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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“HOW’S THE NEW crop of English Literature students looking,” Julia asked. “Any stars amongst them?”

Julia was a fellow academic at Royal Holloway. While she was once in a class of mine, she now lectured to final-year students.

“There’s a couple of solid prospects,” I replied. “Especially one girl, Emma. She’s very a talented writer but has the whole alternate thing going on. Still, it’s early days.”

Julia and I caught up for lunch once a week. It was a chance to stay connected after our five-year relationship had run its course. We agreed it was going nowhere but wanted to remain friends.

“Did I see you with Kevin from Engineering on Saturday night?” I asked. “I didn’t know you guys were dating.”

“Well I know he’s not as devilishly handsome or charming as you,” Julia replied. “But I had to move on sometime.”

“How about you?” Julia continued. “When are you gonna jump back in the dating pool again?”

My relationship with Julia was hard to replace. From the moment she’d arrived from Hong Kong ten years prior, I’d had my eye on her. She was cute, smart and wonderful company. But somehow, after five years of courting and five years of dating, it had fizzled out. I couldn’t put my finger on any one thing that was missing. But I never took the plunge and asked her to marry me. And a girl like Julia Long wasn’t gonna wait forever.

“Have you started writing again?” Julia asked. “I expected since you had more time, you’d get back into it.”

“I’m short of inspiration,” I replied. “As much as I love writing, I’m struggling to think of my next big idea.”

“Well not every book you write has to be a critic’s favourite,” she said. “You can’t expect to write another ‘Lieutenant Waldorf’ right off the bat.”

“Yeah, but when you’ve had success, the expectation is high,” I said. “And you know, I’m my biggest critic.”

“Perhaps you need to start writing for you again and not think so much?” Julia said. “You know. Fall in love with writing again. Get the juices flowing.”

“You’re probably right,” I said. “While I love it here at the University of London, I’m untenured, and they’ve made it crystal clear, they’re not going to promote me to Professor.”

“Well you need to think outside the box,” Julia said. “If writing is your passion, get passionate.”

“You were always skilled at giving me a push,” I said. “I miss that.”

“Well you’re not going to be the hot young English Literature Lecturer for too much longer,” Julia said. “The students will only moon over you for so long. Perhaps, now is the time to head in a new direction”

“I don’t know what direction that should be,” I said. “Historical war novels, is all I know.”

“I tell you what,” Julia replied. “I’ll have a scan through the ‘writer for hire’ file. Let’s see if we can find something fresh for you to work on. Something that will expand your mind and work up your writing chops again.”

Julia was right. I needed something to shake me from my slumber. I’d been lecturing at Royal Holloway on the outskirts of London for the past ten years. After a critically acclaimed first novel, I struggled with the follow-up. I started adjusting to a career in academia, but the rug was pulled out from under me a few months back. Julia had been offered, and accepted, my role. She had been published multiple times in the past five years. The university couldn’t overlook her. The promotion meant I worked for her, which put pressure on our relationship and forced me to rethink my career.

Life at Royal Holloway was sweet. Set in stunning grounds on the upper reaches of the Thames, the university was a beacon of learning both physically and academically. Set on one hundred and thirty acres of parkland around twenty miles from London, the campus was a beautiful place to work. And with over ten thousand students, the fauna was as attractive as the flora, so to speak. Julia had grabbed my eye early, and held it for many years, until recently.

We had lived together in my apartment, a fifteen-minute drive from the campus. It was a brilliant lifestyle. Everything was at our fingertips and the city of London was less than thirty minutes away. But since the split, I’d hardly ventured outside my door.

“We either move forward or I’m out,” Julia told me after dinner one Friday night.

This was straight after I’d lost my opportunity for tenure. I wasn’t in a place to commit and I couldn’t stand her being the star of the relationship.

“I’ve had a run through the ‘writer for hire’ file,” Julia messaged me the following morning.

“What did you find? Anything you think would be a solid fit for me?” I responded.

“I think you need to try something brand new,” she messaged.

“And what would that be?” I responded.

“Have you considered writing a screenplay?” she messaged.

I must admit I had always harboured a desire to write a screenplay. And perhaps this would be the perfect time to do so. I visualised the plots of my favourite military movies. There’s so much drama and heartache to draw on. A novel is a wonderful vehicle for storytelling, but I felt comfortable I could bring the characters to life in a medium that had greater interaction with the viewer.

“Sure, it’s on my bucket list,” I responded.

“Brilliant, I’ll set up a meeting with the agent,” Julia messaged.

“What’s the story outline?” I responded.

With that, Julia went dark. I didn’t hear anything more until the following day.

“I have a meeting with Charles Sproule tomorrow to discuss the screen play and confirm the details,” Julia messaged.

“Brilliant, can you let me know what the storyline is?” I responded.

“It’s complex. That’s why they need someone like you,” she messaged.

“How do I prepare for the meeting?” I responded.

“Read this book,” she messaged.

I immediately checked out the book. To my surprise it wasn’t in the war genre. It wasn’t in any genre I knew existed. The book was titled ‘The Apprentice’ by Yumi Cox. It was a transgender romance novel. Julia, what have you done?


CHAPTER TWO


“JULIA,” I SAID. “I know nothing about transgender, let alone transgender romance.”

“It’ll be educational for you,” Julia said. “Consider it a growth opportunity.”

“That’s great,” I said. “But where the hell do I start?”

“I’d get an intern on board, if it was me,” she said. “And I know who’d be ideal.”

She was right. Knowing nothing about transgender romance, I quickly realised I had to put a team together to do the research. And the only person I thought could help, was my star student, Emma. Thankfully, she jumped at the opportunity.

“I’m so glad you’re willing to help me out,” I said. “Have you had a chance to read the book?”

“Yes, it was quite the entertaining read,” Emma said. “But I think you’re gonna need to understand the transgender side, and the escort side, too.”

Oh, shit. I hadn’t thought too long and hard about it. This was going from challenging to impossible.

“Okay, let’s put together a research plan,” I said. “That’ll give us a full list of areas to investigate and people to interview.”

For the next few hours we brainstormed the research task. We worked out the scope and objectives. At the end of the session, we had a solid brief and a clear starting point. Emma was a godsend.

“So, Emma, do you happen to know any of the people on our hit list?” I asked.

“Pencil in Dave for the typical escort customer,” she replied. “He’s a guy I did some work for last Christmas. Also, pencil in Jazz for the transgender girl. She’s one of my classmates. But we’ll need to keep it on the down low, as only a couple of people are aware she’s transgender.”

I split the work up between Emma and me. She was to do the desk research, which could be done on her computer. Emma would bookmark sites and summarise articles before running me through the material. I would undertake all the interviews. This is where the depth of understanding would come from.

First person on the hit list was Dave. Apparently, he was well-connected in the transgender community. Emma was confident Dave could fill in a number of the research gaps with names. Emma messaged him directly, to speed up the process. I decided to take Emma along as he seemed to have a strong relationship with her. He agreed to meet us at a coffee shop, in Slough, the following morning.

“Hey Emma,” Dave said as we welcomed him to our table. “I can’t believe it’s been six months. This request came right out of the blue. And you must be Mr Sanderson.”

The coffee shop was in a quiet industrial area. We had a booth with no real neighbours, to encourage Dave to freely speak his mind. After initial greetings and a quick catch up between Emma and Dave, we got down to business. I ran through the scope of our interest, and we got going.

“So, what’s your involvement with the transgender community?” I asked.

“I love transgender girls. I am a strong supporter of the community,” Dave replied. “I’ve been fascinated since I first saw ‘The Rocky Horror Picture Show’ when I was young. It grabbed me.”

“And how do you interact with them now?” I asked.

“I run a few social media sites for enthusiasts like me,” Dave replied. “I’m active on social media, and I regularly meet with a number of transgender girls.”

“What is it about transgender girls that attracts you?” I asked.

“This will sound weird,” Dave replied. “But they are so much more feminine than cisgender girls. The clothes they wear. The way they flirt. And they adore sex and know how to please a man.”

Dave didn’t hold back. The answers flowed from the heart. He was disappointed that society shunned transgender girls and was articulate in letting me know the reasons.

“Dave, you mentioned you have regular meets with transgender girls,” I said. “Could you let me know how that works?”

“With the Internet, it’s become much easier to find professional service providers,” Dave replied. “The thing you need to realise is there are many types of transgender girls. And they offer many types of services. It’s specifically tailored to individual tastes and preferences.”

“How so?” I asked.

