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  I was in deep trouble. Someone had kidnapped me two days ago. I was still wearing the same white dress I’d had on when a man covered my mouth with a damp towel and dragged me into his van. I woke up hours later in a strange room without any idea of where I was. My captor hadn’t even told me his name.


  I only knew what I could see. The door with three deadbolt locks. The mattress on the floor. The lamp without a shade. An attached bathroom with everything removed that wasn’t screwed in place. At least I had the dignity of using a toilet. It could be worse. I could be shitting in a bucket.


  My body tensed when I heard the first lock. I thought of a million different ways to attack my captor, but I knew it was useless. I was a petite girl. He was tall, muscular, and could have me pinned to the ground in under five seconds. If I wanted to beat him, I’d have to use my mind.


  The door finally opened. The man I’d come to know with a lightly tanned face stepped into the room. I often wondered if he had Italian or Greek ancestors. I also wondered if he thought about me when that door was closed.


  Did he touch himself thinking about me? Was he gay? What did he like, and what did I have to do to get him on my side?


  “Here’s some dinner,” the man said in a monotone voice and dropped a tray to the floor. It was a wrapped lunchmeat sandwich, a juice pack, and a processed brownie dessert. I’d eaten the same meal five or six different times already. I was starting to lose track.


  “Thanks,” I said in a slutty purr. I was shaking with nerves but buried them deep. I had to see if this man was attracted to me. I had to see if there was even a chance of me using sex to get free from his hold. “I appreciate you bringing me dinner,” I said with a long pause, like I would have used his name if I knew it.


  “No problem,” the man grunted and turned to leave.


  “What’s your name?” I asked in a soft, submissive voice.


  He looked over his shoulder and stared into my eyes. “Doesn’t matter,” he said, but I could tell I was already cracking his shell.


  “Won’t you just tell me your name? What harm will it do?” I was shaking even harder, but I had to get this man on my side. He was clearly at the bottom of the food chain. I could probably give him more money than whatever gangster was paying him, but he’d have to take a chance and trust me.


  “My job is to drop off your tray, that’s it.”


  The man put his hand on the doorknob, but I couldn’t let him leave. Part of him wanted me. I saw it in his eyes.


  “How much are they paying you?”


  “Doesn’t matter,” the man grunted and stepped out of the door, leaving me feeling defeated and unsure how to proceed.
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  A full twelve hours passed. The sun fell and rose. The strange man would be coming any second, and I’d thought all night about what to do. When he opened the door, I was going to be waiting for him wearing nothing more than my filthy lingerie.


  It took about an hour of waiting, but then I finally heard those familiar footsteps. I was already undressed and quickly got into position, perching on the edge of the bed with my arms outstretched behind me. My plan was crazy, but I was desperate and willing to try anything to get me out of this situation.


  My father was a billionaire, but he didn’t care about me. He wouldn’t make any moves until people started giving him shit, making him feel guilty for his lost daughter. His failure. It wasn’t my fault I didn’t want to go to college and dropped out! They shouldn’t have pushed it on me. I told my parents a thousand times that I wasn’t interested.


  I wanted to become a photographer and maybe a fashion designer. I took classes at studios and had some of the best in the industry as tutors, but that wasn’t good enough for my parents. They wanted me to study business and follow in their footsteps. My mother didn’t bother with the day-to-day of the family business, but she had her MBA from an elite school and had the last word on any important decisions.


  I shook my hair and let my thoughts fade as the door slowly opened. The man tried to hide his surprise from finding me in lingerie but failed. I did my best to keep a straight face as I stared into the man’s brown eyes. He bit his top lip, stepping into the room with his eyes all over my body.


  “Like what you see?” I asked and placed my hand on my stomach, letting it glide toward my panties, which were getting surprisingly wet. If this man weren’t my captor, I’d honestly probably give him a chance. “Want to smell my panties? I bet they reek of my cunt.”


  The man coughed and folded his lips. He set the tray on the floor. It was the same sandwich and bullshit dessert as always. If I had to eat that bullshit the rest of my life, my life wouldn’t be long at all. There was no way! Not when I was used to eating delicious, home-cooked meals daily.


  I was wetter than even a few seconds before as I placed my fingers against my soaked panties. I pushed the fabric against my pussy, watching the man’s eyes widen as he stared.


  “I’ll let you smell them if you tell me your name.”


  The man shook his head. “You’ll get me killed, bitch!” He broke his eye contact and raced toward the door, but he didn’t leave. I knew then that I had him right where I wanted. I knew then that my womanly body was my ticket out of wherever they were keeping me.


  “If you help me, I can help you.”


  “No,” he said in a growl.


  “I can double whatever they’re paying you.”


  “The only way they’re letting me out of here is in a body bag. No pussy is worth that. Sorry.”


  I bit my lip as my pussy dried more quickly than a desert after a thunderstorm. What could I do to get this man on my side? What could I do to get him to help me? Money clearly wasn’t the answer.


  “What’s your fantasy?” I asked.


  The man glanced over his shoulder. “What do you mean?”


  “You know. Your sexual fantasies.”


  He looked up and down my body. I spread my legs wider, giving him a view of the goodies. He looked like he wanted to speak but couldn’t find the strength. I closed my legs and stood, walking across the room on my tiptoes. I gently placed my hand against the man’s muscular chest. I swear he was five-percent body fat.


  “Tell me what you want. If you help me, I’ll make your dreams come true,” I said as I caressed his chest with a single finger. “Tell me handsome. Stop being afraid to live.”


  The man grabbed my side, making me gasp from the surprise of his firm touch. He reached his fingers into the waistline of my panties and massaged the top of my ass. I’d never had a guy fuck me up the ass, but I would let him if it meant getting out of this disgusting room.


  I missed my fabulous closet of dresses and shoes. I missed my family’s several vacation properties, where I spent most of my days. These assholes had picked me up when I was walking home to our summer house in Michigan. My parents never used it, so I’d been spending my time there to escape the world in a small picturesque town by the lake.


  “You won’t want what I want.”


  “Try me,” I said in a breath.


