt her hit me. She would tell me that I could cry as much as I wanted when I was dead.”

“Jesus fucking Christ.” Lisa gasped.

“Well, that was mom. Like I said, she stopped when I got older. I think she might have just given up on me.”

“You do realize she was insane, right?” Lisa said.

I looked over at the pot calling the kettle black and gave her a crooked little smile.

Lisa continued scrubbing me with the loofa for a few moments before rinsing me off with water in the tub saying, “just so you know, you never deserved to be treated that way.”

It felt as if I released the breath of air I had been holding since I was five years old as I gasped out feeling the warmth and comfort of her words. Part of me analyzed why such words from a madwoman who took me captive felt so healing while another part knew overanalyzing it would destroy the feeling of wholeness her words brought me, and I should just let well enough alone. I turned to her and said, “thank you, Lisa.”

She waited for a moment as I looked into her eyes.

“That’s it?” She asked.

I shook my head saying, “what do you mean?”

“No witty retort, no snappy comeback, no sarcastic joke?”

“No. Just ‘thank you’ for saying that. It helps to hear it.”

Lisa smiled and pulled the plug on the tub letting the water drain away around my body as she stood up saying “you’re welcome.”

I would say we must have looked quite ridiculous. Myself fully naked save for the ropes binding my wrists and my ankles together. Lisa was wearing a fluffy towel about her chest which extended down to her thighs. She held onto my hands to steady me as I hopped on my tied feet down her hallway. We took turns looking down at my body flash and jiggle as I jumped and giggling at one another in the absurdity of the act. At long last, I came to the foot of her bed. I ignored the fact that it looked like a cheap box store find bought on clearance and appreciated the fact that it was full sized. I flopped across it feeling the soft comforter envelope my bare back with its cotton-encased fluff.

I reached my bound hands up over my head and wiggled my body back and forth enjoying the sensation as Lisa turned on a nightstand lamp filling the room with its soft orange glow. I looked up at her as she stood there staring down at me seemingly in thought.

“Hey.” I said to her softly as I stopped wiggling and stared at her.

“Hi.” She replied, sounding nervous and breathy.

Slowly, she reached up and opened the towel wrapped around her body revealing sweet curves of soft, pale flesh once again. I drank in the view of her for a moment before looking back up into her eyes.

“I’m glad you have a nice bed for us to do this on. Looks like my patience paid off.” I said to her. She took this in silently and stepped in alongside sitting on the bed right next to me, up against my waist. Her breasts swayed lightly as she did this and they hung so ponderous and full that the nearly brushed against my belly as she extended an arm over the top of me and leaned on her hand looking down into my face. She seemed to be studying me closely for some time.

“My whole life I have tried to make good decisions, and I’ve been punished for every single one of them.” She tipped her shoulders forward and cupped her other hand under her breast as she directed it towards my mouth as she said “if I don’t start making bad decisions, I’m going to die alone with my fear. I know I’m making a mistake in doing this but please don’t punish me too hard for it.” Her face contorted as she trembled, and I watched her breast grow larger in my vision as she fed it towards my mouth saying, “please, don’t bite my nipple off.”

“I won’t.” I said before opening wide to invite in the pink treat she fed me. The sensation of softness and warmth enveloped the left side of my body as she leaned over me. Her warm, full breast rested against my chin as I felt her playful little nipple slide in between my teeth. It would have been easy to bite down and rack pain through her body and at the same time impossibly difficult. Mad criminal or no, Lisa felt like the first person in my life who valued me. I couldn’t punish her so brutally for extending trust to someone she had captured. I carefully sucked in my lips letting them fold in a little over my teeth giving cushion as I suckled on her breast feeling the surprisingly stretchy, warm flesh fill my mouth. She tensed in fear at the touch of my mouth but as I conveyed my intentions to her by my suckling and by playing with her nipple using the tip of my tongue, she relaxed and let out a sigh of relief. She looked down at me and I looked up across the large mound of her breast. In truth, one of the oddest sensations of sex is visual, the way a person looks when you see them from angles no human has any right to see them from is incredible and I had the odd sensation of Lisa peeking at me over the top of a hill, although she was also the hill as well.

“You really aren’t going to hurt me, are you?” I shook my head slightly making her breast wobble with the motion of it in my mouth and continued suckling. She moaned saying “thank you so much for that. If it’s okay with you, I’m just going to enjoy this for a bit.” I nodded this time sending cute little rippling waves across her deliciously bulbous breast in the vertical direction. She giggled slightly saying “that tickles.”  She closed her eyes and steadied herself on her arms letting me have my way with her breasts. After a short while, she pulled her right nipple from my mouth and shifted her shoulders swinging her left breast into my view and plunging a new nipple into my waiting maw. I suckled just as sweetly at the left nipple as the right sending moans of pleasure through her body.

“Oh, that feels wonderful.” She muttered as her arm began to fail her and she collapsed a bit lower pressing her large, warm breasts against my face. I gave up on trying to hold fast to her nipple and instead tipped my head forward pressing my face into the warm, dark enveloping space between her breasts feeling soft skin envelope my entire head as I kissed about in the recesses of her chest.

“I’m glad you mentioned doing this. Getting suckled felt better than I thought it would.” Lisa said sweetly. She tipped her body back and I leaned my head forward trying to keep with her breasts briefly before she pulled away. “I thought holding your hand felt good, this is going to be incredible.” She said as she pivoted her body to lay over the top of me. I watched in awe as her warm, soft body overshadowed my own. Warmth permeated my core as I felt her hips and crotch slide into place on my belly as she straddled me. She looked down into my face and I felt her place her arm over my hands tied together over my head. Her breasts softly bounced against my cheeks as she shifted her position getting into place on top of me. The scent of her womanhood mixed with the faint hint of her perfume which filled my nose as the orange glow of her nightstand lamp glinted off her soft flesh. “Just don’t hurt me.” She whispered again as she shifted her shoulders swinging a breast into my mouth once more. This time, I took my time softly kissing around her areolas in a little circle of pecks which made her belly suck in briefly and her body jiggle as she giggled slightly saying “I love the way you tease me.” Not wanting to keep my captor waiting too long, I brought her nipple into my mouth and suckled on it passionately. With her soft, warm, smooth body enveloping me, the experience felt entirely different than before. I felt as if I were inside her in the most intimate sense of the word and, incredibly, her weight and size made the experience even better than if she had been conventionally attractive. I moaned against her breast as I felt my body swimming deep in the ocean of her warm, sweet, flesh. Deep inside, a childlike part of me woke in the most surreal of ways as I lay there pinned beneath her body suckling on her breast. I dreamed of us baking cookies together in her kitchen, her tying my shoes, tucking me in to bed at night, breastfeeding me when I get upset… the fantasy, the image, the misplaced nostalgia for a past that never existed overwhelmed me and I lay there with no choice but to either abandon myself, dive deep into the recesses of my own broken mind and join my captor in the dance of our mutual insanity or to try and bring my own sanity back from the brink.