“Well, take me for instance,” Dave replied. “My job is stressful, and I run a team of over a thousand employees. My level of responsibility is high. So, I like to be dominated from time to time. Mistress Natasha offers that service.”

“Would you call her a Dominant?” I asked.

“Yes, or Dom,” Dave replied. “Then, there’s times where I want to make love to a gorgeous young woman with something extra. Yvonne offers that service.”

“Okay, so you see two girls?” I asked.

“No, there’s also Sarah,” Dave replied. “She’s in her early thirties and offers me the girlfriend experience. I’ve been seeing her for ten years. We go out to dinner, the movies, the theatre. Basically, anywhere a guy would take his girlfriend on a date.”

“Is that the full list?” I asked.

“No, then there are the ‘special occasion’ girls,” Dave replied. “I like to experience variety. Basically, because I can. I see Gina, a European girl. Then there’s Lucy, a Ladyboy. And finally, Juanita, a Hispanic girl I sometimes engage. I see them about once a year. But that’s to give me something different when the mood hits me.”

The session with Dave filled in a lot of the boxes. I was starting to understand his motives and preferences. I felt he had never outgrown his bachelor days. We chatted for about an hour and a half. I walked away with several names and contact numbers. It was surprising how normal Dave seemed. He knew what he liked and went after it.

“Have you ever considered anything more than a service relationship with a transgender girl?” I asked as a final question.

“I did think about it, with Sarah,” Dave replied. “She has always had a special place in my heart. But the challenge isn’t inside my head. For all intents and purposes, I wouldn’t hesitate to marry her. It’s what everyone else in my life would think. My life is too difficult for a transgender girl to walk into. But I did think about heading off to Thailand with her to live. I still might one day.”

After meeting Dave, I felt confident about collecting the insight I needed to write the screenplay. While I was initially scared about who we would meet, Dave seemed like a normal guy. In many ways he was a guy who was in touch with his desires, and better accepted what he liked and why.

I met with Emma, and we filled in a lot of gaps. We had a couple more guys like Dave, who were happy to share their experiences. We also had names of service providers for feedback on the transgender girl perspective. I was comfortable where we were headed.


CHAPTER THREE


“How’s the research assignment coming along,” Julia asked over lunch. “Have you found out anything juicy and exciting?”

“It’s going wonderfully,” I replied. “Emma is a godsend and has hooked me up with some interesting interviewees.”

“Just ensure it isn’t too far out of your wheelhouse,” Julia said. “I know I pushed you on this one, but you needed a poke.”

I provided an update on where we were and the major findings too date. As my editor, it was critical to keep her in the loop and across the direction I was heading in. ‘No surprises’ was my moto.

“It won’t be too hard to write,” I said. “It all seems predictable thus far,”

“I’d be worried about you jumping to conclusions too early,” Julia said. “I doubt they’d have contracted you if it was an easy one. You’re the fifth screenwriter they’ve engaged.”

I mulled it over for a while. Perhaps I was a little cocky. After all, I’d only met one interviewee and had gotten a few leads. Dave seemed like me, only with a different set of preferences. But Julia was right. This could definitely go pear-shaped.

“I’ll keep that in mind as I move forward,” I said. “Thanks for the timely reminder.”

“I’d like to see you make a real success out of this,” Julia said. “This could be your life changing moment. If you can get published regularly, you may be back on track for tenure. Else, you could become a full-time writer.”

I could tell Julia still had strong feelings for me. I had to admit, I felt the same. But I needed to sort myself out before I committed to anyone.

By the time I caught up with Emma later that day, she had booked interviews with more actual clients of transgender girl escorts. Half a dozen names were on the list. All local guys. I was surprised how quickly the list had come together. It seems I had underestimated the allure of transgender girls. The guys ranged from twenty years old to seventy years old. My mind went places I didn’t want to explore. Still, I was committed to this project.

The first interviewee was Bruce, who was in his early twenties and lacked the confidence of Dave.

“Bruce, why do you seek out transgender girls?” I asked.

“I’m not sure why,” Bruce replied. “I know there’s nothing I find as sexy as a girl with that something extra. I dated girls up until a year ago. I was on a trip to Thailand with my mates. We got drunk and went on a pub crawl. But my mates stitched me up. Still, it was a life changer for me. The best thing that ever happened. Not that I told them.”

“What sort of services do you ask the girls to perform?” I asked.

“I’m not the most confident guy in the world sexually,” Bruce replied. “So, I love my partner taking the initiative. For me, there’s nothing sexier than being ploughed from behind by a drop-dead gorgeous gal with a little something extra. In fact, the bigger the something extra, the better I like it.”

“So, that something extra is important to you?” I asked.

“Hell yeah,” Bruce replied. “Especially in the control of a skilled operator. The orgasms I have with a transgender girl are ‘off the charts’ enjoyable.”

“Bruce, what do your mates think about you having sex with transgender girls?” I asked.

“Shit, they don’t know,” Bruce replied. “I couldn’t tell them. They think I’m shy and that’s why I don’t have a girlfriend. I’d get called gay or a faggot. I’d get disowned. They wouldn’t understand.”

“You don’t think they’d accept you if they knew?” I asked.

“Unfortunately not,” Bruce replied honestly. “I keep it as my secret obsession. I travel to London to meet the girls. That’s why I only get to do it once a month.”

After meeting Bruce, Emma and I debriefed. I was getting particularly strong insight. But it was hard for me to capture the fullness of the conversation alone. So, I asked Emma to join me for the remainder of the interviews. She jumped at the chance.

“You need to let me run the interviews, though,” I said.

“Sure, I understand,” Emma said. “I’m there to scribe and nothing more.”

“No, I value your insight too,” I said. “I’m looking for you to raise your feedback when we debrief, too.”

Emma’s face lit up. I hadn’t previously noticed. But she was actually quite attractive, underneath all the alternate clothing and makeup, and when she smiled.

The third interview was with Colin. A high-flying judge in his late fifties, Colin enjoyed being dominated.

“What type of services do you ask the girls to perform?” I asked.

“I am in control all day, every day,” Colin replied. “So, I like to be dominated. Not only let go of the controls, but to be totally dominated. It’s how I cope with the stress of my job.”

Julia was right. I had jumped to the conclusion this would be simple. I believed I could use my limited experience and manipulate it.

“How do you find the transgender girls?” I asked.

“The Internet may be a beautiful thing,” Colin replied. “But not when you are a judge with a non-mainstream fetish. I have been seeing the same Dom for the past fifteen years. Our role-play has changed over the time, but she’s discrete and knows my needs intimately. I don’t know what I’d do if I lost her.”

“How do you keep the transactions discrete?” I asked.

“Cash only is the first rule,” Colin replied. “Cash leaves no paper trail. And our messages are coded. If my assistant views a message, she has no idea what it’s about. Discretion is everything in my world.”

I was surprised by the level of diligence and consideration that went into interactions. This was a theme I hadn’t expected to uncover.


CHAPTER FOUR


AFTER FOUR INTERVIEWS I started getting a solid picture of the clientele, their motives and concerns. A theme of ‘people just don’t understand’ shone through. It seemed loving transgender girls was something many guys experienced. But it was also kept secret. Fear of being shunned was a big consideration.

The fifth interview was with Gerard. He was a private equity banker by day and cross-dresser by night.

“What type of services do you ask the girls to perform?” I asked.

“I have a stressful day job, so get solace in my down time by dressing in feminine attire,” Gerard replied. “The girls help me with my dressing and makeup. They make me believe I am pretty enough to love.”

“What specific services do the escorts provide?” I asked.

“Well, I visit them in their places of business,” Gerard said. “I bring along a few items of clothing, underwear mainly. They provide access to a wardrobe of clothing that I could never own and that suits my mood at the time. It’s quite difficult to buy fashionable women’s clothing that fits, if you’re a guy. Plus, with the expense and the storage requirements. It’s easier to outsource the activity to a specialist.”

“Do you go out dressed in women’s clothing?” I asked.

“Sometimes, I’ll spend a weekend as a girl,” Gerard replied. “My service provider and I will run around as girlfriends all day. We’ll shop and drink coffee and sometimes go to a bar at night. It’s sort of like having a big sister to show you the ropes. I like to feel attractive and flirt with the handsome boys when dressed. But I never go home with anyone. My service provider is the only one I get intimate with.”