  The man glanced at the door. He looked back at me, pulling me closer to his body. He bent his head and breathed on my neck. His touch was making me wet all over again, and I didn’t flinch when my strange captor reached his hand into my panties and held it against my drenched womanhood.


  “You like when I touch you, girl?”


  “Yeah,” I said.


  “How does it feel to have your pussy all wet?”


  “Amazing.”


  The man slipped a finger into my pussy. Then he added a second and started fucking me with his digits. I gasped as his fingers stretched my pussy, which hadn’t been fucked in months. Not since I got drunk with some guy on the beach in Michigan. I was probably still in the state but honestly had no way of knowing where these deranged fools had taken me.


  “I’ve always wanted a pussy,” the man confessed. “They’re so slick and beautiful. My fantasy is becoming a girl, even if it’s just for a day.”


  The man still had his fingers inside me. My nipples hardened as he worked my pussy and clit. My body was a mess of nerves as he kept pushing his fingers deeper and deeper, making me gush more with each of his movements.


  “Take off your panties. I want to put them on.”


  I gasped as he pulled his fingers out of me, leaving me feeling empty and hungry for more penetration. I wanted him to plunge his dick into me, even though I didn’t even know his name.


  “Tell me your name,” I said.


  The man stared at me a long moment. I glanced down and noticed the jumping bulge beneath his pants. He still had his hand on my hip. “Loren.”


  “Loren,” I repeated. “I like it.”


  “Take off your panties! We don’t have all day!”


  “Yes, Loren.”


  Loren watched as I hooked my fingers into my panties and slowly pushed them down my legs, watching as Loren rubbed his hand over the hardness beneath his pants. I had no idea how he’d fit my tiny little panties up those muscular legs, but I couldn’t wait to see him try.


  I pulled off my panties and held them in the air, dangling them in front of Loren’s face. He grabbed them and pressed them against his nose. He inhaled deeply. A stain formed at the tip of where his hard cock stopped, showing me just how much he enjoyed the smell of my pussy.


  “You like that, Loren?”


  Loren’s eyes darkened as he looked at the entrance between my legs. I reached behind my back to unhook my bra. It was gross, and I had a strong desire to be naked. I loved how Loren was admiring me with his gaze, telling me with those eyes just how much he wanted to slide into my womanhood.


  Loren stepped forward as he held my panties in a tight grip. He cupped his hand under my breast, taking a nipple into his mouth. 


  “Your breasts are so gorgeous. Tell me how they feel on your body.”


  “They’re soft. Sometimes they feel a little heavy, but I love how they sway when I walk.”


  “Show me,” Loren said as he unbuttoned his pants.


  I placed my hands on my hips and walked back and forth across the room, using extra attitude with each step to make sure my breasts and booty swayed in a womanly way. Loren watched as he stripped naked, revealing a rather large cock and a perfectly manicured bush. He also didn’t seem to have a hint of body hair, which I found surprising.


  I walked over to him, stopping in front of him to wrap my hand around his dick. I jerked it slowly as I pressed my soft body against his. He was rock hard in my hand, and I really just wanted him to impale me with his manly cock, but I was there to make his fantasies come true.


  “Why don’t you put on my panties, Loren? I bet you’ll look really sexy wearing them.”


  Loren nodded once and stepped away from me. He held out the panties, assessing them before he lowered them to his feet. They seemed impossibly tiny, but he found a way to shimmy them up his thick thighs until they were clutching his waist, making his hard, massive cock look even bigger as it hung out the side.


  I licked my lips as I stared into his brown eyes, stepping forward to wrap my hand around his dick. I stroked it slowly, wishing we’d met under different circumstances. Part of me was falling for Loren, but I couldn’t fall in love with my captor!


  “Your cock is so big, Loren. I love how it looks in those girly panties.”


  “Give me your dress,” he said.


  It was a loose dress, but I still worried Loren would rip it when he put it on. That didn’t stop me from grabbing it and handing it to him. He pulled it over his head, and the dress fit surprisingly well. It was a little tight, but it made Loren look much more feminine.


  I purred as I stepped forward and placed my hand on his chest. “All you need is a wig, some fake breasts, and a little makeup, and I bet you could pass for a girl!” I used the brightest voice I could muster, still somewhere between fear and lust. Loren had all the power until I could convince him to let me out of this room.


  “You really think so?”


  “Yes!” I lifted my eyes to look into his. “If you bring all the supplies next time, I can help bring out your true potential.”


  Loren blushed and averted his eyes, looking toward the ground. I could tell he was doubting himself. It was my job to help him. I stepped forward and lifted his chin. If I was ever going to get out of this room, I had to make Loren’s dreams come true.


  “You can do whatever you set your mind to. Half of being a girly girl is how you carry yourself. Look how I walk across the room.” I placed a hand on my hip and strutted around with all the feminine attitude I could gather. Loren watched me with hungry eyes. I saw his womanly desires bubbling beneath the surface. 


  “Your turn!” I said in a cheerful voice and grabbed his wrists. Loren looked doubtful, but I couldn’t let him give up before he even tried! “Oh, come on! You can do it. Pretend you’re a girl, and give me that girly attitude!” I snapped my fingers and strutted around the room.


  “Fine,” Loren said and took a deep breath. He placed his hand on his hip and switched his legs. He stopped and waved a hand in his face, looking embarrassed. 


  I ran over to him and placed my hands on his shoulders. “You’re doing great, Loren! Don’t stop! Just pretend you’re a girl walking down the city streets, trying to get all the masculine attention.”


  “Yeah,” Loren said in a low voice. He sounded like he wanted it, like he could envision it, but it was just out of reach.


  I smacked Loren on the ass. “Come on, girl! Pretty girls have confidence! It’s half the battle.”


  Loren took another deep breath, and it was like all the weights holding him down faded away because Loren put his hands on his hips and started strutting around the room like a diva. There was a fire in his eyes. I cheered and hollered and snapped my fingers until I thought someone outside the door might hear us.


  Loren noticed and stopped. “What’s wrong?”


  “Isn’t someone else here with you?”


  Loren looked conflicted, but it only took one soft touch to the chest for him to relax. “No, it’s just me. They only stop by once a day to make sure you’re still in there and drop off some food.”