My inner child cried and wailed as I abandoned her breast. In truth, I could have happily lay there forever with half my body embedded in her warm, soft, maternal frame and my mouth suckling with infantile fervor upon her nipple. I had to move on, however, for I had to face the brutal reality of adulthood and realize that I had not found a new surrogate mother. I kissed my way up the curve of her chest, and she helped by tipping her body towards me as she whimpered softly whispering, “I don’t know where you’re going but I’m excited to find out where you’re taking me.” I kissed my way up to her neck which felt deliciously smooth and vulnerable in my mouth as I stopped to suckle there hearing her moan and whisper “god, don’t bite me there.” I kissed on slowly moving up her cheek until I came to her mouth. We stared at one another for a moment before I puckered and leaned in kissing her softly on the lips. A small smile spread across her face, and she leaned in opening her mouth. I met her lips pressing my tongue into her mouth tasting the flavor of the wine we had just enjoyed within her breath as I licked sweetly at her tongue feeling it softly with my own. She responded suckling sweetly on my tongue with a romantic groan.

She broke the kiss with a gasp saying “I… I can’t…”

“I’m sorry.” I replied softly panting. Fear filled my mind as I imagined her rejecting me, calling me a disgusting lesbian, or pointing out something I had done wrong. Of course I had disappointed her. I disappoint everyone in my life so why shouldn’t I disappoint my captor?

She shook her head and said, “I can’t wait any longer.” I felt her shift as her hips rose across my belly. I felt a slight dampness between her legs, and she seemed to leave a trickling trail of her womanly excitement across my skin.

She leaned up and lifted my hands from their place over my head. She shifted her hips, and I watched passively as she tucked my arms into place under her thighs as she slid her womanhood up my chest closer to my face. “I hope you can forgive me afterwards for this.”

I felt her pubic hairs tickle my nose as the scent of her womanly excitement filled my nostrils. She reached down and parted her labial lips leaving it up to me to bravely stick my tongue out and pleasure her with it. I had never licked a woman before, and a small amount of bile boiled in my tummy in reflex to the concept of putting my mouth on someone else’s pussy. Sure, I had just suckled her breasts and kissed her neck, but these felt more akin to ‘normal’ skin rather than the orifice of her womanhood. Worse still, save for the evening, I still didn’t think of myself as a true lesbian. I had never pleasured a woman before and there was no reason for me to expect that I could do so with any skill now. The time for squeamish prudish thoughts had passed with our brave words over strong wine and now it had fallen to me to make good on the seductive phrases I had whispered into my captor’s ear throughout the night.

Mustering up all the bravery I could, I slowly pushed my tongue out from my mouth and slid it across the upper opening of her pussy. As my tongue slicked its way through her wet, inner womanhood I pondered the taste. Happily, she didn’t taste as bad as I expected, given we women pee from here as well. Still, I could in no way construe the taste as sweet, rather somewhat between raw meat and rotten fruit. It elicited nausea more than hunger but I internally chastised myself as I pondered what my expectations were. Obviously we would taste the same as we smell. I tried to push ‘what’ I was doing out of my mind shifted my attention to Lisa focusing my efforts on her pleasure. I feared that my lack of expertise at oral sex would hinder me but, mercifully, Lisa’s reaction brought plenty of excitement for me to focus on as she gasped out “oh my god your tongue feels even better than I imagined.”

My head felt encased in the warmth of her womanhood as the rest of my body lay suspended out in the relative chill of her room with my legs dangling over the edge of her bed. I kicked them back and forth together playfully as I continued licking, feeling her soft, swollen clitoris slip across my tongue same as her nipple had done. Soon, her legs began to shake violently. “Oh, I want to sit down on your face so bad, but I don’t want to hurt you. I can’t hover and orgasm at the same time.” Lisa blurted out gasping in pleasure. I tipped my head back to free my mouth from her womanhood and spoke through the forest of her pubic hair. I could not see her face, rather just the fur of her crotch, the small mound of her belly, and the two larger and more impressive rounds of the bottom of her breasts way off in the distance on the landscape which her body had become from my vantage point. “Lay back and let me take care of you.”

Lisa’s body trembled as she whimpered, “no, too dangerous and...”

“You’ll be fine, I won’t hurt you and you’ll be able to enjoy this more.” I said trying to keep my voice as calm as I could. It felt frustrating that even with everything that had passed between us she still didn’t trust me. I pushed my tongue in between her labial and gave her a slow caressing lick which made her body shudder. “You can do this, Lisa. Don’t think of me as a hostage. Just let the woman you love take care of you.”

I gave her one more good lick to make sure the last of her will was well and truly sapped as she sobbed and said “okay.”

I felt my head grow cold as she lifted her left leg over my face and rolled to the side laying down on the bed just beside my head. I had to swing my arms a few times to build up inertia, but I managed to roll over and slide in right between her legs resting on my elbows. My feet now dangled over the bed in the opposite direction against the knee, which was not particularly pleasant, however I casually bent my legs so that my feet suspended playfully up in the air over the back of my thighs. The comical idea of a young girl laying on her bed with her legs kicked up in the air behind her as she read a naughty magazine flashed through my brain bringing a small chuckle to my lips. Dutifully, I pressed my thumbs into her pussy and gently parted the folds of flesh which protected her womanhood so I could slide my tongue through her most sensitive of treasures once again. She moaned and clutched her hand to her mouth to stifle the scream which seemed to be welling up within. I remembered her remarks about the remoteness of her location and decided it would be better if she just went ahead and let that scream out. I wondered if I had enough sapphic power within me to unlock such a scream and a hint of gratitude at my new orientation blossomed in my heart.