During my debrief with Emma, I almost had too much for the transgender girl lover boxes. Trouble was, the escort client boxes were multiplying and getting more and more blurry. Still, we had first-hand feedback from a half dozen insightful interviewees. Although we didn’t have a clear picture, I was confident we had one side of the story. The consistent message from the clients wasn’t only about the sex. It was much more that engaged them.

“Where are we Emma?” I asked. “Where next with the interviews?”

“I feel you need an initial interview with a transgender girl to get your bearings,” Emma replied. “I have a friend who is a fellow student. She has agreed to meet with you, as long as it’s offsite. She doesn’t want to be outed by the interview process.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I can meet her over near my apartment.”

“Brilliant,” Emma said. “She doesn’t live far from you.”

“Her name is Jazz,” Emma continued. “She’s a first-year student here at Royal Holloway. She studies Human Resource Management, with a Social Work minor, and is keen to make her mark on transgender rights in the workplace.”

“Sounds like a nice person to meet,” I said. “But do you think she represents the typical transgender girl.

“With due respect, I think you’re looking at it all wrong,” Emma said. “There are no typical transgender girls. It’s like saying I’m not your typical redhead.”

I considered it for a moment. I was so glad Emma had come on board to help with the project. Even at thirty-two, I was too old fashioned to properly understand the subject matter. I needed the fresh and open perspective Emma brought.

“You’re right,” I said. “I’m sorry for that comment. I appreciate your perspective and guidance on this. So, when can I meet Jazz?”

“She studies or works all day,” Emma said. “The only opportunity is for you to interview her over dinner one night. Is that okay?”

“Sure,” I said. “Let me know where and when?”

“She’s suggested Thursday night. If that works for you,” Emma said. “Jazz works each night and on weekends. Just to make ends meet.”

Emma told me everything she knew about Jazz. She hailed from the South Coast near Cornwall. Growing up in a quiet village had been a struggle, but she had supportive parents. After underperforming at grade school, she blossomed at secondary school. With strong marks and the support of her parents, she was accepted into Royal Holloway.

“She sounds so well-adjusted,” I said. ”Not at all like the transgender girls I envisaged from the feedback.”

“I think she has to work extremely hard for that,” Emma said. “Remember, she is passing as a girl every day of the week here at university. That must take its toll.”

Again, Emma had me stepping back from the cliffs. I couldn’t afford to jump to conclusions and trivialise the subject area. Julia was right. This needed a skilled hand.

“What does Jazz’s boyfriend think of her having dinner with me?” I asked. “I hope he’s not gonna follow us to the restaurant and create a scene?”

“Last I heard, Jazz doesn’t have a boyfriend,” Emma replied. “She claims her schedule is way too busy to spend time on something as frivolous as romance. So, feel free to ask her out.”

Emma threw me a cheeky smile.

“You never know,” I replied with a grin. “She may be the one I’ve been waiting for. I hope you won’t hate her, if we hook up?”

“I’d be heart broken, for sure,” she replied feigning putting her fingers down her throat. “But I’m sure I’d recover.”

Over the past week or so, we’d developed quite a rapport. Emma had proven herself smart and quite industrious. Her star was definitely on the rise.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


AFTER INTERVIEWING THE clients, I was a little worried about taking a transgender girl to dinner. Emma had arranged that I pick Jazz up from her apartment, take her to dinner and drop her off again. Even though this wasn’t a date, butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I knocked on the door of Jazz’s apartment.

“Is Jazz home,” I said as the door was opened by a guy with long hair. He grunted and left me standing in the hallway.

“You must be Mr Sanderson,” a female voice said from behind the door. When the door opened, my jaw nearly fell on the floor.

“Y..yes I am,” I said with a sudden stutter. “And you must be Jazz?”

Jazz was tall, around 5ft 9in, but with her 4-inch stilettos was only an inch shorter than me. She was beautiful, with dark curly hair and a cute little fringe. Her large round brown eyes sparkled as she smiled. She had pronounced dimples and sensuous bee stung lips painted bright red. Her hair was tucked back behind her pierced ears and a ponytail slung across one shoulder. Jazz wore a white silken button up blouse, a black leather skirt, black tights and black ankle boots. She carried a fluffy pink jacket over one arm and a black handbag under it.

“Pleased to meet you, Professor,” Jazz said holding out her hand. “Thanks for the invitation.”

“I’m not yet a Professor,” I said apologetically. “And you wouldn’t believe how much you are helping me out.”

“Well Emma says she’s loving working on the project,” Jazz said. “I’m under instructions to do everything I can to help.”

“How did you meet Emma?” I asked.

“She tried to sign me up to the LGBT Club,” Jazz replied. “And we became fast friends from there.”

Looking at Jazz, I felt the urge to wrap my arms around her and squeeze her tightly. She had a unique cuteness about her. But I resisted my urges and led her to the car. I opened the door for her, and we were off to the restaurant.

I needed to do something to counter the naughty thoughts I was having.

“So, tell me a little about yourself, Jazz,” I said. “What makes you tick?”

“Well as you know I’m transgender,” Jazz said. “I’ve always known I was a girl. My earliest memories are of playing dress ups in my older sister’s clothes. I was also a bit of a makeup fiend.”

“School was hard for me, but I knew I had to do well,” Jazz continued. “Else, I was going to have to live a life of poverty. I was lucky my mother let me be me, once she knew it wasn’t a phase. I was around ten. She let me change schools and I finished my school years as Jazz. She fought hard for me to be accepted, as me. Compared to most transgender girls, I was blessed.”

I struggled to believe this well-adjusted eighteen-year-old was once a boy. Her presence aroused me, and I had to keep adjusting my pants to make it less obvious.

“My research is particularly focussed on transgender sex-workers,” I said. “It seems like you may not be the best person to chat to about that.”

“I work part-time at the Transgender Outreach Centre in Windsor,” Jazz replied. “So, while I’m not an escort, I spend time with many women who are. I’m probably in the one percent of transgender girls who have a relatively normal life. Again, I thank my parents. But many transgender girls end up on the street and sell sex to survive. It’s a massive problem.”

Emma had booked us into Osso Buco, a restaurant offering Mediterranean cuisine in a romantic setting. I opened the car door and led Jazz through the entry. We had a table reserved by the window with a fabulous outlook to the light filled courtyard. The warmth from the log fire overwhelmed the cold from the windows, providing a snug setting. Candles sat in the middle of the table, throwing a beautiful firelight into Jazz’s large brown eyes.

“Would you have any connections who work in the escort arena, and would be willing to chat to me?” I asked.

“Sure, I can think of a few, right off the bat,” Jazz replied. “Are there any particular types you would like to meet?”

“I’ve been told there are three main types,” I said. “I’m looking to interview a dominatrix or madam, a young transgender girl new to the game and an experienced transgender girl who offers the girlfriend experience and is perhaps working her way out.”

Jazz was the complete package. She was sweet, well-mannered, curious, well-spoken and intelligent. I struggled to focus on the questions from time to time, especially when her hand touched me, or her leg grazed mine. It took time, but I was getting an appreciation of her background and the challenges she faced.

“Leave it with me,” Jazz said. “I’m sure I can get you a chat with at least one of each. The only thing is, they may want me along to feel comfortable.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “If you can get me in front of the right people, I’m more than happy to have you join me.”

After dinner, I helped Jazz put on her jacket before walking her to the car. I saw she was shivering, so put my arm around her. She didn’t pull away. Once at the car, I opened her door. We headed straight back to her apartment.

“If you need me to be a sounding board on anything at all, feel free to ask” Jazz offered. “The project sounds important. Anything that can help raise awareness of the plight of transgender women in this country, would be life changing. So, I’m committed to helping where-ever I can.”

When we pulled up at her apartment block, Jazz turned to me.

“It’s been so wonderful to chat to you tonight,” Jazz said. “Thanks for treating me as just another girl. It’s cold out, so you don’t need to walk me to my door.”

I jumped out of the car and opened her door. I put my arm around Jazz and walked her to the apartment.

“I had an awesome time tonight,” I said. “Not because you provided answers to my long question list. But because you were a joy to go out with. I hope to see you again, soon.”

I leaned in and kissed Jazz. She didn’t pull away. Neither of us did until her door was opened by her housemate.


CHAPTER SIX


EMMA RAN ME through the results of her first week of desk research. She had been diligently following leads provided by Dave and summarising her findings against our research plan. The findings were illuminating, especially given the outtakes of the interviews.

“Basically, it’s not surprising to see transgender girl lovers protect their identities,” Emma said. “Little is out in the open. Private websites and private groups tend to be most popular with the punters.”