  “Who kidnapped me?” I asked with a hint too much desperation. I saw Loren erecting his guards, looking like he was about to rip off my dress. Looking like the spell I had over him shattered.


  “This was a mistake,” Loren said and moved to take off the dress. “I should get back out there before they call or something.”


  “Loren, no! Don’t leave me. Don’t you want to have some fun? I’m on birth control. You can fuck me wearing that cute little dress. Your cock looks so good hanging out of my panties,” I said and reached for Loren’s softening cock.


  He wasn’t going for it. He shook his head and pulled the panties down his legs. He stared at them a long moment before kicking them to the side and taking off the dress next. I felt like I was losing the battle as he put back on the clothes he’d been wearing.


  It was like he’d become a different person. I wished I could take back my desperate tone, but he must understand how badly I want to get out of here. He must understand how much was on the line. These people were playing with my life!


  Loren went to the door. I clutched my arms around my body, feeling defeated. Loren stopped and glanced at me a long moment. There was so much I wanted to say but didn’t end up uttering a word as he slipped out the door.


  I screamed.
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  I didn’t see Loren again until late that night. He only stopped by my room for a second, dropping off my tray of food. He didn’t even look me in the eye. I could barely sleep. My mind bounced around. I felt like I was drowning, like I’d never get out of this situation. If the media hadn’t picked it up already, they probably wouldn’t until I ended up dead in a ditch.


  The following morning came, and I felt nothing but despair. If my room had a window, I would have jumped out of it. I was going crazy, locked away in this tiny space. Fooling around with Loren was entertaining, but he clearly wanted nothing to do with me.


  At least that was how I thought until he opened the door. He had my tray of food, but he was also carrying a bag.


  He set the tray on the floor more gently than he had other days. I took the juice carton and opened it, waiting for Loren to speak first. He had all the power, and I was tired of playing games. If he didn’t want my pussy yesterday, what could I honestly do to get him to want me now?


  “I brought you some soap and fresh lingerie if you want to use the shower in your bathroom.”


  I warmed. A shower sounded heavenly. I thought of asking if Loren’s bosses had approved the soap and lingerie but didn’t want to scare him again. I was already walking on thin ice that had a million little cracks running through it.


  “That’s so sweet, Loren. Did you bring a towel?”


  “Yeah, I have one.” Loren pulled everything out of the bag and handed it to me. “I’ll wait here.”


  “Okay,” I said with a smile. I took the stuff and went to the bathroom. I’d splashed water on my face every day, but this was my first time with soap and a towel. I never knew a shower could feel so divine until I was standing under that stream of warm water, lathered in soap.


  I dried myself off and inspected the lingerie. It was simple but not the cheapest quality. It was soft and breathable. I wondered if Loren researched different fabrics or just happened to get lucky. I honestly didn’t know what to make of him after he’d walked out of the room, leaving me completely helpless.


  I put on the lingerie, which was transparent around my lady parts. I took a deep breath before stepping out of the bathroom, but not even that prepared me for what I found.


  Loren was sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing a tent dress with oversized sleeves. He also had on fake boobs or a stuffed bra under that. The two together did a lot to hide his manly figure. Loren held up a small bag.


  “Can you help me with my makeup?”


  I thought of asking Loren where he got all these supplies but decided against it. I brightened and clapped my hands, becoming the cheerleader Loren needed. Part of me hated him for working with whoever had decided to ransom me, but Loren probably came from an entirely different background than what I’d been born into. He probably took this hostage-keeper job out of desperation.


  He was also my ticket out of here.


  “Yes, girl! I can help you with your makeup! You look so good already, though!”


  “Thanks,” Loren said with a blush. His voice sounded a little sweeter. “These are just some things I keep in the back of my closet. Even the makeup, but I never use it.”


  I frowned and pushed out my bottom lip. “Why don’t you use it? You would look so beautiful with a little makeup. Are you this hairless naturally?” I asked as I stroked my fingertips along Loren’s jawline.


  “Never been able to grow a beard.”


  “How lucky you are! You also know how to choose dresses for your figure. This tent dress completely hides all of your masculine features.”


  “Yeah, I bought it when I thought that it might look good on my body.”


  I licked my lips. “Do you have any lip gloss in there? I’d love to put some on because my lips are extra dry.”


  “Sure,” Loren said with a smile as he unzipped his bag. He passed me a tube of pink lip gloss. I opened it and dipped the stick into the liquid several times before pulling out the brush and moving it over my lips as I stared into Loren’s eyes.


  He looked envious as I continued applying the lip gloss. There was no need for jealousy, though. There was plenty to go around for both of us.


  “Your turn, beautiful.” I pulled the brush out of the tube and pressed it against Loren’s lips. I normally wouldn’t start with lip gloss, but what was a little pink on his lips before we got started on the rest of his face? “Pucker those lips.”


  Loren pushed out his lips for me to paint them with a little gloss. He was already looking so much more womanly with the shimmer on his lips. I really just wanted to feel them against my womanhood before he plunged that thick cock into me, but I shouldn’t want it as much as I did! Loren was bad! He was keeping me captive!


  “Damn, girl! You’re already looking so sexy.”


  “You really think so?” Loren asked with his cheeks full of blush.


  “Yes, Loren. Now let’s do the rest of your face.”


  Loren took a deep breath and nodded. “I’m ready.”


  “Close your eyes. I’m going to turn you into a fabulous woman.”


  “Please,” Loren said with a grin. “You don’t know how much it’d mean.”


  I wanted to be angry with Loren. Part of me wanted to stab him in the throat with the stick of eyeliner, but I wasn’t a murderer. I wasn’t a terrible person. Maybe a diva, yes. Maybe a rich bitch, sure, but I wouldn’t kill anyone. I just wanted to snap some cute photos and wear beautiful clothes. I never asked to get trapped in this room, yet here I was.


  I might as well make the most of it. I took a deep breath and grabbed some liquid foundation. I honestly couldn’t believe everything Loren had in his bag. He’d clearly done some research.


