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Jessi Bond

KIDNAPPED BY THE DRIVER



Let me start by saying I’m not proud of what I’ve done.
That’s neither here nor there, but I felt like I should get it out there before I start. It’ll be easy to dismiss me as a cold, hard bitch who deserves every bad thing that happens to her. And maybe that’s not wrong. But all the same, I think it’s important to say.
I didn’t intend to marry a mobster. I wasn’t born into it, wasn’t raised in it — unlike a lot of women who end up in my shoes, it was a choice I made, somewhere along the line. I don’t remember the exact moment, the exact realization, but at some point I obviously made a choice. Maybe I should have made a different one.
The thing about living a life of crime is that eventually, looking over your shoulder just becomes second nature. Except for the occasional scare, you don’t really spend a lot of time worrying about getting caught. You’re cautious, always, like when you’re speeding down the highway and keeping an eye out for the flashing lights, but it’s not some constant sense of foreboding or anything like that. There’s no point in worrying about it anyway. It’s true what they say, about how you never hear the bullet with your name on it.
After a while, my husband and I settled into a routine. I knew he had at least one girlfriend and some others on the side, but I never really let it bother me — I wasn’t exactly aching for his cock, anyway. If he came home with no interest in fucking me, then that was just fine.
One morning, he came into the kitchen and told me he was hiring a new personal driver. I remember the moment so clearly — the sun streaming in through the filmy curtains, the sticky feeling of egg whites on my hands as I cracked the shells to make our breakfast. We didn’t see many new faces in our circle of employees and friends, so I made a point of studying the driver’s face as he stepped into the kitchen behind my husband.
He was handsome, especially when he smiled, but the smile quickly disappeared and he didn’t respond to my greeting. I asked him if he’d like some eggs, and he shook his head tersely, his hands tucked neatly into the pockets of his leather jacket. He was a shorter man than my husband, more slender, yet more muscular in build. I thought I saw sadness in his eyes, but I couldn’t be sure. He was very still. He hardly moved a muscle, hardly even blinked, the whole time he stood in the kitchen and waited for my husband to finish his breakfast.
After that day, he was a fixture in our house. He always came inside in the mornings when he arrived to pick up my husband and take him on his collections, and any other time my husband needed to go somewhere where it might be dangerous to be alone. I grew used to the sight of him standing in the corner, in my kitchen, in my living room, and even, occasionally, in my bedroom.
I didn’t want for much in my life. I had everything that money could buy. But it wasn’t long before the driver’s face was on my mind more often than it ought to have been, memories of his rare smile, the black leather driving gloves he wore, the way his body looked under the jeans and white tee-shirts that he habitually wore. When he took off his jacket, which was rare, I was treated to the sight of his wiry, well-muscled arms. Before I knew what had happened to me, I was fingering myself to thoughts of his gloved hands touching my sodden cunt, bringing me to climax in the passenger seat of my husband’s luxury car. I had fantasies of leaving with him, running off to Spain, to Australia, to Japan, somewhere far away, taunting my husband as we sped away, never to answer to him again.
I’d never heard the driver speak more than three words together, but I didn’t let that get in the way of my wild flights of fancy. I imagined that I saw great depths of feeling in his eyes, compassion and decency that was rare in my circle of acquaintances. With him, I felt I could be a better person.
I allowed myself to have these thoughts. Surely they were harmless, after all. What could come of them?
I allowed myself to be blind.
My husband never told me much of his business, but he did tell me when to expect him back. That way, if something went wrong, I could make the necessary phone calls to his associates to go after him. So when he didn’t return from some unexplained “business” one night, I waited half an hour and called his right-hand man, just as I had been instructed. A few hours later, the right-hand man squealed into the driveway and my husband came stumbling in through the front door, looking like he’d been run over with a truck.
By this time, I knew better than to ask questions.