On cold nights in those lonely days after reading a disgustingly cheap book featuring a broad-trimmed man on the front ripping open a woman’s bodice in an ancient day and age, I often let my fingers play at bringing pleasure to myself. One regret of this action came in the lack of fingers both in length and number to truly fill my interior properly and massage my clit as well. I suppose a proper masturbator would have secured a dildo for such a conundrum, but I never worked up the nerve to risk buying such a toy.

Here, however, nestled head-first between another woman’s legs I had the power to give her an experience I could never replicate for myself. I carefully extended my middle two fingers on my right hand folding in my first and last. Silky wet warmth enveloped my fingers as I pressed them slowly into her body. She gasped and her hand flew from her mouth as she screamed into the air “Oh my god!” Her body convulsed and her hips bucked forward causing her womanhood to devour my fingers greedily down to my knuckles. I felt the incredibly soft tissue of her inner body behind her pussy and flexed my fingers against these as I licked her clitoris.

I never knew I had the power to do to a woman what this simple act did to my captor.

Animalistic screams and grunts flowed from her mouth as she gripped the bed for dear life while her body convulsed beyond her control. Her hips bucked and her legs flexed against me, but I kept licking her clit with my tongue and stretching out her soft little insides with my fingers as she rode the wave of orgasmic pleasure like a surfer on the ocean. Her hands flew to my head, and she grabbed around the back of my skull pulling me in towards her pussy briefly in one final act before screaming and letting her hands flop away as her body collapsed into a puddle there on the bed leaving her panting and gasping in exhaustion. I could not tell if it was residual dampness from cleaning up or if I had created a thin layer of sweat across her flesh, but I felt dampness from more places than just her pussy as I finished up. I raised my head and turned it to wipe her vaginal juices away from my chin against my shoulder. I slowly retracted my fingers out from her body which still brought whimpers from her mouth despite the care I took. Little aftershocks danced across her legs causing small spasms in her muscles as I slowly pushed my way up on my bound hands over her body until I lay alongside her. Finally, tired from my exertion, I collapsed down onto her shoulder fitting my body neatly into the crook of her arm. I wasn’t sure what she was going to do to me, but a wave of comfort spread across my soul at the feeling of her arm curling around my back and her hand coming to rest on my hips as she held me there against her. I clutched my hands together just underneath her large breasts which protruded out sideways from the force of gravity towards my face. I adjusted my lay slightly and rested my head on her shoulder while laying my cheek on top of her warm, soft breast feeling her firm little nipple tickle my chin.

“Oh, god, Carla. I never knew anyone could do that to me.” Lisa stuttered out while panting in post-coital pleasure. She turned her face to look into my own and continued softly “I felt so scared that if you could have your way with me, you would kill me. I felt myself vulnerable, scared, weak, unable to resist your hold over my sexual desire… and you used that power over me to put me in paradise.” She leaned in and kissed my forehead whispering, “I could never thank you enough for this incredible experience you gave me.”

“You’re welcome.” I replied softly nuzzling into her breast.

“I should take off your bonds. I was a fucking idiot to put them on you and to even kidnap you in the first place. If I had just been twenty-percent smarter and less psychotic, I would have just struck up a normal conversation with you and arrived her organically rather than kidnapping you like a wretched criminal.”

“I would like to keep them on.” I replied.


“Huh?” 

“Do you feel safer with me wearing them?” I asked her.

“I do, but I shouldn’t.” Lisa replied.
 

“It’s okay then, I’ll keep them on. Besides, I’m kind of getting used to having them. It’s weirdly calming, in a way, not having to worry about what I do with my hands and legs.”

Lisa pondered this for a bit before I nuzzled into her saying “besides, there’s another reason I like wearing them.”

“There is?”
 

“I feel sexy tied up like this.”


“I didn’t want to say it earlier, because I thought it would scare you.” Lisa said. She rolled towards me and placed her hand on my belly as she said, “but, you look sexy tied up like that.” 

I felt her hand begin to trace its way down across my abdomen. I opened my legs as best I could with my ankles tied, so she could reach between my legs and seduce me sweetly there with her fingers. She ran her fingers through my pubic hair bringing a gasp of anticipation to my mouth as she continued “I’m sorry to say, though, I may not be as good at the lesbian thing as you are. I’m not sure if I can give you a powerful orgasm like what you gave me.”

“I’ll take whatever you give.” I whispered as I felt her fingers gently part my lower lips and slip her middle finger in to caress my clit. Pleasure exploded from my crotch as my hungry womanhood drank in the pleasure she sweetly gave me. “Holy shit. I can feel your leg shaking against me. Are you doing that on purpose?” I shook my head and moaned.

“You did more to me than just rub me with your finger, didn’t you?” She asked.

“Yes.” I gasped out.

“What is it like?” She asked.

“I…I…” my mind couldn’t contemplate words for the moment.

She stopped and placed her hand on my crotch saying “here, I’ll stop so you can speak.”

“It’s… it tastes kind of weird but when I did it to you… you seemed to really like it.”

“Oh, I did.” Lisa said.

“Can you… um…”

“What?”

“Stop asking questions and just do me. I got turned on by thinking of you having your way with me and… I would like to go back to that.”

“You want me to go back to… treating you more like a hostage than a lover?” Lisa asked, slowly.

“Oh yes.” I gasped back to her.

She bit her lower lip in thought for a moment and my heart began to pound in terror at the potential of her rejecting me.

Finally, she spoke.

“Okay.”

“Okay?” I said with a smile spreading across my face.

“Okay.” Lisa said as she rolled out from under me letting me flop down onto the bed.

“I’m going to get some more supplies then.” She said to me.

I smiled back at her saying “I’ll wait here.”