“Well, I suppose that’s not surprising,” I said. “Given what we heard.”

Emma showed me a number of websites that catered to the transgender girl lover. They were visually orientated with either photos or videos used as the primary content. I had never seen this type of material before. Some of it was titillating, but some of it was disturbing. But that was set against my lens of the world. The material varied roughly in line with our interviewees’ preferences. But the common theme was the sexualised nature.

“On the other side of the coin, the transgender girls are either ‘out and proud’ or ‘hidden from plain site’,” Emma said. “There seems to be a secret society of transgender girls who are helping others, or being helped by others, within the community.”

“So, the Internet has made a huge difference to these groups,” I said.

“Exactly,” Emma said.

The websites established for the transgender girls focussed on three things. First, there were community sites. These had an acceptance feel and offered support and encouragement for new members. Next, there were dating sites. These provided the opportunity for transgender girls and their lovers to find each other. Finally, there were money making sites. These included photos, videos, video cams and escort sites. Here the focus was transactional, rather than on the relationship.

“But the biggest driver seems to be the inequality experienced by transgender girls,” Emma said. “It appears most transgender girls are not just shunned by society. They are shunned by family and friends. As a result, the challenge is to make enough money to keep a roof over your head. Food and shelter are a focus. Added to that, the costs of living as a transgender girl are high. Makeup, clothes, shoes and the like. That’s without mentioning the medical costs.”

“So, well-paid work is difficult to find, and costs are high,” I commented.

The plight of the characters in my story were becoming apparent. It was a very rich vein for a writer. But we still needed to dig further, before I could convince Julia we were ready to write.

Once Emma was gone, I ran back through the material she had highlighted. I tried to see where Jazz fitted in. She seemed on track, very focussed and passionate about her future.

As I moved through the websites, I searched for Jazz. But in the public domain, I found nothing apart from her social media profiles.

I found myself looking through her Instagram site. Then, I found her YouTube channel. In her high school days, she had been quite active. But about four years ago, it all seemed to stop. I wondered why she’d had the change of heart. I noticed she was online.

“Hey Jazz, thanks again for spending time with me yesterday,” I messaged.

“No worries Mr Sanderson,” she responded.

“That’s my dad. Call me Alan,” I messaged.

“No worries Alan,” she responded with a smiley face emoji.

Jazz’s profiles were quite clean and professional. I figured that was due to her studying Human Resource Management. She needed to put forward an image that supported her career aspirations. I noticed some old photos on Instagram. She looked gorgeous. I accidentally liked one. She wore a cute Sailor Moon costume for Halloween and had a delightful smile on her face.

“Thanks for the like,” she immediately messaged.

“Sorry, I’m not stalking you,” I responded.

“That’s a shame,” she messaged adding a frowny face emoji.

The interaction excited me. I waited for a minute before replying.

“If you’re gonna stalk me, you may as well do it properly,” she messaged.

All of a sudden, I got a Facebook friend request, a Twitter follow, An Instagram follow, and several more requests.

“Don’t worry, I know it’s for research,” she continued with a winky emoji.

“But in case you’re curious, here’s my TG Personals profile link,” she continued.

I wasn’t sure how to handle this. Was she purely helping me out with the research? Was she giving me a sign that she was interested in me? Jazz had surely piqued my interest. I wanted to understand more about her.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“HOW’S THE RESEARCH coming along?” Julia asked. “Have you pulled together a full picture of your characters yet?”

“It’s moving along well,” I replied. “Emma has finished the desktop research. We’ll be running through the second half this afternoon. And I’ve got a few interviews with some working girls, before I’m finished up.”

“Sounds promising,” Julia said. “Have you got a storyline worked out yet?”

“Not yet, but it’s not far away,” I replied. “I’ve met this amazing girl, Jazz. I’m trying to work out how to craft her into the story.”

“Sounds like someone’s a little smitten,” Julia said with a cheeky smile.

I must have turned a dark shade of red.

“Don’t tell me you’ve fallen for one of your subjects? Wouldn’t be the first time,” she continued. “Please tell me she’s a real girl.”

“They’re called cisgender,” I replied. “But no, she’s a transgender girl. And no, I’m not hot for her. She’s just an interesting character.”

Julia read me like a book. Ten years together does that. I changed the subject quickly and we moved on.

When I met Emma again in the afternoon, she was thoroughly prepared. I enjoyed her approach and decided to work on a reference letter for her. Her help thus far had been invaluable. Now I needed her to navigate the web of social media for me.

“Wow, you’ve been busy,” I said looking at the piles of notes sitting on the desk in front of us.

“This is quite a complex area,” Emma replied. “I hope to do it justice, though.”

“I noticed you’d been doing some social media research yourself,” Emma continued with a smile. “Seems like you and Jazz are fast friends.”

I wasn’t sure how to answer this. Had I been caught? I decided to remain silent.

“As you are probably aware,” Emma said. “Social media is based on the idea of communities. As I join a community, my friends are encouraged to do so, too. Hence, when you stalked Jazz last night, I kept getting notified.”

“Yes, well as you would be aware,” I said. “Jazz sent me a list of her social media sites for me to follow.”

“And you jumped straight onto it,” Emma said. “That’s the sort of can-do attitude I expect from you, boss.”

“Social media has helped smaller communities out incredibly,” Emma continued. “Not only do they provide access to social support, they provide access to resources. Now, some of those resources are unreliable, but buyer beware, as they say. But the downside of social media, is the cyber-bullying. So, transgender girls and their lovers have to be wary what and how they post.”

“That’s disappointing,“ I said. “The few, spoil it, for the many.”

Emma was all over it. She ran through the mainstream platforms like Facebook and Twitter. I was surprised by the level of imagery on Twitter. But that may help with writing the sex scenes for the play. Then, she ran through the bulletin boards. I’d subscribed to Reddit for academic subjects but was curious to understand the immense level of information shared. Then, she ran through the video-based platforms.

“Now from a sex worker perspective, there’s a couple of sites you need to understand,” Emma said. “Firstly, Twitter is used by escorts to promote their services. Many of the escorts have strong followings, and they use the platform to keep them front of mind. I’ve listed some hashtags for you to check out.”

“Okay, so where does that leave us?” I asked.

“It’s not social media that will lead you to escorts,” Emma replied. “It’s the specialist sites and the advertising sites that are used. There are a number of member-only websites that provide access to local transgender girls in a city. This is most commonly used by the higher-end, or more established, transgender girls. Then, there’s the classifieds like Craigslist, Locanto and the like, for the newer girls.”

Wow, this was a totally new world to me. These names weren’t familiar, but Emma had provided samples and links to everything.

“So, it’s either electronic classified advertising, or electronic magazines?” I offered.

“Yes,” Emma replied. “But everything leads back to a website or telephone for the transaction.”

“Thanks so much, for putting all this together for me,” I said. “Tell me, was it all as new for you as it is for me?”

“I’ve used many of the platforms, especially social media, in my private life,” Emma said smiling. “So, it wasn’t difficult. I’ve also bought furniture off Craigslist.”

“But there’s one important piece I haven’t shown you yet,” Emma said.

“What’s that?” I said.

“In the video world, there’s a thing called ‘Cam Girls’,” Emma said. “There sort of a halfway step to escorts. Virtual escorts, you might say.”

“Okay, I think I’ve seen something like that on television,” I said.

“Quite likely,” Emma said. “In some cases, the ‘Cam Girls’ job is a step towards either escorting or pornography. Sort of backstory fodder. So, it’s an important one for you to know about. I’ve left you with some links.”

I thanked Emma for all the work she had done. I started to understand the sheer complexity of it all. But I also started to figure out some interesting back stories and character plots for the screenplay.

“I’ll start to work on the brief after I’ve digested this lot,” I said. “If you like, I can run it past you when I’m done?”

“Sure, that would be fantastic,” Emma said. “You don’t often get the chance to see where the hard work goes.”

“All that is left now is to interview the escorts and visit a few of the bars and clubs,” I said. “Do you want to tag along on any of that?”

“I’d love to be part of the process, especially with the interviews,” Emma said. “But I think you may be better to take Jazz to the bars and clubs. It’ll appear more authentic, and she’ll be more familiar with them. I’ve already suggested it to Jazz, and she’s more than keen to help.”

“So, it’s back to stalking Jazz again tonight is it?” Emma said cheekily.

I knew she was playing with me, so remained silent.

“Oh, sorry that’s right,” Emma said. “It was purely research.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I said. “And she was happy for me to use her as a test case.”