I helped him nurse his wounds as best I could; as far as I could tell, it was nothing serious, just bumps and scratches and bruises. Once he was bandaged and nursing a glass of scotch, I asked him what had happened to the driver.
He gave me a dark look.
“I had to let him go,” he said.
I knew enough to fear the worst.
Weeks went by in a haze. I went through the motions of our normal life, and I doubt my husband noticed the difference, absorbed as he was in his own business and completely disinterested in mine. I thought of the driver’s face, convinced I would never see it again. When I was absolutely sure that I was alone, I cried.
It was ridiculous to say that I “missed” him. I didn’t even know the man. I had convinced myself that I knew him, but he was a stranger to me — and, evidently, to my husband as well.
And now, most likely, he was dead.
I remember the night he came back, as clearly as if it were yesterday.
My husband had gone away to take care of some business in the city, so I was alone in the house. He never worried about leaving me, so I never worried either, assuming, as he did, that no one would be bold enough to harm the boss’s wife. So when I was sure I heard the click of a door opening downstairs, I wrote it off as a trick of the night.
I hardly even smelled the chloroform before I went unconscious.
* * *
I woke up to the sensation of my head splitting open. I soon realized that my head was, in fact, all in one piece — it was just an ache, albeit the worst I’d ever had. My throat also hurt, and I tasted metal, and I was in a moving car. All of these sensations came to me gradually as I came to full consciousness, and then I turned and saw the driver.
It was, in fact, the driver.
I swallowed with an effort.
“I thought you were dead.”
He didn’t take his eyes off of the road. “I’m not.”
I shifted in my seat, soon realizing that my hands and feet were bound with coarse rope. I felt a stab of fear in my chest.
This man was just another ruthless criminal, just like my husband. How could I have ever been so stupid as to think differently? He was going to use me as leverage for something that he wanted, and he didn’t care that I was even a person — I was just a pawn in whatever game he was playing with my husband.
I felt humiliated and ashamed, hot tears leaking out of the corners of my eyes as the harsh ropes cut into my skin. We left the main streets after a while and ended up travelling through the woods on rough gravel roads, just as it was beginning to get dark, the glowing eyes of wolves and bobcats staring at me from the trees. It occurred to me for the first time that I might not be leverage after all. Maybe he was just going to kill me.
There was no reading the driver. He was as calm and taciturn as he’d ever been, revealing nothing, his face blank as he finally pulled off into a makeshift driveway in front of a rough-hewn log cabin.
He sat there for a while in his seat, not moving, until he finally spoke.
“I’m sorry, Rose.”
I’d never realized that he knew my name.
* * *
The inside of the cabin was sparse and cold, just a cot and a few chairs and a small table. He took me to use the outhouse when I asked, standing close outside the door, so close I could hear him breathing. He’d untied my feet so that I could walk, but he kept a vice grip on my arm as we walked, and I knew that was no chance I would escape from him.
He tied me to one of the chairs when we went back inside, his eyes occasionally flicking to my face, gauging my reaction. When I winced, he loosened the ropes.
Perhaps I’d been right about him, after all.
After a while, I said:
“He’ll come looking for me.”
The driver fixed me with an impassive stare.
“I’m counting on it.”
That was all he said for a while. He brought me a drink of water, then some candy when he heard my stomach growling.
My hands and feet were beginning to grow numb, and my whole body was cramping from being held in the same position for so long.
“Please untie me,” I said. “It hurts.”
He gave me a long look, then began methodically working at the knots. I could hardly believe my luck. I still didn’t think I could seriously get away, but being untied was just one step closer.
When I stood, he took hold of my arm again and jerked me over to the cot, slamming me down on the mattress with a sudden movement that took my breath away. He came down after me, leaning down on the bed, his knee between my thighs.
“What did he do with the money, Rose?”
His hand pressed against my throat, not hard enough to choke me, but enough to remind me that he could. I gagged and tried to speak; he let up, just a little.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
He sighed, frustrated.
“He had to have told somebody.”