  “How did you know what makeup to buy?” I asked as I dotted the liquid foundation on my fingertips. It matched Loren’s olive complexion exactly. I started rubbing it in as Loren sighed.


  “I watch videos. I go to the store. It’s terrible, but most of this makeup is stolen.”


  “Why do you steal it?”


  “It’s like I can’t stop myself. I’ll go to the store for other stuff and always find myself in the makeup section, wondering how everything might look on me. Sometimes I’ll test something on my hand if I really like it and then just slip it into my pocket.”


  I worked on Loren’s face as he confessed to his past crimes. I grabbed some bronzer and used it to highlight his gorgeous cheekbones. He had a few spots that needed concealer. It blended perfectly with the foundation. 


  “How come you never use this makeup?”


  “I don’t know,” Loren said. “Never felt confident enough.”


  “You’re going to have to turn up that confidence dial if you want to become a convincing woman.”


  Loren nodded. “I know, but I’ve never been very confident. I’ve always been quiet and timid, which is honestly how I got bullied into taking this job. I also needed the money, but it’s really my brother. He’s the one who thought it would be a bright idea to kidnap you. I’m sorry,” Loren said. 


  Tears were forming in his eyes, which made me panic. “Take a deep breath, girl. You’re going to mess up all my hard work,” I said and waved my hand in Loren’s face. 


  “Shit,” he said and shook his head. “I’m sorry. Here you are, being all sweet and helping me, and my brother is just being a gross asshole!”


  “Family sucks,” I said.


  “Tell me about it,” Loren said in a teary voice. He didn’t let any tears fall, though! He patted his eyes just like a fabulous woman would. “Shit. Sorry, girl.”


  “It’s okay. Promise you won’t start crying again?”


  Loren exhaled once more and nodded. “Yes, I’m good. I really shouldn’t have told you that about my brother, but I’m so tired of him bullying me and pushing me around!”


  I nodded and let the conversation fade. Loren had already given me more than enough to shatter the rest of his walls, but it wasn’t the time. He had to enjoy being a woman, even for a second, before I’d have him fully on my side. I quickly finished his face and was so proud of my work! Loren looked positively feminine!


  I grabbed him and pulled him toward the bathroom. Loren covered his mouth when he saw himself in the mirror. Tears slipped from his eyes. He cursed and grabbed a tissue, luckily getting it together before he ruined his makeup.


  “How? I can’t—” Loren said and shook his head. He was staring at himself, as though I’d completely faded from the room. When he finally met my eyes, I knew I had him. Whatever hold his brother and his gang had over Loren vanished at that moment.


  “Did I see a wig hanging out your bag?” I asked with a wicked grin.


  Loren glanced at the room behind us. He nodded and slowly walked to the bed, grabbing the auburn wig from the bag. It was perfect for his skin tone. He placed it on his head as we stared into the mirror, and Loren became completely unrecognizable.


  I stood next to him and wrapped my arm around his side. “You look gorgeous, girl.” I patted his shoulders, rubbing them gently through the tent dress.


  “Thank you,” he said. “If I didn’t talk, I could pass for a girl, couldn’t I?”


  I nodded. “You really could. Should we go out and test the waters?”


  Loren brightened, like I’d said the best idea in the world, but then he seemed to remember that I was his brother’s prisoner. It was his job to guard me. His brother was probably a dangerous man, but I’d do anything to get out of this room and return to my old life. I was a rich society girl. Not some psycho man’s toy.


  “We can’t leave! Eugene would kill me! Well, Rodney would probably put the bullet in my head, but that’s beside the point!”


  “Is Eugene your brother?” I asked with my hands draped on Loren’s shoulders.


  He didn’t meet my eyes in the mirror as he nodded. The last time it seemed like he’d become ashamed of himself for wearing my dress and lingerie. I couldn’t let that happen again. Not when I was so close to having Loren in the palm of my hands.


  “Is your brother mean?” I asked.


  Loren sighed. “What’s mean when you’re one of the city’s most dangerous criminals?”


  “Where are we?” I was pushing my luck with the question, but Loren seemed like he wanted to talk, like he was ashamed and wanted to change. “Which city?”


  “You’re going to get me killed, aren’t you?”


  “Loren, you don’t have to live this life. You don’t have to stay in your brother’s shadow.” My voice quivered as I spoke. If Loren’s brother was a major criminal, he probably had a team of people like this ‘Rodney’ character who would dump my dead body into a river without a second thought.


  “Ha! What do you know? You’re just some rich, spoiled bitch! You don’t know what it’s like to grow up dirt poor. I wouldn’t have anything without Eugene. You know what our mother did in her free time?”


  I quivered and sank into myself, wondering if I was in over my head with Loren. He was hurting and fragile, and he was right. I had no idea what it was like to be poor. I had no idea what it was like to want. There were times I imagined what my life would be like if I were poor, but I didn’t know. I couldn’t know. Not unless I lost all my money, which wasn’t likely to happen.


  “No,” I finally said when Loren remained silent.


  He closed his eyes and shook his head. “She used to whore herself out in the other room while Eugene and I played with cockroaches in the living room. The worst part was when she’d take her money and buy crack instead of groceries. If it weren’t for Eugene, we never would have gotten out of there. He was eighteen and selling drugs when he got us our first apartment. Moving in with him and leaving our mom was the best day of my life.”


  “Shit, I’m sorry. I couldn’t even imagine.”


  “Most people couldn’t. That’s not your fault, though. I’m sorry for calling you a rich bitch.”


  I said nothing and just held a hand on Loren’s shoulder. He’d been through so much. How could he ever picture another life if selling drugs and prostitution was all he saw?


  “Do you forgive me?” Loren asked.


  “Don’t worry about it, Loren. I’m not upset.”


  “You should be! The only reason you’re here is because of your family money! I’m sorry Rodney kidnapped you. I’m sorry that my brother thought you’d be an easy target.”


  I smiled softly. “I guess I wasn’t the hardest target. Has my father given up any money?”


  “He’s playing hardball, if I’m being honest. Eugene was a bit impatient last night when we spoke. He normally just sends over Rodney, but I can tell that he’s on the edge.”