I stared at the ceiling as I lay there on her bed waiting quietly for her to return. She came back shortly, and I cocked my head down to see her entering with a new set of ropes. I watched quietly as she took my feet and ran her hands over them sweetly before untying the band between my ankles. She spread my legs wordlessly opening my womanhood up to her bringing a sigh from my mouth. “you like that?”

“Yes, just have your way with my body. It’s my gift to you.” I whispered romantically.

She wrapped a coil of rope around my ankle and extended it down to one corner of her bed tying it fast to the bedpost. She then quietly tied my other leg to the other post. I felt her fingers tracing their way up my leg slowly as she walked alongside the bed. I looked over to see her staring down at me as she said, “you are incredibly beautiful.” I licked my lips and whispered, “thank you” as she wrapped her fingers delicately around my bound wrists lifting them up over my head before tying them off to the top of her bed leaving me no option for motion. As soon as the final knot fell into place, I felt warmth and wetness touch against my wrist and a brush of wispy hair tickled my arm. I looked up from my vantage point to see Lisa plant another kiss, further down my arm. She reached up with her hand and held her hair back as she continued kissing her way slowly down my arm building up desire and tension in my body as she went. She came to my shoulder and skipped to my lips drinking deep from my mouth in a full and passionate kiss. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her lips and tongue playing with my own. As she did this, I felt her hands reach down and cup my breasts gently. She wrapped her fingers about them, and I felt her thumb and forefinger come together to hold onto my nipple. I opened my eyes during the kiss and saw she was looking into my eyes. Two pinpoints of pain emanated from my nipples as she squeezed them tight with her fingers bringing a whimper to my mouth and causing my body to reflexively jerk.

She broke the kiss and whispered seductively, “shhh… just a little bit of pain.”

I stared at her wide-eyed as she reviewed my face carefully.

She massaged my sore nipples with her fingers sweetly rubbing away the pain she had just inflicted. She spoke softly saying “maybe I shouldn’t have done that. Thinking of your kidnapping fantasy and seeing you tied up and helpless like this just felt so incredibly sexy. It would be a disappointment if I didn’t inflict at least a little bit of pain.” I panted in anticipation as my body trembled with a mixture of terror and desire as I looked intimately into her eyes.

Lisa spoke so close to my face that I could almost kiss her, “You may be tied up, but I’m giving you a choice. If you say ‘stop,’ I’ll just lick you like you did me, and then we’ll cuddle for the rest of the night. If you’re willing to explore a sexy kidnapping, as an actual kidnapping victim, then I would love doing that with you.  The thought of having your hot, powerful, sexy body under my control is really turning me on right now. If you want to dive down the rabbit hole and see where it leads, just say ‘I’m yours.’”

I know what you’re thinking.

A sane, logical, rational human being would have…well… first off probably not gotten themselves in the predicament I currently found myself in but also would never invite an actual madwoman and criminal to explored BDSM with them.

But some broken, traumatized part of me whispered back from within the void of my own soul before I could overthink the question saying,

“I’m yours.”

A smile spread across Lisa’s lips, and she stood up seeming to review my body carefully for a moment looking at me up and down as I stared at her soft breasts swaying back and forth with her movement.

“Wait here.” She commanded. She held up a finger and stepped over to the other side of the room. I followed her with my head watching her open a cheap set of drawers and pull out a long, beautiful, intricately patterned scarf from the drawer. “Been saving this for a special occasion and this is as special as it gets.”

She turned back to me and rolled the scarf up in her hands into a long, thick strip of cloth saying “I’m going to need some privacy for these next steps. I want to have a little alone time with your body, without you watching or speaking.”

I nodded and replied quietly “I understand.”


Alone Time

Lisa looked at the cloth in her hands and then back at me saying “I do have a question for you.”

“What is it?”

“I don’t think I’ll be brave enough to ask it while you’re looking at me and it might be hard for you to answer while you can see as well. Let me get you blindfolded first and then I’ll ask it.”

“Okay.” I replied in a soft, submissive tone. Time seemed to slow as I felt the air in my lungs as my chest rose and fell as well as the bands at my hands and feet and the bed beneath me. I watched in slow motion as Lisa knelt over me and lowered the blindfold over my eyes blocking my view first with a gorgeous pattern and then complete darkness. I felt her tip my head forward and I calmly followed her lead as she wrapped the blindfold around behind my head. Due to the length of the scarf, it had extraordinarily long tails even after she placed a simple knot she let my head slide back down as she pulled the tails out on either side of my face. I felt the cloth brush against my cheeks indicating that her next step was to tie the cloth through my mouth so I could not speak.

“Carla?”

“Yes.”

“You’re giving me everything, right?”

“Yes.”

“If you have a piece of information, it belongs to me now, right?”

“Yes.”

I felt small hairs tickle my cheeks and Lisa’s warm breath against my face for a moment before the sensation of her lips meeting my own in a sensual kiss overwhelmed me.

“A kiss for bravery because this is going to be an incredibly scary question to answer. Are you ready?”

“Yes.” I lied. Is anyone ever truly ready for something like this?

“What, specifically, did your mother do to you when she hurt you?”

A black chasmic void opened beneath my feet. The sound of those words filled me with more terror than the sound of her shooting me with her gun would have. I trembled violently and shook my head.

“Carla, you belong to me.” Lisa said firmly and but softly.

Somehow, safe in the cocoon of the blindfold, I felt remotely detached from this Carla woman and her wretched fate. True to Lisa’s word, I would have never conjured the bravery to answer such a question because, truth be told, answering this question did not constitute an act of bravery but rather emotional suicide. Internally I waffled between lying or telling the truth, but my mind felt as if it swam through molasses, and I could conjure no lie.

Even in the blindfold, I closed my eyes, and let my body slip into the void of my apocalypse. My words felt cold, detached, almost robotic as they came out from my lips. It felt like asking a dead person who had killed them and hearing the necromania zombie utter the information thought I also lay there as that zombie whose soul had been murdered decades before Lisa put a gun to my head and stripped me of my clothing.

“It was…a spoon” I muttered.

“A spoon?” Lisa replied in confusion.

