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    After a mistaken night with a transgender prostitute, Connor begins to realize he might have accidentally stumbled onto a new addiction—one that can’t be ignored, no matter how hard he tries to ignore it.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was walking down the streets of Austria when a prostitute approached me and asked me to take her back to my hotel. There was a police officer across the street, so I assumed it was a setup, an undercover cop trying to bust creeps. But for a cop she was damn sexy, and she was showing off quite a bit. She was wearing a fishnet top that hardly covered her nipples and showed off a good amount of under-boob, and her tiny shorts were more like bikini bottoms, sitting atop her long, fishnet-clad legs. I wondered if she knew she was too over the top for anyone to take seriously. “Hey American, you want to have some fun?” 
 
    “I’m not interested, darling,” I said, smiling and nodding. The cop across the street wandered away, leaving his undercover partner alone. At least with him gone, they had a better chance of catching someone—but that someone still wasn’t going to be me.  
 
    “C’mon, baby,” she said in her thick Austrian accent. “I’ll let you put it in my ass. I love it in the ass.”  
 
    I laughed. “Look, you’re very pretty, but I know you’re a cop. I’m not dumb,” I said. 
 
    She looked at me with a crooked expression. “A cop?” she said. “Why would I be a cop? You know prostitution is legal in Austria, right?” She said it as if I was a complete idiot, a five-year-old who needed schooling. I didn’t know whether or not to believe it. It didn’t make a difference regardless—I wasn’t the prostitute type. I never understood the appeal, why someone would want to pay for sex that they could get at a bar for free. I suppose for some men, getting pussy at a bar isn’t so easy, but that had never been an issue for me.  
 
    That being said, looking at the fishnet-clad Austrian beauty, I could see the appeal. She was way out of my league—an easy nine out of ten, and her tits were perfect. It definitely took me longer to say no than I would have expected, but I still said no, and I returned to my hotel. When I was back in my room, I looked it up. Sure enough, she wasn’t lying. Prostitution was legal in Austria. Not only was it legal, but it was apparently considered quite a normal profession. Prostitutes could even register with the government to receive benefits and regular health checks. According to the website I was on, it wasn’t even frowned upon to hire yourself a prostitute.  
 
    I saw the same woman again the next day, standing down the block, waiting patiently while smoking a cigarette for a man to take her home. Her back was to me. She had a great ass that somehow looked even better covered in that black crisscrossing fishnet. I liked the way she smoked her cigarette, holding it up high, pinched between the tips of her pointer and middle fingers. There was an elegance to it. Her heels were tall, making her appear nearly half a foot taller than she really was. And even still, the top of her head only reached my chin. She was petite. I’d never fucked anyone so petite before, but I found myself fantasizing.  
 
    I was particularly horny, having spent the night with her on my mind. It’s fascinating how easy it is for a woman to work their way into a man’s mind—just a little suggestion. The smell of her perfume helped, too. I felt like I could still smell it. Like roses and vanilla. And then there was the subtle smell of sex on her, maybe a hormone or a pheromone or something. Still, I wasn’t interested in hiring a prostitute, but I needed to deal with my horniness, so that night I went down to a bar, which was attached to a little hostel. 
 
    It was a busy place, filled with young college students, most of whom were looking to get laid. I took a seat at the bar and ordered a drink. Back when I was in college, all I had to do was take a seat at the bar in a busy joint and a woman would have inevitably ended up in the seat next to me. It had been many years since I was a college student, so things weren’t quite as easy for me now. I waited for a while, had a few drinks, but no one came. I spotted a girl by herself and I thought about approaching her, but she looked terribly shy, and I knew it was going to be more work than it was worth. Shy girls never make things easy. They’re always so determined to make sure you and everyone else knows that they aren’t easy prey, that there’s more to them than just their bodies. I wasn’t that old, but I was too old to play those games. 
 
    So I had a few more drinks. I bought one girl a drink who had made eye-contact with me a few times, and then I watched as she raised her glass from across the bar in thanks. Then I realized the woman she’d been sitting with wasn’t a woman at all—just a man with long hair, with his back to me. He turned around and smiled at me. His smile was malicious, as if to say, thanks for buying my girl a drink, now go and find your own chick. I had one last drink and then I called it quits. But I was still horny, and I had more money on me than I’d anticipated. Usually, when it came to wooing a woman in a bar, I would drop a good chunk of dough on buying rounds. With no chick to buy rounds for, I had money to burn.  
 