“And I suppose the kiss was research too?” Emma said.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


THE BAR VISITS were set for Friday night. Jazz had taken time off work to help me out. I’d suggested we could go after she finished work, but she wouldn’t hear of it.

“I’m leaving now. See you in fifteen minutes,” I messaged.

“I’ll be ready for you when you arrive,” she responded.

I wasn’t sure about the dress requirements, so I went upmarket with a dark blue suit, white silk shirt and blue suede boots. I convinced myself I looked hot, especially with a fresh haircut.

I knocked on the door of her apartment and a few minutes later it was answered by her flatmate.

”Hi, I’m Alan. Is Jazz at home?” I asked.

He grunted before calling out.

“Jazzy, that old dude is here for you again,” he yelled.

I heard the sound of stilettos on wooden boards coming towards the door. My excitement level escalated. What would she be wearing tonight? I looked forward to walking down the streets of London with my arm around Jazz. Then I saw her.

“Hey babe,” Jazz said as she walked up and laid a kiss on me. “This is going to be so much fun.”

I stood fixed to the spot. Jazz was a vision of beauty.

Jazz wore a little black lace dress which clearly showed her bra and panty set underneath. Her cleavage burst from her halter neck top, supported ably by her lace bra. Her dress only just covered her perfectly round arse. She wore a loose belt and matching choker. Both were black leather. Light makeup was applied skilfully to highlight her porcelain skin, while her large round eyes and sumptuous plump lips were features. To finish off the outfit, Jazz wore a pair of 5-inch stiletto thigh high boots in black suede.

“Are you okay?” Jazz asked. “You appear shocked.”

I had trouble stringing two words together. For an aspiring English Literature Professor, this was a first.

“Do you have a jacket?” I eventually muttered.

“Thanks babe,” she said. “I nearly forgot.”

She turned and walked back inside. Her arse swayed gently from side to side. I was unable to avert my gaze.

“I gather you approve of my outfit,” she said as I drove towards London. “The transgender club scene is quite fashion forward. And I wouldn’t want you to lose me in the crowd.”

Jazz had straightened her hair and it sat almost to her backside. She had a clip keeping it away from her face. That showed off her dainty ears, dominated by oversized earrings.

“You look stunning,” I said. “I hope you don’t get snapped up by some Lothario, while we are doing the research.”

“No need to worry,” she said putting her hand on my thigh. “I’m all yours tonight.”

My half-boner moved to raging, at her touch. I was gonna have to be careful tonight. Else, I may do something we both regretted.

We started at the ‘Way Out Club’ near the Tower of London. It was packed with punters, ninety percent of which were dressed female. I got a couple of drinks, while Jazz claimed a table.

“To our second date,” Jazz toasted. “Well, a girls gotta dream.”

“To a fruitful night of research,” I said. “I greatly appreciate the help.”

“See that Asian girl but the bar,” Jazz said quietly to me. “She’s an escort.”

“How can you tell,” I said. “She doesn’t look obvious.”

“She’s dressed for sex,” Jazz replied. “Not dressed to party.”

I looked closely and saw what Jazz meant.

“A photo will last longer,” Jazz quipped.

Jazz gave me a run-down of who’s who in the zoo. There were part-time girls, full time girls, working girls and the list went on. The drag queens were the most flamboyant, while the part-time girls were the quietest. Except for a group of around half a dozen who seemed to get confidence from each other.

On my second trip to the bar, I got propositioned by a huge drag queen. I quickly pointed to Jazz and was left alone. I tried to grab the eye of the Asian escort. But she worked her phone furiously. I noted that she had the classifieds open, as well as her messenger and email. Transaction complete, she was off. No messing around. It was extremely business like.

“She got a job,” Jazz said on my return to the table. “The Asian escort.”

”Yes, I was watching over her shoulder,” I said.

“She’ll be back here later in the night,” Jazz said. “She’s using this club as her waiting room. She’s not expecting to pick up here. That’s why you couldn’t catch her eye. It’ll all be transacted over her phone.”

I was surprised at how much Jazz was aware of what was going on. But then again, she worked with the transgender girls on a daily basis.

The group of six part-timers were on the table next to us. While talking to Jazz, I accidentally caught the eye of one of the girls.

“Hey stud,” the transgender girl said. “Do you want to make six girls very happy?”

I looked at the girls. Two of them were drop-dead gorgeous. Tall, but feminine.

“As enticing as that offer sounds,” I said turning to Jazz. “I’ve only got eyes for one girl.”

Jazz stepped forward and gave me a kiss. I held my ground, and she moved in closer ’til our bodies almost became one. Her tongue pushed through my lips and explored my mouth. I responded by pushing my tongue into Jazz’s mouth. Her hands moved to my arse and pulled it in tight.

It did the trick. The girls chased another guy.


CHAPTER NINE


“THE DRAG SHOW will start soon,” Jazz said. “Is that something you were looking to see?”

I considered it for a moment. It wasn’t on my list, but it sounded like a lot of fun. Then again, it would be loud and have the punters focused. So, perhaps not.

“I’d love to see one another day,” I said. “But I value your time with me and wouldn’t like you to think I’m having a night out.”

“Let’s hit the road,” Jazz suggested. “The ‘Roma Transexual Club’ is about a fifteen-minute drive.

“Okay, I’m in your capable hands,” I replied.

Jazz grabbed me by the hand and led me out of the ‘Way Out Club’. Once we got outside, she pulled my arm around her waist. Her floral scent invaded my airways while her black lace dress felt soft and warm.

“Now, the ‘Way Out Club’ is a transgender bar with a drag show,” Jazz explained. “It attracts a broad range of girls from first-timers to professionals. But it is more of a girls’ club than one where guys go to pick-up. As you could see, it’s the office of choice for many of the escorts.”

I started to understand how it worked. Rather than have a hotel room in the city, the escorts worked out of a friendly club and met clients in their hotels in the city.

“Our next stop is a gay bar with a strong transexual clientele,” Jazz said. “The key difference here, is it’s a club that will attract guys wanting to hook up with a transexual. Both the girls and the guys will be more aggressive. It’s a pick-up spot, so by entering we are saying we’re looking for someone.”

“I get it,” I said. “So, there’ll be more guys here because the girls are out to hook-up. Not just to socialise. It’s not the first time I’ve been to a pick-up bar. You don’t need to worry about me.”

The ‘Roma Transexual Club’ was not at all like I expected. The dance music was pounding, the lights were blinding, and the smell of illicit drugs filled the air. I wasn’t in Kansas anymore, Toto.

The club was packed with a crowd roughly split between dressed male and female. While the guys stood around the bar and walls of the venue, the dance floor was packed with transgender girls in every type of revealing clothing you could imagine.

I looked across to Jazz. She was already being asked to dance by a group of guys. Given how she looked it was hardly surprising. It had probably been a poor time for me to be a ‘know it all’. I was well out of my comfort zone, and we both recognised it. Jazz was led to the dance floor where the boys ground up and down her body like she was catnip. Meanwhile, I had troubles of my own.

An exceptionally tall transgender girl had taken a shine to me. She towered over me, standing well over 6ft 6in in her heels. Wearing a skin-tight black shiny jump-suit, she had black wings attached to her back. She grabbed me by the hand and led me to the dance floor. Unable to even hear a scream, I had no choice but to go with it.

As I scanned the club, I got a feeling for the clientele. Jazz was right. This was a pick-up spot, and the attention cycle was very short. I watched as a single dance turned into a place to stay for the night, for many punters. There was no chat. Just grinding, leading to kissing, leading to exit. The efficiency was something to behold.

My dance partner appeared to be on the same cycle. Once on the dance floor, she grabbed my head and pushed it between her ample bosoms. After shaking her body and grinding her groin against my stomach, she went in for the kiss. I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned to see Jazz standing a foot from me. She let go with a massive slap across my face, before dragging me out of the club.

“I’m not gonna say I didn’t warn you,” Jazz said. “I hope I didn’t interrupt anything intimate?”

“I’m sorry,” I said sheepishly. “And, how did you learn to slap like that? I can hardly feel my face.”

“Well, I needed it to appear believable,” Jazz said. “There was no way I was fighting that Amazon for you.”

On the way home, I asked Jazz some questions about what we had seen.

“Well, I hope you understand how the face to face hook-ups happen,” Jazz said. “But the professional girls use technology to their advantage. You’re not gonna find escorts working the transgender bars anymore.”