“She said a wooden spoon represented a woman’s power. It was a woman’s power to feed and a woman’s power to correct bad behavior. She would… hit me. Never spank me or hit my back, always my front. She said I would learn faster if it hurt more. She never struck my face or my arms. If I tried to raise my arms to defend myself, she would pull them down and hit me double. She would only hit my belly, chest, or thighs.”

“Places where the bruises wouldn’t show.” Lisa replied quietly.

I swallowed hard and nodded.

I felt the cloth draw in around my mouth and firm fingers tie it into a large, balled knot between my teeth. I licked the cloth inside my mouth and hoped Lisa didn’t mind me drooling on such a pretty scarf. Somehow I doubted that was the worst of my problems as I heard soft footsteps leave the room. I prayed silently she would just return with the pistol and blow my brains out rather than coming back with a…

Slap

I felt the familiar sting of round, coarse wood whip against my bare belly sending shockwaves of pain emanating outward from my abdomen. In the next moment, I felt a warm, firm finger curl into my vagina and a soothing hand rub my belly right where she had struck me as Lisa said, “Shhh… we’ll walk this road together. Let go of your fear. I’m here with you, Carla.” I trembled and whimpered against the knot in my mouth feeling surreally grateful that I couldn’t speak for god knows what horrible screams and terrified curses would pour from my mouth anyway. Lisa withdrew her finger from my pussy, and I felt her hand wrap around my breast as she said, “you’re no longer a little girl getting beaten by her mother.”

Slap

This time my left hip stung with pain as the wooden implement hit me once again. My eyes watered inside the blindfold, and I struggled in earnest against the ropes no longer wanting to play this brutal game. For anyone else, these banal slaps with a wooden spoon would range from annoying to confusing, but for me they hurt worse than murder itself.

Lisa spoke soothingly to me saying, “You’re an adult woman getting tortured by her kidnapper. It’s not your mother hurting you anymore. It’s me.”

I sobbed and screamed into the knot even as I felt something wet, warm, and slick press against my thigh where she had just hit me. This brought a halt to my breath as I tried to contemplate what I was feeling. I felt tickly hair and the brush of soft breasts on my knee as the wetness returned once more as Lisa said, “I’m going to lick up every little bit of your fear and pain. I’m going to drink it all in because I want to consume every part of you, even the parts that hurt.”

I felt her shift again and her breasts rested against my crotch as her hair tickled my chest. I felt her warm, soft tongue slide across my belly just above my belly button where she had first slapped me as she said “I don’t want to miss even the smallest bit of your pain. I’m going to drink it all out of you.”

Slap

This time my right thigh stung in shock making me jolt my body to the side trying to get away from the terrifying hurt though the ropes held me in place. Once again came the feeling of her warm breasts resting against my thighs and the corona of her hair as she pressed tongue against my flesh licking away at the part she had just slapped.

“I can taste the salt of your sweat. This scares you more than even my gun. That’s good, give me all of your fear. I want to swallow it whole.” She shifted and I felt her hot breath against my neck as she whispered into my ear, her breasts resting against my own as she said “I want to drink every last bit of pain that nightmare bitch poured into that little girl’s heart. After I’ve sucked out the poison, I plan to savor the flavor of you, pure and vulnerable, fully for myself.”

I felt another slap against my belly, a bit lower this time on my abdomen than before. She bent over me, and I felt her head sensually close to my crotch as she licked across my lower abdomen. Already, the pain started to lessen. Not in the sense that she struck me less harshly, in each case it had been a rapid, painful slap against my flesh, but rather in that her words and tongue simultaneously soothed my terror, if not my actual pain.

“Experiencing pain was never something you deserved.” Lisa said quietly before I felt the spoon land with brutal speed against my left breast, stinging my nipple and causing me to squeal into my gag. In the next moment, her face was at my breast licking and suckling at my flesh even going so far as too lick wet, and then blow a cooling breeze of her breath across, my sore nipple.

“Remember, you’re not being punished by your mother. Only tortured by a criminal.” Lisa said her breath sounding emotional and raspy almost as if she were crying herself before I felt the spoon strike my right breast sending a welt of pain through my body and making my head and shoulders snap upwards only to be restricted by the ropes around my wrists. More licking and sensual ministrations as Lisa said “your pain tastes delicious, Carla. Thank you so much for letting me drink it. I can’t wait to meet the real you on the other side of this dark tunnel. I have such wonderful things in store for her. You’re over halfway there, my love. Keep walking.”

I felt a stinging slap fall on my left side of my belly and Lisa kneeling over me licking away at the pain as soon as it came. Some deranged part of her plan was starting to crystalize into insane reality within my mind. My soul felt unnaturally warmed by a pervasive sense of trust I felt growing up within me for her. Same as my mother had done, Lisa was beating me with a wooden spoon. But the two women could not be any more different. I pondered what she planned to do with me once she had stripped away the terror and trauma from my heart with this beating. Oddly enough, I found myself looking forward to it and didn’t even flinch as the spoon struck the right side of my belly. Instead, I leaned into the pain to feel her warm, soft tongue licking against my flesh soothing away the trauma as she went. In my mind the little girl pinned to a bathroom floor by her mother whimpering in terror started to dissolve into the adult woman tied to a bed by a criminal…

…no… not a criminal.

A criminal steals your wallet or takes your womanhood for pleasure. The relationship Lisa and I shared could not be simplified down to purely criminal and victim. Yes, she had kidnapped me but what really is the difference between a kidnapping and a rescue when one is trudging their way through life not sure of the point of waking up tomorrow anyhow. 


Another slap, this one square in the middle of my chest against my sternum leaving a hollow thud of pain which drove the air from my lungs briefly before I regained my breath and felt her licking away at me once more. 

“One last hit, Carla. This will be the worst, but the last step always is. There is one part of you which will experience the most powerful of pain and I am going to lick ever last drop of it out of you.” I felt the wooden spoon rest ominously against my pussy as Lisa slowly rubbed it against me making my soft and doomed labial lips dance along with the instrument which would soon destroy them. I began panting and trembling in terror. “I’m letting you know where I’m going to strike next, so you can fully experience the terror of it.” Not even my mother had struck me there. The thought of a brutal blow from a wooden spoon against my delicate womanhood made my heart pound loud in my chest and my mind careen under the tidal wave of fear.