    Then I saw a couple of prostitutes meandering down the sidewalk. And in my slightly inebriated state, I decided to go for it. Back home, in America, I wouldn’t get the chance to hire a hooker again—not legally anyway—and the street girls in Austria were way hotter, and apparently healthier with their monthly health checks. I wandered down the road, towards the red light district where I had seemingly endless options. There were blondes, brunettes, red-heads, black-haired girls, girls with neon-coloured hair, girls with rainbows dyed into their hair, black chicks, white chicks, Asian chicks, mixed chicks, short chicks, tall chicks—you name it, they were there.  
 
    But there was one chick that stood out from the rest: she was tall with long, blonde hair and a big rack. She was dressed young, with tall white stockings and a white shirt. I’d made eye-contact with a number of the street girls, but when her eyes met mine, I froze. She had an energy about her, an aura that called out to me. In that moment, resisting her wasn’t an option. I didn’t care that she was a prostitute. I needed to have her. I needed to be with her. My heart pounded ferociously as I approached her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Her name was Kate and she was different than the other girls, though I couldn’t place my finger on why as I spoke with her on the street corner. She was beautiful, but she wasn’t any more beautiful than the other girls that were around. She was my type: a bit taller than average and curvy, a bit thick in the hips and the thighs. She had a genuine smile and she was always laughing, giggling at everything I said, even though she only understood every fifth word. “You come with me?” she said in terribly broken English.  
 
    “Maybe. How much?” I asked, and then she looked at me like a confused dog, with her head tilted and her eyes narrowed. She repeated the question back to me, clearly having no idea what I was saying. I pulled some money out of my wallet and asked again. “How much of this?”  
 
    She looked at it and giggled. “Yes,” she said.  
 
    I probably should have been frustrated but it was strangely charming. It took a few different tries before I learned that an hour with her would cost me about one hundred American dollars. I thought that was a pretty good deal. I spent more than that buying girls drinks in bars—girls who weren’t nearly as pretty as Kate. And sometimes I would spend those big dollars in the bars and leave empty handed. With Kate, there was no risk of leaving empty handed once the transaction was made, unless of course I chickened out.  
 
    As a tourist, I didn’t have a car, but she didn’t mind walking with me back to my hotel. I felt so naughty, walking down the street with a prostitute next to me. I was clearly taking her back to my place, and everyone knew it, but no one seemed to care, as if it was just a normal night in Austria. Maybe every guy in the country hired prostitutes. How could you not? They were so beautiful. In America, they would have all been supermodels and movie stars.  
 
    We were a block away from my hotel when she reached down and slipped her fingers in-between mine, holding my hand. Her hand was soft and warm. She swung our arms back and forth gently like a little girl going to her first day of school. She would say things that made absolutely no sense to me. “Walk this night long time over,” was one particularly strange sentence that I couldn’t translate for the life of me. “You find happy food in my place?” was another strange sentence, which I assumed meant, Do you like the food in Austria?  
 
    “Yeah, it’s great,” I said. She smiled and nodded but clearly had no idea what I’d just said.  
 
    There was one sentence that slipped off of her tongue that I should have paid closer attention to; I should have put more effort into translating it. “I give extra lots schwanz, it’s okay?” A quick Google search on my phone would have told me that ‘schwanz’ was German for cock. Kate had a cock, and I had no idea. I was bringing a shemale back to my hotel with me. “It’s okay?” she said again.  
 
    “It’s fine. Great. Yeah,” I said. I had no idea what I was saying was great. I didn’t think it was important. When her cheeks turned red and she smiled, I assumed I’d just unknowingly complimented her. She gave me a little peck on the cheek, she smiled, and she bit her lip. God, she was cute. I’d always loved spunky girls. It was almost too bad she was a prostitute. I would have loved to bring a girl like her home with me to America.  
 