  “How long do you think I have until he snaps?”


  “Maybe a week. Maybe a few days.”


  My heartbeat ticked higher. I stared at Loren in the mirror, but he wouldn’t meet my eyes. I could tell he felt guilty for his brother’s actions, but he basically owed the man his life.


  “How much is your brother paying you?”


  “He’s asking your dad for five million. He told me he’d give me fifty thousand.”


  “That’s a lot, but my father won’t act unless pressured.”


  “Yeah, he’s being a real dick, but my brother is afraid to alert the authorities to your disappearance. It’s honestly impossible to know what my brother is thinking until he makes a move, but he won’t hurt you as long as your dad’s people keep answering the phone.”


  I hated that my father was playing hardball. I hated that Loren’s brother had so much control over him. I wished more than anything that I could have met this crossdressing man on different terms because he was really pulling on my heart strings.


  “Is Rodney stopping over anytime soon?” I asked, wanting desperately to forget my predicament. If I was going to die soon, I wanted some good dick before I went.


  “No, why?”


  I stepped forward and turned Loren away from the mirror. Without thinking, I pressed my painted lips against his. We were wearing the same lip gloss, which made our lips extra soft and kissable. Loren snaked his fingers into my hair as he deepened the kiss, becoming increasingly feral, but it was intense in all the right ways.


  His touch drenched my womanhood. I gasped as he pulled on my hair and pushed his hardness into my thigh. His fake breasts pushed against mine. His long hair brushed my cheeks. He was so feminine yet so masculine at the same time. It had my senses running in overdrive and all I wanted was more.


  Loren kissed my body as he slowly moved down to his knees. He lifted me onto the bathroom counter and spread my legs. I gasped as he yanked down the panties that he’d supplied me. He didn’t hesitate before pressing his lips against my pussy.


  My body buckled as Loren slid his tongue along my pussy lips. He drew ovals with his tongue. I squeezed my legs against his cheeks, but he pried them apart and went in for more. He lapped at my pussy, sucking up all my womanly juices.


  My body was hot and tense for his touch. My pussy was swelling and expanding for his feminine dick, but how could I take it? How could I let this man who helped keep me captive fuck me? The battle in my mind was endless, but I’d already come too far to stop.


  Loren moved his mouth to my clit and sucked on it a second until I screamed so loudly the shower door shook. Loren moved his mouth off my pussy and slapped it lightly. My body shuddered. Loren didn’t stop. He went back in for more. I held his head and tried to push him away as my center tensed. I tried to tell him I was about to cum, but he wouldn’t have cared. I’d unleashed the animal within Loren, and he wasn’t going to stop until he got what he wanted.


  I bent my head back, and the scream that left my mouth was ear shattering. Loren didn’t cover his ears, though. He kept lapping at my pussy until I accidently kicked him hard enough to make him fall to his ass. His lips were even wetter and shinier than before, but his makeup and hair still looked perfect.


  “You taste so good. Wanna taste me now?” Loren lifted his tent dress and pulled his hard cock out the side of his lingerie.


  His member looked so thick and delicious that I couldn’t help but drop to my knees in front of Loren. I wrapped my hand around his girly dick and stared into his eyes as I moved my mouth to his bulbous tip. He grabbed the back of my head and shoved my parted lips down his cock.


  I coughed but didn’t flinch when Loren started thrusting his hips, fucking my mouth with his thickened member. He held my cheeks as he used my mouth, the dress and panties encircling his dick. He was all hairless and trimmed. It was easily the most groomed cock I’d ever sucked.


  “Fuck, Elise! I’m about to cum!”


  I pulled my mouth off and jerked his dick. “Cum all over my face, girl.”


  Loren held his cock and slapped my face with it before plunging it back into my mouth. He fucked my mouth until he was grunting. I reached up and touched his tight, swollen balls.


  Loren pulled out a second later and started jacking his cock. I opened my mouth, waiting for his cum. It only took a few seconds before he was shooting those hot, thick loads all over my face.


  I moaned as Loren came all over my face before sticking his dick back into my mouth to release the last few shots. I cleaned his dick with my tongue and then pulled off it. Loren bent down to kiss me with his painted lips.


  “I have to change before Rodney gets here, but we can fool around later tonight if you want.


  I nodded, feeling slutty yet strangely satisfied. Loren grabbed his clothes and ran out of the room. I washed up quickly and dried myself with the towel, wondering if I was any closer to my escape, or had it all been for nothing?
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  I heard Rodney come and go, but that was hours ago. I was waiting for Loren to show his face, holding my knees to my chest. My heart ached as memories of our lovemaking played through my head. Part of me wish we’d gone past oral. Part of me wished I’d let him stick his fat dick inside me, which seemed so twisted when I really thought about it.


  Fuck!


  I hated overthinking. I hated how much time I was spending alone, just waiting for Rodney or one of Eugene’s other goons to put a gun to my head. I didn’t know how I would escape now that I’d already given Loren what he wanted.


  Time passed. I grew tired. The doorknob jiggled as I was laying my head on a pillow. Loren rushed in the room, feminized from head to toe. He was wearing an oversized red dress, his auburn wig, and heels. His face had a light layer of foundation, and there was a gloss on his lips. Panic in his eyes.


  “We’re running away together,” he said. 


  I jolted. “What?”


  “We have to leave. Now! Here, put this on.”


  Loren threw a pile of clothes on the bed. I sifted through them. They were all black. Fresh lingerie, an A-line dress that stopped at the knees with sleeves, tights, and a jet-black wig. I rushed to the bathroom and quickly changed, looking like a different person when I saw myself in the mirror.


  Loren ran into the bathroom and grabbed my arm. He pulled me toward the door. There were so many questions I wanted to ask but was afraid to speak.


  “Duck your head,” Loren said before pulling me into the hallway. We quickly turned, but I’d seen enough to know that there was a camera in the hallway. We skipped the elevator and went to the stairs.


  Whatever was happening, I knew Loren was risking his life to get me out of that apartment. 


  We rushed down the stairway until we were outside. I gasped when I caught my first breath of fresh air in days. A honking car horn shook me from my moment of peace. I glanced around, not entirely sure where we were, but we were definitely in a city.