“Why don’t you try asking one of his business partners? He doesn’t tell me anything.”
“Where do you think I went before I came for you?”
I felt an icy grip of fear on my heart. If he’d already got to my husband’s closest friends, this man was more formidable than I could have imagined. The cold feeling shivered through my whole body, coming to settle between my legs, of all places, and I realized belatedly that my cunt was throbbing.
I licked my lips and regarded the driver. He was as handsome as ever, little beads of sweat travelling down the sides of his face. Obviously, my husband had done him wrong. Even within the world of organized crime there were still rules, expectations, and I’d always known that my husband tended to do whatever he wanted regardless of what was expected of him. But with the driver, it seemed like he’d finally crossed the wrong man.
I scooted my hips forward. I was only wearing a nightgown, flimsy and lace-trimmed, and soon my pussy was pressed directly against the fabric of his jeans. I rubbed against him shameless, not quite sure if I was just trying to distract him, or if this was really what I wanted. To fuck this man, this mysterious driver with no name, who was holding me for ransom in the middle of the woods as leverage against my no-good husband who didn’t give a shit about my happiness.
There was a moment where he was thrown off-balance, looking at me like he just wasn’t sure what the fuck I was doing. Then he was there with me, leaning down, his hand still pressed against my throat, his tongue flicking out to run up the length of my face, marking me. I felt a chill there as his saliva dried on my cheek.
When he released me and stood, I made a move to come after him, but he put his hand on my chest and pushed me back down.
“Stay.”
He came back with the ropes, but this time it excited me, the idea of feeling the fibers against my skin. He grabbed me by the hips and roughly flipped me onto my stomach, lashing my hands behind my back and pulling me up so that my ass was in the air, my face pressed into the musty pillow. I moaned aloud, not even caring if he knew how much I’d wanted him, and for how long. He pushed my nightgown up past my waist, exposing my ass and pussy to his penetrating gaze. Then, to my surprise, instead of the hot hard press of his cock, I felt his tongue flick underneath me and lick a hot wet stripe from my clit to the back of my cunt.
I shuddered and almost collapsed, but he held me up, his fingers keeping a bruising grip on my hips as he lapped at my cunt like his life depended on it. I clenched fistfuls of the blanket and cried out wordlessly, shuddering and clenching, coming within minutes on his tongue,  spurts of fluid coming out of me and pooling on the bedclothes.
When he withdrew, the first words out of his mouth were:
“Shut up.”
He leaned forward, slamming his cock into my hot, dripping pussy and clenching his hand around my mouth in one movement. I bit at his fingers as he thrust into me again and again, fucking me ruthlessly with his hot, hard dick, slamming deeper than I’d ever felt it in my life. His other hand left my hip and grabbed onto my hair, jerking my head back, sending shivers of pleasure up and down my spine. Every breath was a grunt as he fucked the very breath out of me.
I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been fucked like this, or if I ever had. I could hardly remember my own name. After a while, he released my hair, and I was almost disappointed until I felt his hand come down with a loud smack on my ass.
I moaned my pleasure into the pillow and he hit me again, again and again, every strike reverberating in my clit and making me breathless. Impossibly, I felt spirals of pleasure building again, and every smack of his hand against my reddening ass cheeks just made them spiral higher.
“You like this?” he said, finally.
I managed a quiet “mmhmm.”
He just spanked me harder, spurred on by my moans, which soon grew into hoarse yells as I felt myself come again, going vice-tight around his huge cock. I would have screamed his name if I knew what it was.
He slipped out of my sopping cunt after I was done, giving me one more smack just for good measure. For a minute I didn’t know what he was going to do; then, I heard him spit onto his fingers and I didn’t know whether to feel frightened, or elated.
He jammed two fingers inside my asshole without any preamble, shoving into me ferociously, scissoring them open against my tight muscles and ignoring my pained noises. I never told him to stop, although I felt like he would have obeyed me, and soon the burn of pain became something a little more ambiguous. I had never granted this to any man, always told myself I was saving it for someone special, and if this wasn’t the occasion then I didn’t know what was.