I felt Lisa’s breath against my face as she leaned over me. “Fear… I can smell it on you Carla. Yes, I’m going to hit you right on your pussy and it is going to be the most painful experience of your life. Are you afraid? Do be. Feel the fear washing over you. Drink in the agony over what I’m going to do to you. Go ahead and let the terror fill your mind, heart, and soul.”

I whimpered and shuddered against the ropes as she continued by placing a warm hand right in the middle of my chest. She lowered it slowly across my body as she said, “let that fear wash right through you, cleaning away all the pain and trauma of your life. You are going to experience the worst thing that can ever happen to you. It’s going to happen and there’s nothing you can do to stop it. Let that terrify you. Concentrate that terror into this one moment so I can drink it right out of your soul. I’m going to hurt you worse than what she did. That nightmare creature of your past, which called itself your mother, no longer has the power to hurt you. I’m the one who has that power now. I’m the only one who gets to tell your body when it is to experience fear and when it is to experience pain. I’m the one controlling your body and your mind, and I’m to squeeze every last drop of pain, fear, and agony out of you in this one…

Final…

Hit.”

I’m not sure if I blacked out for a moment or if it really was the sensation of fear washing through my soul ripping away the vestiges of terror-induced power the ghost of my mother’s past held over me. When it passed, however, my pussy screamed with pain as the resounding slap sounded in my ears. I felt terror that I might lose control of my bladder as my captor plunged her face, headless of the disgusting peril she faced, down onto my crotch. I wailed and bucked at the simultaneous experience of traumatic pain and blissful pleasure which danced a tango between my womanhood as her soft, pink tongue smoothly pressed deep into my pussy before retracting out from it again and sliding across my sorely battered clit. She slathered a layer of wet saliva across my aching womanhood and plunged in again as I felt her cheeks press hard against my labial lips spreading them as she drank deep from the core of my womanhood. I’m not sure how she did it to me, but it truly felt like she drank me… all of me. My head collapsed back, and my mind could conjure neither moan of pleasure nor scream of pain as she drank my trauma and terror right out of my womanhood.

A wooden spoon, my most dreaded tool of torture had just been used to strike my most sensitive of vaginal parts, the one part of my body every other part is designed to protect…

…and yet.

I felt oddly freed. Like a fruit which had been cut open so it’s juice could leak out the pressure which had been welling within my soul ever since childhood opened up and gave itself over to my captor who drank greedily from it licking vehemently against my pussy causing the pain to subside under the torrent of her tongue. Eventually, I curried the strength to stretch my legs open as wide as I could against the ropes in opposition to my earlier efforts to clamp them shut. My last defenses fell and a desire to let her have me… all of me… served as my last, fluttering flag of a thought in my destroyed brain. The scarf tied about my mouth and eyes felt chill as I had wetted it through completely in both locations during her purge of my pain. Eventually, the pain subsided in my pussy, but the pleasure remained as she continued licking away at me reaching up occasionally to rub my belly or squeeze one of my breasts.

The traumatized screams that had descended to silence now grew into moans of pleasure within my gag as she continued drinking deep from my womanhood. No longer bound by fear of pain or humiliation, as she had already humiliated and hurt me the worst possible way imaginable, I let myself go into her power and rode the wave of what she was doing to my body as pleasure grew within me. As my legs began to quake and pace quickened in desire rather than fear, I felt her head pull away. I pondered if this meant she would strike me again and settled on accepting such a brutal blow as nothing more than a further sign of her love as I felt trust in the fact that whatever pain she inflicted on me she would drink away just as quickly as she swallowed up my traumatized heart letting the unsavory bits of my existence digest away in her belly. She did not strike me, however, rather I felt the bed shift and flex as she stepped over top of me on it. I felt hands against my wrists and soon she untied my hands leaving my legs and other bands intact.

“There we go, I can taste that I’ve drunk down all your pain and fear. Time for us to meet and for me to take possession of you in your purest and most vulnerable form.”

I felt her hands pull my wrists down and to my side, leaving them still tied together as her arm wrapped under the back of my neck. She lifted my body up a bit, and I felt her warm legs slide into place under me as she lay me down across her lap holding one hand behind my head to steady it as she untied the knot about my mouth with her other saying “shhh… it’s okay little one. Mommy’s here.”

I felt the gag pull wetly away from my mouth, although I still wore the blindfold portion of the scarf about my eye. I felt her warm, swollen breast bump against my chin, and she shifted her chest towards me saying “go ahead and suckle, little one. You’re safe now.”

In a cerebral daze, I turned my head towards her and found her nipple with my lips. I drew it within feeling the warmth of her thick legs below my back and her warm breast resting against my face as I suckled at her nipple sweetly.

“Good girl.” Lisa whispered to me. I continued suckling, too purged of my past, my pain, and my fear to shield my heart with over analysis of the psychological implications of my breast-feeding from the criminal who had just bound and beat me. Indeed, I felt like a child laying there in my naked, adult woman body with my legs bound wide open and my swollen pussy laying out wide ready for pain or pleasure.

Lisa moaned lightly whispering in her own voice “god that does feel good.” She then transitioned back into a maternally falsetto as she said to me, “oh, good girl, you are my good girl. That scary woman in your mind, she was never your mother. That was just a bad nightmare you had, honey. You’re awake now and I’m your mommy. I love you and you’re wonderful just the way you are.”

Normally, I would recoil in terror at how such words struck a chord within my heart, but she had already drank all my terror down, so I none left to recoil in. Instead, I leaned into it moaning slightly in appreciation at her breast as I continued to blindly suckle away at her delicious nipple. I felt her left hand descend across my body as she said, “you’re smart, you’re beautiful, you’re strong and so incredibly sexy. I’m going to give you an extra special reward tonight. I want you to go ahead and enjoy this as much as you possibly can. Just let it flow through your body and feel every last drop of it fill you up.” I felt her lean over me as she whispered, “you go ahead and keep suckling on my breast, little one. Let my big warm mommy body take care of you so you can relax and enjoy this treat of mine.”