As it was early, I asked Jazz if she would show me her favourite hangout. Truth be known, I enjoyed spending time with Jazz. But I suggested it as a ‘thank you of sorts’, for her hard work. It was a quiet venue around five hundred yards from her apartment. I bought us a couple of drinks.

“This is my favourite song,” Jazz said. “Can we dance?”

As I stood holding Jazz closely, my excitement rose. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, as her hair swayed in time with her hips and the music. Her lips called out to me. Kiss me, kiss me, they screamed. Her hands were so soft in mine. Small and feminine, I couldn’t believe they weren’t female.

I was confused. I had a strong attraction to this beautiful girl. But my rational head told me it was wrong. Was I in denial? Was I lying to myself? I couldn’t hold back any longer and kissed Jazz passionately. Right there, in my own town, a mere five hundred yards from her home.


CHAPTER TEN


DAVE HAD ARRANGED for Emma and me to meet a few of the escorts during the following week. He had them booked and would give us ten or fifteen minutes to chat to them prior to his session commencing. We met Mistress Natasha, Yvonne and Sarah. It was quite the eye-opening experience.

“I understand you offer a domination service,” I said to Miss Natasha. “Could you tell me how that works?”

“Well, I cater to mainly the rich and powerful,” Miss Natasha replied. “So, discretion is the key. But I enjoy helping others enjoy the freedom of not being in control. You see, my clients have serious responsibilities, all day, every day. I help them escape. Even if it’s only for an hour or so.”

“Are you suggesting it’s less of a sexual thing?” I asked.

“It can be,” Miss Natasha replied. “My clients don’t ask for anything too out of the box when it comes to sex. Hell, I still fuck them and that’s all part of the service. But it’s only a small part of what I provide.”

I was amazed that Mistress Natasha was just like a regular woman you would walk by in the street. Obviously, she didn’t dress like a Dom all the time. But she was a small businessperson offering her clients a service they wanted. And I could tell Dave was grateful she did.

“You must lead a stressful life as a university lecturer,” Miss Natasha said. “Here’s my card. Give me a call if you need to escape the pressure sometime.”

Yvonne was a stunning young transgender girl, much in the mould of Jazz. She had long curly red hair, amazing emerald green eyes and a stunning set of 38DD breasts. She wore lingerie with black 5-inch stripper shoes. This took her well over six foot.

“What services do you offer?” I asked.

“I offer sessions from sixty-minutes to overnight. You’d get a handy, a blowy and anal,” Yvonne said quite matter of fact. “Most of my appointments are sixty-minutes, but there’s some regulars who like to take things a little slower. Dave is one of those. I only do outcalls.”

“And how do people find you?” I asked.

“I advertise in the classifieds each day.” Yvonne replied. “Plus, I have my website and I’m on a dozen or so of the TS escort websites. I’m almost always fully booked, so there’s no need to spend anything more. Still, I’m sure I could find a spot for you, if you like, though. Or, the two of you, if that’s your preference.”

“Finally, if you don’t mind the question, how did you get into the profession?” I asked.

“No, that’s okay,” Yvonne said with a smile. “Well, I came out at fourteen and got thrown out of home. I stayed with a friend’s family for a year and started living full time as a girl. I moved to London but was too young and messed up to get a job. So, I placed an ad in the classifieds and have never looked back. I enjoy my job. I’m excellent at it. And it allows me to more than get by. It’s expensive to be a transgender girl in London.”

Sarah was the third of the escorts we met. She was attractive, smart and well-spoken. Her long blonde hair reached down to her arse, and she had massive brown eyes and plump red lips. Her body was curvy in all the right places. She dressed in evening attire and looked like she could be the woman sitting next to you at the theatre.

“What services do you offer?” I asked.

“I offer the girlfriend experience, predominately,” Sarah replied in her sexy feminine voice. “I rarely do appointments of less than a night. Only for long-term clients. We typically go out. I’ll be wined and dined, maybe go to the theatre or a dance club, and then spend intimate time pleasing my client. It’s no different to a typical date, except the sex is guaranteed.”

“And how do you find your clients?” I asked.

“Well, they find me,” Sarah said. “But these days, I rarely take on anybody new. I adore what I do and know my clients better than anyone else ever could. Many have been visiting me for ten years or more. It’s not about the sex, though I’m sure after a night with me you’d hunger for many more. In fact, as you’re a friend of Dave’s, I’m happy to show you what you’ve been missing. How’s next Tuesday night work for you? We can make it an all-nighter.”

The interviews had been invaluable. Emma and I debriefed afterwards. We agreed all the gaps in the research had been covered. I felt comfortable with the characters, their motives and the action.

“I think the only thing left is to spend a night with one of the transgender girls,” Emma said with a grin.

I looked at her and could tell she was half-joking.

“And I know which lucky girl it should be,” she said.

“Let me guess,” I said. “The Dominatrix?”

“That would be funny,” Emma replied. “But no.”

“Okay,” I said. “Sarah, because she’s my age?”

“Wrong again,” Emma replied. “And before you ask, I don’t mean Yvonne either.”

I looked at Emma with a straight face. Was it that obvious? Did she think I should? Or was she having fun with me?

“I think you should spend a night with Jazz,” Emma finally said. “Because you’ve got it bad for her. And you two would make a gorgeous couple.”

“She’s not exactly the escort type,” I said with a smile.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“HOW’S MY SCRIPT coming along?” Julia asked over coffee.

It had been a few weeks since the research was wrapped up, and the writing was coming along nicely.

“Brilliantly,” I replied. “I’ve got rich characters, a fantastic plot and am well into writing the second act.”

“I’ve read through the first act,” Julia said. “The only thing I don’t believe is the sex scenes. It’s like it’s been written by a middle-aged heterosexual male.”

I knew what she meant. I had watched videos and read books, but when I read it aloud, it sounded more like an instruction manual than a script.

“If you are gonna make this script sizzle,” Julia continued. “You gotta up the emotional intensity of the sex scenes.”

After coffee, I walked through the halls where I caught a glimpse of a stunning young girl in a white flowing dress and sandals. As I got closer, to my surprise, she smiled and said hello.

“How’s the script coming along?” Jazz asked. “You must be nearly finished.”

I was embarrassed I hadn’t recognised her. Probably because I hadn’t looked at her face.

“Really good, thanks to you,” I replied. “I’m working through the final act.”

“I’d love to read it at some stage,” Jazz said. “Emma tells me it’s awesome.”

I decided to bite the bullet.

“You don’t need to wait until it’s finished,” I said. “I could use some input from an expert in the field.”

“Sure, I’d love to help out,” Jazz said. “Where and when?”

“How about we grab coffee and talk about how we’ll make this work for both of us?” I said.

I knew I needed to get Jazz on board. The only thing that had prevented me, was my growing feelings for her. We headed for a local coffee shop.

“Are you interested in interning with me, for the writing of the play?” I asked. “You’ll get full credit as a co-writer and I’ll pay you a portion of my fee.”

“Wow, that’s more than okay,” she replied. “That’s awesome. My hours got cut down at the Transgender Outreach Centre. So, it’s perfect timing.”

“Full disclosure though,” I said looking embarrassed. “I need help with the sex scenes. But if that is too much for you, I’ll understand.”

Jazz paused and gave me a cheeky grin.

“I’m more than happy to mentor you with that,” Jazz said. “It may take a few nights of practice though, to get it just right.”

Jazz moved her hand onto my thigh, and I placed my hand lightly on top. She slowly moved my hand until it sat right in her lap. Her body warmed me while the slow movement of something under the dress excited me. I leaned in closely and kissed her lightly on the lips. Her cock twinged as our lips met.

“I’ll need to grab a few things at my place on the way past,” Jazz continued. “For research purposes.”

Jazz wandered out of her apartment carrying a duffle bag.

“What’s in the bag?” I asked. “It seems a lot for a night.”

“You want some help with writing the sex scenes, don’t you?” she replied with a cheeky grin.

Her hand sat in my lap as I drove to my apartment.

“Can I get you something to drink?” I asked as Jazz sat down on the couch. “How does a bottle of red sound?”

“I’d bring two bottles,” Jazz replied with a smile. “We’ll be here a while. And you may need a few glasses before we get going.”

She was right. I wasn’t quite sure what I’d signed up for. But I knew I’d be safe in Jazz’s skilled hands.

“Are you looking for the Dom experience, girlfriend experience or hooker experience first?” Jazz asked. “I’ve prepared for all options.”

She opened the duffle bag and showed me a series of devices I had no clue about.