Just as I’d grown used to his fingers, he slipped them out and replaced them with his cock, still rock-hard and bigger than I’d ever had. It pressed insistently at my ass, refusing to take no for an answer, and I tried to relax and bare down on him. Inch by agonizing inch, his cock slid into my asshole, filling me so completely and I felt I might burst in two. When he was buried to the hilt, he stopped for a moment, giving my body a moment to adjust. I struggled to breathe.
He finally began to move, very slowly, and I felt as if every nerve ending in my body was on fire. Every little thrust of his cock was sending shocks of sensation through me. I was beginning to understand why people liked doing this; it was unlike anything I’d felt before, more intense than the best sex I’d ever had. It was almost too much to handle, but I gritted my teeth and moaned my way through it, moans becoming screams as he began to thrust harder and faster into my ass. Before I realized what was happening I heard myself yelling at him, urging him to fuck me harder, my hand drifting down to my swollen pussy to stroke my needy clit while he fucked me in the ass. He slapped my hand away, growling wordlessly, and I understood. I was only to take the pleasure that he gave to me.
He made a surprised, pleased little noise at reaching between my legs and finding me still so wet, so ready for him. He stroked me steadily, in rhythm with his hips, until I came again, screaming myself hoarse as I closed my eyes and saw starbursts. I wrenched my head around to look at him, and he brought his hand up to his lips and licked my fluids off of his fingers.
After what felt like forever, he began to lose his rhythm, his hips jerking of their own accord, and I felt the head of his cock flare and swell inside my ass. I cried out at the sharp sensation, and he stopped, exhaling harshly as his cock pulsed and spurting hot come inside me.
He pulled out, stepped away, leaving me cold and alone on the bed. I heard him go over to the wash basin and splash some water on himself; he returned a few moments later, with more rope, binding my ankles together and lying on the bed beside me.
“Don’t you trust me?” I asked.
“Would you?” he said, a spark of humor in his eyes that I had never seen before.
“All right,” I said. “I’ll give you that.”
His smile had an impish quality that was also strange to me. It seemed like he was enjoying having me like this, helpless and at his mercy, in a way that he hadn’t been expecting. But he welcomed it all the same, and hell, so did I. My husband had never made me feel like this. No man had.
We slept together on the cot, curled up like lovers.
* * *
The next day came and went, and still my husband hadn’t come for me. The driver still kept me tied up most of the time, but he was at least giving me real food now, jerky and cheese and crusty bread. That night he tied me up securely and laid beside me again, but I could feel the hard insistent press of his dick against my ass.
“You want me,” I said. A statement, not a question.
“Of course,” he said.
“What do you want?”
He seemed to consider this for a while.
“Suck my cock,” he said, finally, getting to his feet and standing at the edge of the bed.
I maneuvered myself into a seated position as he pulled his dick out of his jeans. It was the first time I’d gotten a good look at it; it was as big as it had felt in my pussy and ass, long and stiff, and as he pushed it towards me I opened my mouth as far as I could and swallowed him down. He guided himself in, his other hand coming around to grip my hair. I moaned around the mouthful of his cock as he held my head steady, fucking my mouth, his cock hitting my back of my throat with every thrust. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes and I could hardly breathe, but I loved every second of it, being helpless in this man’s hands.
Before long his breathing grew almost as harsh as mine, and I knew he couldn’t last. Saliva leaked from my mouth as I kept it slack for him, my tongue caressing the head of his cock every time it passed. My jaw was beginning to hurt, and I felt lightheaded, when he mustered a few more sloppy thrusts and filled my mouth with long hot spurts of jizz. I swallowed obediently, licking him clean as he withdrew.
I swore I could see fondness in his eyes as he touched the side of my face. But I’ve been wrong before.