I felt her fingers spread open my labial lips as she reached down across my body. I whimpered as she drew her finger across my clit sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. “Shhh… good girl. Keep suckling mommy while I give you a nice, big, warm, orgasm. If you need to let go to moan or scream, that’s okay, just come right back to my breast once you’re done so you can keep suckling like a good girl.”

I breathed hard through my nose against the soft tissue of the side of her breast as her finger spiraled seductively around my clitoris sensually arousing my desire and pleasure as it went. She continued saying “this is what you deserve, Carla. This is what you have always deserved. You deserve to be cared for, pleasured, and seduced. Now be a good girl and let mommy put your beautiful little body in paradise so she can see you swing and play. I drank a lot of poison out of you, and I would be happy to do so again if you need me to later. But for now, I’m looking forward to watching you dance along in paradise. I’ll be so happy for you and proud. Just like a mother smiles when she sees her child running happy on the playground, I will be smiling as I feel your powerful body shaking as you dance along the clouds in orgasm here on my lap.”

Her finger drew quicker and so did my breath. I released her nipple to gasp out a shuddering breath, but she tucked her arm in close pulling my face to her breast. I opened wide and suckled once again on her nipple “Shhh… good girl. Keep suckling and when you’re ready I want you to show mommy how big of an orgasm you can have.”

My body flexed and shook as the cords bit into my ankles while my pussy sang with pleasure at her touch and the upper half of me felt as comfortable as a baby at its mother’s breast. With a few more strokes, my well seduced womanhood unleashed its torrent, and I released my hold on her nipple to arch my head back blindly releasing an animalistic scream into the room as every nerve in my body sizzled and snapped with pleasure which overwhelmed me even more than the pain had earlier. Lisa kept stroking as she said, “good girl, scream it out big girl. Mommy’s so proud of you. Do you have another orgasm in there? Let’s see if we can get another one out of you good girl. You deserve to be quivering with pleasure at mommy’s little treat. Let’s see if we can make you dance on the clouds even longer.”

I felt her hand shift as she twisted it about pressing her middle two fingers into my pussy as she stroked my clit with her thumb. Rather than feeling my pleasure descend, it crescendoed once again verging on orgasmic intensity that border lined pain and tickling sensation as my screams died in my throat and I latched onto her nipple once more suckling away to ground myself onto some sensation as my body convulsed and spasmed out of my control. “Shhh… good job little girl. Mommy’s proud of you.”

I felt the pleasure descending as Lisa slowed the pace of her stroke letting my body gently rest back down from its state of ultimate pleasure. She did this until she stopped all together and pulled her fingers out from me merely resting her hand on top of my vulva keeping my pussy warm with her palm. Finding solace and comfort in her breast, I continued suckling as she spoke, “Mommy has been proud of you ever since she first laid eyes on you. I love my beautiful, powerful, sweet, wonderful little girl. If I could have anything I want in this world, it would be to keep you like this for the rest of your life. I would have you in an eternal state of comfort and pleasure for so long that you don’t even remember what happened to you from before this day, rather than as a horrible little nightmare that you woke up from and entered your new life with a new mommy who loves you. If I could have what I want, that’s how this beautiful, powerful woman who deserves all the love and pleasure in the world would live…” Her voice broke up a bit and she sniffed as she said “…but mommy can’t get what she wants.” I felt little drops of wetness strike my cheek and I realized that my captor was crying.

She continued, “mommy has to go live in a concrete box. And you’ll have to go back to that cold apartment and miserable job. My sweet little baby will have to face rent and debt and all the horrors of this world, but mommy won’t be there to…” Lisa whimpered, and I felt her hand leave my pussy as I assume she reached up to wipe tears away from her eyes as she continued “…well… I shouldn’t ruin the time I do have with you thinking about tomorrow. Just know that as mommy is in that concrete box, she’ll be thinking about you and smiling. That’s not a threat from a criminal, it’s a promise from a woman who adores you. I love you, Carla, I always will.”

I felt her press lips against my cheek kissing it sweetly as my body relaxed into her. We lay like that for a while, me occasionally giving halfhearted little suckles at her breast, her sitting there sighing. At long last she said, “I can’t put off the inevitable.” I felt her hand stroke my face and I broke from her breast looking up at her even though I couldn’t see her through the blindfold.

“Carla, I’m going to release your bonds and open your eyes again. I’m sorry I have to bring you back out into the real world here, but time keeps moving forward and I have no choice. I hope you can forgive me.”

I nodded.

“Sweet girl.” Lisa said and she tipped my head up kissing my lips sensually. She released the kiss and caressed my cheek as she continued “please don’t ask me anything about what I did to you while you were blindfolded. I’m not brave enough to talk about it, okay? Just… I’m a madwoman. Okay? I’m absolutely fucking looney-tunes. Everything that just happened was nothing more than a bunch of batshit crazy from a psychotic freak. There’s no reason to ask ‘why’ on any of what I did to you. We’ll leave it at that.”

“It actually help-” I started to say.

“Shhh!” Lisa hissed at me sharply making me fall quiet.

“We won’t talk about it. Okay? I can’t face you and… you… at the same time. I can either have my way with your bound, gagged, and blindfolded body, or I can talk to you as an adult. I can’t do both. It’s like looking into the sun. You’re too bright, it will hurt the eyes of my soul.”

I nodded and replied softly “I understand.” I regretted not being able to tell her how much healing her ‘batshit-crazy’ had just worked inside my broken mind, but I suspected she secretly knew.

The room looked incredibly bright as she drew the blindfold away from my eyes tossing it casually to the floor. She took my hands in her own and untied my wrists saying, “if you feel like killing me in the middle of the night, just know that it will be okay. I would prefer if you woke me up and turn the lights on so I can look in your eyes one last time before you plunge a blade into my heart or blow my brains out with my gun, but I understand if you don’t.” She lifted me up and slid out from under me. She grunted slightly as she had been sitting there with me on her lap for a long time before she staggered over to the bottom of the bed and untied my feet saying, “if you want to escape and call the police that’s fine. I’m probably not fit to be walking around free in society anyhow.”