  “Is this Chicago?” I asked.


  “Yes, but we can’t stop. Who knows how long it’ll be until Rodney checks the camera and realizes we both left.”


  “Were there cameras in my room?”


  Loren shook his head. “Only the one in the hallway, but Rodney will know something is up when he calls and I don’t answer.” Loren dropped his phone on the ground and stomped on it.


  I flinched. “You’re doing all this for me?”


  “For us. For me. I’m doing it because you made me realize that there’s so much more to life than working for my brother. I don’t have to be his puppet.”


  “You’re right, Loren. You can love him for all he did for you, but you don’t have to commit his crimes. My parents try to control me. There’s nothing worse than someone trying to starve you of free will.”


  Loren nodded. “We can talk more later, but we have to get out of here. Eugene has people all over this neighborhood.”


  “What do we do?”


  Loren grabbed my hand and led me down the sidewalk. We weren’t in the best neighborhood judging by the blighted homes and homeless people walking down the sidewalk like night crawlers. I rushed to keep up with Loren, worried about the eyes that glossed over us, but Loren didn’t seem concerned.


  “Here we go,” Loren said when we arrived to an old, beat-up car. He opened the passenger’s seat. “Get in. We have to get away from here.”


  I didn’t know whether it was my escape or a trap, but what could I do? I swallowed a breath and slid into the passenger’s seat.


  ***


  We were an hour outside the city when Loren finally relaxed into his seat and turned on the radio. I reached over and placed my hand on Loren’s thigh. I’d noticed there were camping supplies in the backseat, and we were driving in the country.


  “Are we camping somewhere?”


  “I don’t know what we’re doing,” Loren said with a hint of panic. “Am I crazy? Why did we leave that apartment? Eugene is going to kill me!”


  “You’re following your gut, Loren. How long have you wanted to get out from under your brother?”


  Loren had his hands at ten and two. He stared at the road a long moment, but there was nothing in his eyes. “Ever since I realized I was nothing more than another one of his tools. There was a time he set me up to get jumped. He claims it wasn’t on purpose, but I know it was. I heard him on the phone talking about it when he thought I wasn’t home.”


  “Don’t give up now. This can be your chance to break free. It can be your chance to start anew,” I said.


  Loren grunted. “We need to stop for food.”


  “You want to go into a store?”


  “We don’t have much of a choice. We’re on the run from Eugene.”


  “If you contact my father, I can get you your money. Just take me home.”


  “I don’t have a phone, remember?”


  “Right,” I said with a sigh. “What do you suggest we do?”


  “How about we camp tonight? I already have the spot reserved under a fake name. One my brother gave me a long time ago. I doubt he remembers it. In the morning, we can go to the police.”


  “Isn’t the police station open all night long? Why don’t we go now?”


  Loren glanced at me and grinned. “I thought we could have one last night together, unless that connection we had was just imagined. You can take the car and drive to the police station yourself, though. I won’t stop you.”


  I stared at Loren a long moment, wondering if I’d lost my mind. How could I really be considering spending a night with this man when I was on the edge of freedom? But did I really want to spend the night in a police station? Wouldn’t it be better to feel Loren’s thickness inside of me and sleep in his arms?


  “Do you know the way to the campsite?”


  “More or less. We still have a couple hours to go. There’s a map in the glove compartment. Will you grab it?”


  I grabbed the map. Loren had the place circled. I turned on the light for a moment to read the map. We still had a hundred miles to go, but at least the radio was playing all the classic tunes. We hummed along to the music as we cruised down the darkened highway.


  I tried to forget how I’d ended up here and imagined Loren and I had met as friends who added some benefits along the way. I kept glancing at him, letting myself feel safer and safer. Loren was damaged from his life of forced crime, but he wasn’t out to hurt me. He’d always remember me as the girl who helped his dreams come true.


  “I love how your hair flaps in the wind.”


  Loren grinned. “Me too. Every time I look in the mirror, I’m reminded of how much life has to offer. There’ll be some darkness while I fight to get from under Eugene’s grip, but I can finally see some light at the end of the tunnel.”


  “You’ll make it,” I said.


  “I hope so.”


  “You’ve already come this far. Why give up now?”


  Loren nodded and focused on the road. He checked himself out in the mirror, letting out a small breath. We continued along the highway until we were mere minutes from the campsite. It was strange using an old-school map, but we were untraceable.


  I felt like nothing in the world mattered.


  “It’s this exit,” I said and pointed to the sign.


  We merged off the highway. It was still several miles until we reached the entrance of the campsite. It was late, so nobody was in the office, but there was a note taped to the door for Loren’s alias to go ahead to the campsite upon arrival.


  There were only a few other tents and campers on the grounds as we headed to our campsite. The place felt bare and secluded, and somehow I felt safe. Somehow I knew Eugene wouldn’t come looking for us here.


  “What do you think, Elise?”


  “It’s perfect,” I said.


  Loren turned on a bunch of lanterns. We set up the tent and made a bed with the blankets Loren brought. Then we sat beneath the stars and talked about life. Loren told me more about his past. I told him about my family. We were from vastly different backgrounds, but we both had people in our life who tried to control us.


  For one night, though, we were both free.
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  Loren and I were yawning after a lengthy conversation. I reached over and took his hand. He stared into my eyes, and they seemed bright, even though there was nothing except the moon and stars illuminating our night. We’d turned off the lanterns after setting up our tent.


  “Should we go to bed?”


  Loren yawned again and covered his mouth, letting out a little laugh. “Yeah, let’s go. I wish we could have more time together.”


  I nodded, wishing the same, but we probably only had that night. “You’re doing the right thing,” I said. 


  Loren planned on turning himself in at the police station and giving up all the information on his brother that he could. He wanted to serve his time and assume a new identity. He wanted to break free and finally become the woman he’d always dreamed of becoming.


  “I know, but that doesn’t make it any easier.”


  “Nothing worth having in life is ever easy,” I said, briefly thinking of my own dreams and ambitions.


  “Let’s forget about all that for now.”