After that, he lay down beside me and told me about the job he’d gone on with my husband. How he’d been promised a share, how my husband had turned on him, tried to kill him, and failed. He needed the money — for what, he wouldn’t say. But I could tell from the sad haunted look on his face that the cash wasn’t for him — not really. Maybe he had kids somewhere, or a friend who needed help. I didn’t want to ask him. I didn’t feel that it was my place.
That night, as I lay awake next to him, I tried to imagine my husband bursting into the room, guns blazing. I tried to imagine myself going with him, going back to our home, and I couldn’t quite picture it. Instead, when I pictured my immediate future, I saw myself and the driver going back there together, with an aim to steal back what was rightfully his. And after he took his share, and then some, I would taunt my husband just like I’d dreamed. I’d remind him of everything he was missing, everything he’d chosen to ignore.
And the driver and I would leave together, for Spain, or Australia, or Japan. Some place where we could have a life together.
Some place where he would never find us.
* * *
If you’ve enjoyed this story, check out the sequels:
Owned by the Driver(M/f Cuckolding)
Kidnapped by her husband’s sexy driver, an unhappy mafia wife has started to fall for her captor. But when they return to her husband’s house to steal the driver’s share of the big take, the driver seems hell-bent on doing a hands-on demonstration of how much she prefers his touch to her husband’s. How far is she willing to let it go? Warning — this story contains 4,306 words including hot m/f anal sex, frottage, exhibitionism, and cuckolding. For the mature reader only!
Tamed by the Driver (M/F Breeding)
After running away with her mobster husband’s sexy driver, Rose’s world is rocked when she learns that she is pregnant. But she’s even more surprised when she finds out the driver wants her to keep the baby — and loves her pregnant body, too. But her husband is hunting them. Will they ever be able to live without fear? Warning! This 5,000 word story contains breeding themes, oral sex, pregnant belly worship, tit fucking, and a pearl necklace. Adults only!
Or, take a look at Jessi’s bestseller:
Breeding with the Beast (M/F Monster Breeding)
Beauty’s heard tales of a fearsome beast living in the dark forest that now lies between her and home. But she always thought they were myths. Until now. When captured, she imagines she’ll go to any lengths to escape from his clutches — until she learns that he is human, and the victim of a terrible curse, who can only be freed if she agrees to bear his child. Will Beauty find it in her heart to free the beast? Warning! This story contains 6,700 words including kidnapping, imprisonment, monster sex, and breeding. Adults only!
- Excerpt -
The beast leaned down and nuzzled her breasts through the fabric of her dress, until she shivered and grabbed the fur on the sides of his head. He plucked hesitantly at the laces of her dress, his claws ill-equipped to unlace them properly. But when she sighed and arched encouragingly up towards him, he growled softly and ripped it open, just like in her dream.
As her dress fell away, she stretched out on the bed like a virgin sacrifice, feeling reckless and wanton. Her feelings for this beast didn’t make sense, and she didn’t want them to — she just wanted to feel him, wanted him to plant his seed inside of her. She pulled herself upright and reached out towards his hardening member, wanting to feel it twitch and grow in her hand. She could hardly get her fist around it, but she tried, relishing the soft noises he made as she stroked it clumsily. It was hot and stiff, and the head of it swelled a little as she watched.
On impulse, she leaned forward and lapped at it with her tongue, as he had done to her. He let out a shaky groan. He tasted musky, earthy, like something just picked out of the garden
Below his rod, a large sac hung low and heavy, like a prize stallion. Beauty reached down and cupped one of his balls in her hand, as well as she could, squeezing ever so gently. His claws flexed.
“Lie down,” he rumbled, and Beauty obeyed, collapsing back onto the mattress. He took hold of her legs, one in each hand, pushing them upwards so that her knees were slightly bent and her sex was completely exposed and open to him.
“This will hurt,” he said.
Beauty nodded and closed her eyes.
Read the rest now!
Or, check out some of Jessi’s other steamy stories!
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