She reached down and helped me sit up on the side of the bed. I rubbed my aching legs as she sat down next to me heavily with a sad smile on her face and a defeated glaze in her eyes as she said “you can do anything you want. I’m not going to stop you.”

“Lisa.”

“Yes?”
 

“Can I use your bathroom?”

“Sure. I left the gun in there and the phone is on the table next to the hallway by the kitchen. The number you want is 9-1-1.”

It felt odd to be walking naked through someone else’s house but the whole evening had felt odd already, so this was no change. I saw the pistol lying alongside a pile of clothing in the bathroom as I sat down to relieve myself. I pursed my lips as I looked at it thoughtfully before whispering “it belongs to Lisa. I shouldn’t touch it.”

After wiping and rinsing off my face with a bit of water from her sink, I returned to her bedroom to see her still sitting there on the side of the bed.

“How long until the cops get here?” She asked.

“I didn’t call them.” I replied.

She turned to look at me and ran her eyes down along my body with a sad smile. “I guess I get to have a little more time with you then.” She said. “Yes, you do.”

Her lips parted into a small smile, and she said, “can I sleep with you… and I don’t mean sex, we did that but just… sleep with you.”

“Yeah. I would like that.” I replied softly. She crawled in under the blankets of her bed still fully naked and I lay down in the bed next to her adjusting my head on her slightly awkwardly thick pillow. We lay like that, side by side, for a moment before she asked, “if the cops aren’t coming, can I hold you from behind?”

“I would like that.” I replied. I rolled onto my side and wiggled my body back towards her. I felt her warm, soft chest compress against my back and her thighs tuck in underneath my legs as she curled around me. I felt something poke under my head and I lifted it as she threaded her arm underneath my pillow and wrapped her other arm around my waist hugging her hand about my belly.

“If you have any nightmares tonight, just wake me up and I’ll massage your breasts and pussy until you fall back asleep. Okay?” She whispered in my ear.

“Okay.”

She nuzzled her face into my back lovingly saying, “a beautiful woman like you deserves to have good dreams.”

“Shit! I’m late for class!” I gasped out into the dim light of her bedroom. I snapped my head back and forth in shock for a moment before I saw Lisa snoring groggily on the bed next to me and remembered that I was no longer in school, and also had been kidnapped. I breathed a sigh of relief and leaned back into the bed contemplating if this constituted a nightmare worthy of waking up Lisa so we could have sex again. Before I could carry this thought out too far, an alarm went off on a phone in the bathroom.

“Huh?” Lisa mumbled as she lifted her head.

She blinked at me blearily and patted my shoulder saying “oh, Carla. Did we sleep all night?”

“Looks like it.”

She nodded and sat up slowly working her way off the bed as I rolled out as well. She yawned as she staggered down the hallway to the bathroom. She closed the door behind her, and I heard the sound of water hitting water as she urinated. The phone alarm turned off as well and Lisa muttered “huh? She left my gun right here. God why did I buy the stupid thing.”

I stood in thought for a moment before shrugging and heading off to her kitchen. I walked by the phone and looked in her freezer not trusting myself to cook anything save for the most banal of convenience food. To my shock, instead of a human head, she had a box of freezer waffles in there, so I plucked a few out and put them in her toaster. After a short while, she came out from the bathroom now wrapped in a loose robe, and she plopped down at the table. I sensed her eyes on my naked body as I busied myself about in her kitchen preparing coffee as well.

“God, could you imagine what it would be like to be married. Having someone to care for and to care for you, sleeping next to their warm body every night, sharing meals together all the time, the two of you can have sex any time you both want it.” She blurted out with a languid sigh.

I looked at her and she gave me a soft smile saying, “don’t mind me. I’m just staring at you cooking naked in my kitchen while fantasizing about something I can never have.” I chuckled and finished up the coffee and waffles plating them out unceremoniously in mismatched cups and saucers. I alighted my naked body gingerly upon one of her kitchen chairs.

“Thank you.” Lisa said as she took a bite out of one of the waffles while drinking a bit of coffee.

“Sorry it’s not very fancy. I never really learned how to cook beyond just heating stuff up. My mom always said…” Lisa reached out and clamped her hand over my own. I looked up into her eyes and she said firmly “breakfast is delicious, and you served it gorgeously. Thank you.” I gave her a small smile, which she returned.

I stared wistfully out the car window as my own car came into view. We had not spoken since getting into her car and this time I rode in the front no longer relegated to the trunk. After spending so much time in relative nudity, I felt awkward in my own clothing freshly returned to me by my captor. Lisa parked in next to my own car and said, “well, as promised. I brought you back to exactly where I dropped you off. I’ll let you go so you can call the cops, tell them your story, and head to work. I’m going home to wait for them to come get me.”

“I’m not calling the police.” I replied.

She looked at me carefully and I looked back at her.

“Carla, I kidnapped you at gunpoint. I stripped, bound, beat, and sexually assaulted you. I committed at least a dozen felonies last night.”

“and it was the best night of my life.” I replied feeling determination grow in my voice.

Lisa bowed her head and said in a tone of exasperation “Carla, you don’t have to protect me. I knew I was going to prison after this. I should be in prison after this. I’m a menace to society.”

I took this in thoughtfully and said, “I won’t call the cops, on one condition.”

“What?” Lisa asked.

I leaned over the center console of her car and kissed her sweetly on the lips before saying “you kidnap me again this Friday.”

“Huh?”

I gave her a smug little smile and said, “you heard me. This time I’ll bring an overnight bag and we can spend all weekend enjoying felonies together. Hell, maybe I’ll even pack a sexy little dress and you can kidnap me out to a fancy restaurant for romantic date.”

Lisa looked off thoughtfully for a moment with her eyes distant and scared. I reached up and cupped her cheek with my hand saying, “Look, Lisa. I know this is weird. I’m not sure what this is or who we are, but the thought of having you in my life is filing my heart with joy and I can’t imagine feeling joy like that again if you’re trapped in a concrete box. If you want to dive down this rabbit hole together with me and see where it leads, just say ‘I’ll abduct you Friday.’”

Lisa took this in thoughtfully and quietly replied,

“I’ll abduct you Friday.”
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