  “Agreed.” I stood and grabbed Loren’s hand. I let my doubts fade. Loren deserved this for everything he’d done to set me free. He deserved this because he was taking a major step to right his wrongs in the morning. I unzipped the tent and stepped inside. Loren followed.


  I grabbed the back of his head and kissed him as I fumbled with the zipper to close the tent. Loren’s glossed lips felt like soft pillows against mine. He moaned into my mouth as I rubbed the outline of his cock beneath his dress.


  Loren reached around and grabbed my ass. He pushed off my black wig, tossing it to the side. He pulled out my ponytail, and I shook my hair.


  “You’re so beautiful, Elise. You’re everything I want to be.”


  “I’m nothing you can’t be, Loren. You make a beautiful girl. I can see the blossoming woman within you.”


  “She’s been hiding for so long. I finally feel brave enough to let her free, and it’s all because of you. I hate how we met, but part of me thinks we were meant to meet like this. Part of me thinks our encounter has been positive for both of us,” Loren said as he stared at me with sparkling eyes.


  I couldn’t disagree. I’d never look at my life the same. Once I got home, I would really start working to build my business. Maybe I would enroll in business school like my parents so desperately wanted, but if I did, it would finally be for myself. It would be because I didn’t want to waste another moment of my precious life.


  “Let’s enjoy tonight while we have it. Won’t be long before the sun comes up,” I said with my lips centimeters from Loren’s.


  “You’re right,” Loren said as he squeezed my ass. I was rubbing his dick. “Didn’t you say something about being on birth control?”


  I grinned. “Yeah, why?”


  “You’ll see.”


  I squealed as Loren gently pushed me to my back. I threw my hands above my head as he pressed his lips against my body. He reached my legs and buried his face between my clothed thighs. I desperately wished they were bare so I could feel his tongue against my labia.


  Loren wouldn’t make me wait for long, though. He lifted my dress and pulled down on my tights. He took them off my legs and threw them over his shoulder, looking so womanly and beautiful. If it weren’t for the massive tent beneath his dress, he’d have me fooled.


  Loren pressed his face against my pantie-clad pussy. He licked his tongue against the damp cloth, making it wetter with my lust. I gasped and thrashed as Loren kept eating my pussy through the black panties he’d gotten me.


  “You like that, girl?”


  “Yes,” I said in a breath. “I love it.”


  “You want this big girly dick in your little pussy?”


  “Give it to me, Loren!”


  I’d never wanted a dick more in my life. All the other men I had sex with would end up humping me a few times and cumming without any regard for my pleasure, but Loren was all about making me feel good. His licks were gumdrops of ecstasy falling all over my body like a misty rain.


  “I want to fuck you while you wear the dress.”


  “Fuck me however you want, girl. Just put that big dick in me.”


  Loren kissed my neck. “You want this fat girly dick, Elise?”


  “I need it,” I said in a breath. “Make me remember that girly dick for the rest of my life.”


  Loren pressed his bodyweight against me. I felt the outline of his cock pushing against my pussy. My lips and walls were aching to have Loren’s girth stretching them. The pressure in my center was building, cracking the walls of my internal dam.


  Loren gripped my panties and removed them in one quick movement. I gasped as the air hit my pussy, breathless for more pleasure. Loren pressed his hand against my womanhood and massaged my swollen pussy with the palm of his hand.


  “You like that, girl?”


  “Yes. Fuck. It. Feels. So.” I screamed.


  Loren slipped a finger inside me, teasing me with his digit. It barely stretched me, but even that little bit was mind-blowing. It robbed me of my senses, as though every nerve ending was concentrated on that one spot where our bodies met.


  “How does it feel to get fucked in the pussy?”


  “Wonderful,” I said. “Fuck me for real.”


  Loren stood on his knees. He lifted his dress and revealed a thin white thong. He pulled his hard cock out the side of the fabric. He ran his hand along my wet pussy and used it to stroke his cock. He stared down at me as he pleased himself with his slick hand, teasing me with the sight of his erect cock.


  I reached between my legs and touched my aching pussy. “You want a pussy like this, girl?”


  Loren bit his lip and shook his head. His bosom gently swayed with his long hair. “I want to fuck pussy like that with my girly cock. Don’t you like my feminine, manicured dick? Don’t you love how much I understand pussies, so I can make you feel better than you ever had?


  “Yes,” I said. “You’re better than anyone else I’ve been with.”


  Loren grinned. “That’s because all my free time is spent learning everything about women that I can. I can’t wait to get to the end of my tunnel and finally live out my day as the girly girl I’ve always wanted to be. I’ll never forget you or tonight or any of this.”


  I lifted my legs and wrapped them around Loren’s body as I stared into his eyes. “I won’t forget any of it, either. This short time with you has really made me grow as a person, but now all I want is that girly dick. I want you to fuck me and show me how well you really know the female body.”


  Loren reached down and touched my sensitive clit. I gasped as he slapped it lightly with the tips of his fingers before pushing those fingertips down to my pussy lips. He spread me open and spat on my womanhood. I gasped when he spat on it again and moved his dick in place.


  He slapped his heavy penile head against my pussy. My body vibrated with desire. I hated how much I loved Loren teasing me with his tip, pushing on my entrance gently with every pass of his dick. My back arched as I moved my body, trying to catch him like a fish in a net, but Loren didn’t let me win.


  He was in charge. I never thought I’d be with a man feminized from head to toe, and I certainly never thought it would be the best sex of my life, but Loren had already proven himself with his tongue, and I had a feeling his dick would be even better.


  I lay there in the dark tent, squirming and gasping for Loren’s dick. He kept teasing me for what felt like an eternity until he shredded my world into tiny little pieces. He pushed his tip into me with his hands in my hair, pulling lightly to bend my neck.


  I screamed. Loren covered my mouth as he stretched my walls with his fat cock. He kept going until I felt the fabric of his thong brush against my pelvic region. He had me completely stuffed, lingering in an imaginary plane somewhere between pleasure and pain.


  Loren pulled out to his tip, giving my pussy a second to breathe before slamming his fat cock back into my womanhood. My head bent back as Loren did it again. I hollered out every time Loren pushed deep. Our breasts were cushions against Loren’s aggressive thrusts.