“Well there’s no need to rush,” I replied. “That can wait. I know I’m completely inexperienced, but I want the Jazz experience. I have since the first moment I laid eyes on you. But you’ll have to guide me.”

Jazz moved closer. Her arm graze mine, sending a shock wave through me. I looked at her gorgeous lips. She was glowing. And she was glowing, just for me. Jazz reached around my neck and pulled my lips to hers. She tasted as sweet as she looked. Her lips moved to my neck as she slowly undid the buttons on my shirt. Her hands worked down my chest, forging a path for her luscious lips.

I felt my belt unbuckle. Then, came the button and the zipper. I sat up, while Jazz removed my pants. My cock tented in my silk boxers.

“No hiding how I feel about you, then,” I said.

Jazz pulled her dress over her head and threw it aside. She stood before me in the skimpiest of panties and a white bra. I took a minute to soak her full beauty in. That’s when I clearly saw her cock, poking its head out of her panties, right next to the bow.

“Lay back and relax,” Jazz said. “And, no need to take notes. I’ll fill you in, fully, when we’re done.”

Jazz pushed me back. I lay along the couch, with her beautiful face looking down at me. Her hair framed her face, and surrounded mine, as she moved in for the kiss. Jazz’s warm body greeted mine. Her ample breasts dominated my vista. I started to kiss her neck, and her breasts, as she gently rubbed her body on mine.

As Jazz swayed back and forth, my cock got harder. But I wasn’t the only one. Jazz’s cock had grown and danced with mine, each time she moved. The rhythm was slow, but sensual, and the kissing intense. I couldn’t believe the pleasure I received from a simple body rub.

Jazz upped the speed over a matter of minutes, until we both panted loudly.

“Here it comes,” Jazz moaned.

The warmth between us increased as Jazz shot her load, mere seconds after me. Our bodies captured our nectar, as Jazz’s tongue plunged back down my throat.

“That’s called a body rub,” Jazz said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


BY THE TIME we had cleaned up, Jazz and I sat on the couch, naked. Now I had a clear view of her body. I was amazed at how different it was to mine. She had a pert set of breasts, probably around 36C. Her skin was soft, pale and hairless. Yes, she was fully shaved, where it mattered. And her hips had a womanly curve. If it hadn’t been for the 4-inch uncut cock, she was the perfect picture of womanhood.

Jazz reached into her duffle bag and pulled out a black t-shaped object.

“If you’re gonna write transgender girl sex scenes, we’ve got get you experienced with anal play,” Jazz said. “This is a butt plug. It’ll feel strange at first. But don’t worry, it won’t hurt you, and I think you’ll actually love it.”

She lubed up the butt plug, turned me over, and slowly but steadily inserted the object in my rear. She was right, it wasn’t painful. In fact, after a few minutes or so, it was quite pleasurable. I could even sit on the couch with it inside me.

“Right, now for your second treat,” Jazz said with a broad smile.

Jazz’s hand moved to my thigh, and then my cock. At first, she grazed her fingernails past my member. With each tease, it jumped in response. I saw a glint in her eyes as she enjoyed having control. Within a few moments I was rock-hard, as Jazz now massaged my full eight inches.

“Get comfortable on your back, on the couch,” Jazz ordered. “And wet your lips.”

Jazz brought her mouth to where her hands stroked my shaft. She kissed the head of my cock, before kissing her way around, under the head. Her moist warm mouth felt heavenly on my shaft.

While working my cock, Jazz moved herself around and placed a knee either side of my head. I clearly saw her cock only inches from my mouth.

“Do you want to taste me?” Jazz asked. “Ready or not, here it comes.”

Jazz lowered her arse until her flaccid cock sat on my chin, and her balls parted against my nose.

“Take me in your mouth,” Jazz said. “You’ll thank me for this later.”

I was pinned to the couch, as Jazz worked up and down my cock with hands and mouth.

Unable to resist any longer, I opened up my hungry mouth, and placed my tongue against her flaccid member. It responded immediately. The salty taste of her come was noticeable.

“Suck it,” Jazz screamed.

I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around her cute cock. I didn’t have to do much work, as Jazz fucked my mouth, while working my tool.

“That’s it,” Jazz moaned. “Just like that. Open up your throat for me.”

Her cock got hard quickly. It doubled in size, and I was surprised I could manage the whole six inches with each thrust.

I felt ready to come, but Jazz eased off and moved to my balls.

“Get ready to take my load,” Jazz said. “Here it comes.”

Jazz fucked my mouth deeper with each thrust. I sucked harder, as I waited for my reward. She deep throated me one more time and held the position. A flood of warm sweet fluid shot deep into my mouth. With no option, I swallowed it all.

Seconds later my cock blew my load into Jazz’s mouth. We lay together for a few seconds before Jazz flipped over and shared her bounty with mine. Her tongue probed every part of my mouth, as we exchanged each other’s nectar.

“How was that, lover?” Jazz asked. “You sure you haven’t done this before?”

I smiled and stared at her gorgeous face.

“No, you are definitely my first,” I replied. “And I’ll always remember my first.”

As we kissed, her chest panted against mine. Our cocks twinged as they bumped against each other.

“Now, I want you inside me,” Jazz said. “Are you ready to have your world rocked?”

Jazz sat up with her legs against my thighs. She teased, then stroked my cock again. In no time I was hard again.

After applying lube to her cock and my arse, Jazz slowly dropped down onto my cock. Her arse was warm and tight. Once fully engaged, Jazz pumped her legs as she bounced up and down.

“That’s it,” Jazz moaned. “I want you so deep. Yes. All the way in.”

Jazz’s breasts bounced in perfect harmony with the sensations from my cock. Up and down, I was mesmerised, as I saw her eyes squint from the absolute pleasure she experienced. It spurned me on. I wanted to make this a special reward. For both of us.

“Yes, yes,” Jazz screamed. “Fuck me harder.”

Each time her arse crashed into my pelvis, her cute little cock and balls bounced against me. She reached down and started massaging her gorgeous piece. It went hard in a second and started turning purple. Another orgasm was coming.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

My cock exploded, sending my warm fluid into Jazz’s arse. Her cock let out a stream of come that sprayed all over my chest.

Jazz sat back on my cock, savouring every second of the connection.

“My god, that was awesome,” Jazz screamed.

She reached down and scooped up some of her come from my chest.

“I’m sorry for the mess,” Jazz said. “But you got me going.”

I reached up and grabbed her hand. I pulled it closer and licked her fingers dry.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


OVER THE FOLLOWING week, Jazz introduced me to every sex act that had been mentioned during the interviews. We explored each other’s bodies, trying every move at least three or four times. Whenever, we weren’t at university, we were in my apartment, naked.

Suddenly, writing became a joy. With Jazz’s guidance and tuition, I started writing believable and salacious sex scenes. And, we took time out to road test them, as part of the editing process. We didn’t always agree, but disagreements were decided in the bedroom.

“This last edit is incredible,” Julia said over coffee. “I’m getting hot just reading it. What got into you? I can’t believe the difference a month has made.”

“I’ve had an intern helping me.” I replied. “One of the first-year students.”

“Well, the impact on your work is astounding,” Jazz said. “Whoever it is. You better put a ring on it, professionally speaking, I mean.”

After our first night together, Jazz only went back to her share house once. To pack her things. She moved in, and we celebrated the perfect relationship in style, with wild and unfettered sex. We were partners now, both professionally and personally.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.

To keep you up to date with my next releases, I’ve set up a mailing list and you are most welcome to subscribe. If you sign up, you'll be first to know when I RELEASE NEW BOOKS, or offer EXCLUSIVE GIVEAWAYS.

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.
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I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

You can read my whole catalogue free, if you can subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s a great way to really get to know your favourite authors. If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

Checkout my full list of novels on Amazon or Goodreads or here’s a few recent ones that may tickle your fancy.


THE PLUS ONE
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What would you do if your ex invited you to their wedding? Would you go? How could you show you were over them?

Martin Smith has achieved every one of his goals in life. A high school football star, he attended Columbia University on a full scholarship. Dating the head cheerleader, he graduated top of his class in law. Martin seemed destined to realise his dream life, and marry his soul mate, once he became a partner at his New York law firm.

But things suddenly went south when his girlfriend of five years, Sheena, split up with him. Her family insisted she marry a good Chinese boy and even found the perfect husband. While never feeling accepted by Sheena’s family, Martin always thought love would conquer all. He never even considered he would lose the love of his life, and still pines for her eighteen months later.

When Martin gets invited to Sheena & Rob Lo’s wedding in The Hamptons, the pressure is on to find a plus-one. He hasn’t dated since splitting with Sheena but wants to show he is happy for them and has moved on. With the aid of his sister, Martin contacts hometown neighbour, Ashleigh, who agrees to be his plus-one. But Ashleigh may be more than just a plus-one. Could she be ‘the one’?

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of Wedding Crashers, then you’ll love ‘The Plus One’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Martin’s plus-one, Ashleigh, make him forget Sheena and realise what’s been missing from his past relationships?


THE NEW INTERN
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Would you take a chance on romance with someone you manage, or would you let workplace policy get in the way of real love?

Hugh Roberts is young, attractive and his star is on the rise. At twenty-four he runs the design office of an up and coming London advertising agency. He knows teamwork is the key to success in his fast-paced pressure-cooker world. And his new apartment in London’s upmarket Kensington, depends on Hugh making every post a winner.

But Hugh’s team harmony is challenged like never before when two new recruits get placed into his team. Graduate Thad Russell is an ambitious ex-Football star from the New York office. He is also the Founder’s nephew. Intern Noelle Stuart is a sun-bronzed creative whiz from Australia with all the skills. She is also breathtakingly beautiful.

Things go ‘right off the rails’ when Thad’s sexual advances towards Noelle are unwelcome, causing team dynamics to explode and threaten the biggest project of Hugh’s career. But in managing the fallout, Hugh’s blossoming feelings for Noelle become obvious to all, including her, and so does her mutual attraction.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of conflict and romance, then you’ll love ‘The New Intern’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Hugh take his one chance for real love, or will Thad and that ‘you’re her boss thing’ ensure it never happens?


THE ROOM MATE
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What would you do if you suddenly found yourself sharing a dorm room with a beautiful and sexy roommate? Would you alert student housing to their obvious mistake?

Jay Walker is a shy midwestern boy who has never kissed a girl. Let alone even contemplating something more. Heck, the only girl he even talks to that is younger than his mother, is his marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. He studies IT at Southwestern University in Texas while running a high-end website development business on the side.

When Jay gets a letter from student housing advising him of a new roommate, he can’t believe his luck. Skye Lopez is Jay’s dream girl and much, much more. A Music and Theatre major, Skye is a beautiful and sexy Latino DJ with a star that is definitely on the rise. Jay cannot believe his luck.

But as Jay struggles with the excitement of having a hot new roommate, Skye leads him on a journey of self-discovery. Unsatisfied with just building a friendship, Jay seeks wise counsel to help him move from the friendship zone into the erogenous zone.

If you like coming of age stories with a transgender romance twist, then you’ll love ‘The Room Mate’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will shy super-nerd Jay successfully move beyond the friendship zone, or will all his effort leave him on the outer?


BEST ON BOARD
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How far would you go to land the job of your dreams? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


THE EXCHANGE
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Being set up on a blind date 10,000 km from home. What could go wrong?

Life in Tokyo is a culture shock for anyone used to the sunny and spacious Northern Beaches of Sydney, Australia. Especially around Harajuku on a weekend when the cosplayers come out.

Ryan Strahan is loving life. Young, athletic, and deadly handsome, he comes from wealthy stock. He dates models, drives a killer car, and lives in a mansion with a pool and tennis court. But Ryan’s relationships have never stuck.

Recently, Ryan has accepted a university exchange program to Japan. And it seems the local girls are lining up to greet him. His stunning classmate Yuki even calls dibs on him. But Ryan is searching for perfection and thinks he’s found it in May Long.

May is a fashion student ‘friend of a friend’ on exchange from his home town. But she comes from the other side of the tracks and runs with the alternate Harajuku crowd. Still she attracts Ryan’s attention in the karaoke bars of Tokyo.

If you like Romeo and Juliet, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Exchange’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ryan find enough common ground to woo May, and develop a meaningful relationship in this very foreign land?


LOVE INTEREST
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What would happen if a television show put the storyline in the hands of the fans? How far would producers go to reflect fan feedback?

Jake Clark has just landed his dream job. Following in the footsteps of his famous uncle, Jake successfully pitches his TV show, ‘Love Interest’, to the network Executives. At thirty years old, he writes and stars in a prime-time network TV series, while his uncle directs.

An experienced actor, Jake is a novice writer with an innovative idea. Jake has committed to reflect fan feedback into the storyline in a ‘choose your own adventure’ way. His script starts with a love quadrangle between his four lead actors, Jake, his pageant queen girlfriend Britney, his best friend Andre, and a stunning trans woman he meets on a bucks-night, Eve.

But once the show starts and the fan feedback comes in, the story heads in an unpredicted and unfamiliar direction. One that both challenges Jake and fails to impress Britney. Determined to be true to his vision, Jake passionately writes the story to reflect fan feedback. But his ignorance puts the show at risk, until Eve leads him on a journey of self-discovery.

If you love television shows like ’30 Rock’, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Love Interest’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Jake be able to stay true to fan sentiment or will his limitations and actor dissension put success of the show at risk?


MILE HIGH CLUB - BANGKOK (BKK)
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Have you ever wondered what the crew of a Private Jet gets up to during a week-long layover in Bangkok?

Ken Turner has just landed his dream job. Straight out of the air force, Ken is a handsome 25yo African American who has never left the US. He has been recruited as Co-Pilot, flying a Private Jet for a Silicon Valley entrepreneur. Now the learning curve really begins.

Ken’s first trip is to Thailand, where the crew is based in Bangkok for a week. That gives him ample downtime to have some fun in the nightlife capital of the world. A lamb in a cage of wolves, Ken is naive and doesn’t even know what a ladyboy is.

Viking-esque pilot (Bo) views his job as not just to fly the plane, but to help his young offsider to truly experience each destination. And he enlists Miss Patsy and the Alcazar Cabaret girls to handle Ken’s education, first hand. But gorgeous VIP Flight Attendant (Kimberley) has vowed to keep Ken out of trouble.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of action and heart, then you’ll love ‘Mile High Club - Bangkok (BKK). The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Kimberley successfully steer Ken away from the forbidden fruit, or will Bo provide Ken with an eye-opening, and perhaps life-changing, experience?


THE APPRENTICE
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What would you do if you got offered a job that paid ten times your current salary? Are there lines you wouldn’t cross?

Shane Gold has just secured his first job, as Apprentice Electrician for Sparks Electrical. Short, skinny and naive, he wonders how he secured the job ahead of more physically capable candidates. But while Shane loves his job and working for his hot young boss Brian, his $150 per week salary is going to be challenging to live on.

Shane’s first job is a full re-wiring of Bella’s Bordello, a brothel owned by Madam X and renowned for its Virgin Conversion Therapy. He can’t believe he gets paid to spend two weeks at a brothel, learning the ropes, getting coffees and hanging out with the sexy staff.

And his favourite staff member is Natasha, the most popular gurl at Bella’s. She has everything he wants in a girl and then some. Things heat up when Shane discovers how Madam X keeps her costs under control. How will Shane spend his four hours VIP credit and will he finally pop his cherry?

If you like transgender romance stories where the hero and heroine come together, then you’ll love ‘The Apprentice’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Shane spend his VIP credits and why will it change his life, and relationships with Natasha and Brian, forever?


NEIGHBOURLY LOVE
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Ever seen a beautiful neighbour, one that truly takes your breath away, and wondered how to approach them without seeming like a stalker?

Life in LA can be pretty seductive. Especially when you are lucky enough to live by the Venice Beach waterfront. With models, actors and athletes at your doorstep, it’s hard not to get eye strain.

Bradley Jones is young, successful and rich. From his waterfront apartment overlooking Venice Beach, this twenty-two-year-old appears to have it all. But Bradley knows LA is a city that will take advantage of you if you aren’t careful. So, he’s put his love life on-hold until someone exceptional comes along.

Recently, hot-blooded Latino Cristina has moved into Bradley’s apartment building. She is tall, lean, and has a dancer’s flexibility and tone. Cristina mesmerizes him as she roller-skates along the boardwalk in her silky shorts with her headphones blaring.

But he can’t get a chance to speak to her. That is until she needs a partner for a sexually charged Argentine tango. This seductive love story moves gracefully from the Burlesque shows of Hollywood to the Tango clubs of LA.

If you like Dirty Dancing, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Neighbourly Love’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Bradley’s dancing impress this Latino goddess enough for her to fall in love with him?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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