  “This pussy is so fucking wet. It feels so good,” Loren said as he fucked me hard.


  I couldn’t talk. I couldn’t do anything except take Loren’s fat, girly dick. It was all I wanted to do. I could have dropped my legs. I could have scooted away or told him to stop, but I didn’t. There was no point when Loren was giving me the best dick of my life. I would have been a fool to do anything other than take it.


  “I’m going to cum deep in your pussy, girl.”


  “Cum in me, Loren. Give me that girly dick!”


  Loren pulled out of me. I gasped and reached between my legs, feeling far too empty and close to the edge. Feeling like I could swipe my fingers over my clit once and explode, but Loren didn’t give me time. He grabbed me and flipped me over to my hands and knees as though I weighed nothing, like I was a doll.


  Loren laid his dress over my back as he pushed his pantie-clad dick against my dripping womanhood. I backed up, rubbing my pussy lips up and down his dick. He gripped my ass and lifted it just a tad before sliding into me. He split my hole and filled my pussy, giving me everything I wanted.


  Loren held my hips and fucked me hard with his girly dick, but then he started grunting like he wouldn’t last, like he was on the verge of filling me with his hot cream.


  “Cum in me, girl!”


  Loren reached around and lifted me off my hands, making my pussy slide all the way down his dick. My eyes widened as he stuffed me. Loren reached around and fingered the apex of my pussy. I gasped as I dangled over the edge, milliseconds from my center exploding.


  “Cum for me, girl,” Loren said in a raspy, surprisingly feminine voice.


  I did exactly what he asked. I bent my head back and filled the room with a high-pitched scream as I came all over his dick. Loren moved his hips gently but stopped seconds later as he let out a deep groan, and I felt it. I felt his warm cum covering my walls and flooding my cave.


  Loren let his fingers creep up my torso. He played with my throbbing nipples as I came a second time on his dick. He kept fucking me, letting his cum act as lubrication around his dick. It was leaking out of me like crazy, but that only made me hotter.


  Loren lifted me off him a second later and lay me on my back on the bed of blankets. I watched him as he bent his head toward my womanhood. I’d never had a man lick up his spunk, but it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen when Loren pressed his glossed lips all over my soiled womanhood, licking me clean.


  I came a third time.


  Loren stopped, even though I would have let him keep going. He curled up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. I knew what we had couldn’t last, but the memories we’d made would endure forever.


  “You’re one special girl, Elise.”


  “No better than you, Loren.”


  He sighed and kissed me on my shoulder blade. “Let’s sleep. We have a lot to do in the morning, and I’m pretty sure we don’t have long until the sunrise since the birds are already singing.”


  “Goodnight, Loren.” I pressed my butt into his softening member as we drifted off to sleep in our dresses.
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  Loren and I were back in the car, dangerously close to the police station. It was the place that would end this nightmare that was my kidnapping, but part of me had fallen for Loren over these past few days. Part of me wished he wouldn’t turn himself in.


  “Are you sure about this, Loren? You could just drop me off and make a run for it. I won’t tell them what car you’re driving.”


  Loren looked at me sympathetically. “I appreciate it, but I have to turn myself in. I can’t live a life on the run. It’s enough that I’ll have Eugene hating me. Might as well be behind bars or in witness protection, so he won’t be able to hurt me as easily.”


  “Okay,” I said softly. I lifted the map and checked where Loren had circled. “It says you should take the next right, and then the police station will be on the left in about a mile.”


  “Sure,” Loren said and turned on his blinker when we reached the intersection.


  I reached over and grabbed Loren’s hand, wishing more than anything that we’d met on different terms. No other man had made me cum three times in a row. No other man had treated my womanhood so tenderly. I hated that I had to let Loren go, but it was what he needed.


  “You’ll make a beautiful woman one day.”


  Loren grinned. “I can’t wait until I can pass with ease. I’ll definitely use this time in jail to get a bit thinner. Grow out my hair. No matter what happens, I can rest peacefully knowing that there’s even a chance of living the future I’ve always desired.”


  Loren and I would have to go our separate ways, but seeing him blossom gave me the courage to work harder. When I got home, I would take my photography and fashion designing more seriously. I would study business, so I could have a chance at creating something successful.


  We arrived to the police station, and Loren pulled into the parking lot. I could tell he was nervous, but I was there for him. 


  “You can do this, Loren. This is your ticket out from under your brother.”


  Loren nodded. He pulled the keys out of the ignition and handed them to me. We got out of the car. Loren was still wearing his dress and wig, and it didn’t matter. I was there to support him.


  I took Loren’s hand, and we entered the police station together.
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  Six Months Later


  I sat at my desk after a private lesson with a local tailor. I was learning how to sew, which I never would have done before meeting Loren. In the past, I used to think I’d just draw pictures and pay somebody else to do the sewing, but I discovered a natural talent and got way more inspired by pinning fabric to a mannequin than I ever did drawing with colored pencils.


  My photography business was also doing well, but I could see myself leaving it behind in a few years once I got this business degree out of the way and got more confident with sewing. Fashion was my true passion, and if there was anything Loren taught me, it was to not shy away from what I wanted most.


  Dear Loren,


  I’ve been following your case and know that you’ll have to spend the next year in prison, but I also saw that your brother will be spending most of his life behind bars because of your brave confessions.


  Your character continues to inspire me. Your touch still keeps me up at night. I’ll never forget the time we had together. Because of you, I’m pursuing my dreams of becoming a fashion designer. I’m going to school and working around the clock to make my goals happen.


  We’ll probably never meet again, but part of me hopes we do. I’m sure you’ll assume a new identity once this is all said and done. You’ll probably go on to live your fabulous, girly life, which is all I can really hope for, but if I do own a boutique one day, I’d love it if you stopped by to say hello.


  No matter what you do, never stop being your fabulous self, girl!


  Much love,


  Elise


  I folded the letter and licked the envelope, addressing it to the prison. I walked down to the mailbox at the end of my street and dropped it in, wondering if I would ever see Loren again.
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