    Up in my hotel room, she became nervous. She stood near the door and looked around, her body tense. There was nothing abnormal about that hotel room. It looked exactly like every other hotel room I’d ever stayed in: neutral walls, a queen-sized bed, a cheap desk, and a purple patterned carpet that belonged in the 80s. “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “You sure it’s okay?” she said. 
 
    I laughed. “It’s fine,” I said. I stepped up to her, put my hands on her sides and I looked down into her eyes. She had stunning blue eyes. I brushed a strand of hair off of her face and then we kissed. Her lips were plump and soft and they tasted like vanilla. They were so soft, they seemed to melt against my face with every smooch. She was a good kisser. Her hands found their way underneath my shirt and she started to rub my chest and abs. I wasn’t terribly fit but she seemed to like what she was feeling.  
 
    I slipped off her shirt and felt her perfect body, slowly making my way towards her braless tits. They were stiffer than I was used to—almost definitely fake, but I’d never minded fake tits. I liked the way they bounced, even if it was somewhat unnatural. Her nipples were big and erect. As I began to fondle them, her body began to relax and she took a deep breath in. “You like this?” I asked, rubbing her nipples with my thumbs. 
 
    “It’s nice,” she said. I squeezed her tits and then I started sucking her nipples. It was pure bliss, though had I known I was sucking a man’s nipples, it would have been a different story. She explored my body while I sucked away. When I moved back up to kiss her neck, I probably should have noticed her Adam’s apple. I was kissing it, after all. But I didn’t even think twice about it.  
 
    We made our way over to the bed. I laid her down and I crawled on top of her. And then I started to make my way south, kissing between her hard tits, kissing her sternum, kissing her tummy, kissing her pelvis. Then I got to her little shorts. I undid the button and I tugged them down. Then I started to kiss her pussy, over her panties. It took me a moment to realize something wasn’t right—the bulge didn’t quite have the same softness as the pussies I was used to. I leaned back and saw the bulge, pulsing, hardening. She was big. She was a man. 
 
    “Everything’s okay?” she said in her thick Austrian accent. But everything wasn’t okay. I was reliving every second since I saw her. How had I not noticed? Now, looking back, it all seemed so obvious. Even her voice was slightly off, a little bit deeper than the average chick. Maybe it was my intoxication—yeah, that must be it. I was just drunk.  
 
    But that didn’t help in answering, what do I do now?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It didn’t take me long to realize that she’d warned me—or at least, she’d tried to warn me. Now I was about to look like the biggest ass, about to reject her even though she tried to let me know. And then what? Would I let her keep the money? I couldn’t possibly ask for it back. She’d already wasted the better part of an hour walking across town with me, keeping me company. It was my own problem that I wasn’t sleeping with her.  
 
    But even if I let her keep the money, what about her ego? I can’t imagine it would feel too good to be flat-out rejected. I couldn’t get the image of her blushing and smiling out from my head. It was all just me setting her up for disappointment.  
 
    The other option was going through with it... My heart started pounding as I considered the option, and the only reason I was considering it was because I was still tipsy from my drinks at the bar. There was no way I would have considered it for a second in a clear-minded state—no way in hell. But now, it seemed like a good option, one where no feelings got hurt and no money got wasted. I once bought the wrong brand of cigarettes and they tasted so fowl, but instead of throwing them out or giving them away, I smoked every last one, and I smoked them quickly to be done with them more quickly. I couldn’t stand the thought of wasting the ten dollars I’d spent on the pack. Now, I was looking at losing one hundred dollars, but I didn’t have to lose it.  
 
    “Everything is okay?” she asked again. 
 
    I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “Everything’s fine,” I said. My face was probably so white.  
 
    She still had a hole, after all. I’d fucked girls in the ass before, and physiologically speaking, assholes don’t differ from gender to gender. It’s still just a warm, tight, puckering hole. I didn’t have to look at her cock. I didn’t have to touch her cock. I could have asked her to flip over and get on her knees. She looked like a woman from behind. Hell, she looked like a woman from the front, save for the cock and the Adam’s apple—and now that I knew she wasn’t a woman, I suppose I could see it on her face slightly, in her jawline, and in the broadness of her shoulders.  
 
    “Suck my cock,” I said to her, and then I sat back and slipped down my pants. Man or not, her lips were soft and plump like a woman’s. I could close my eyes, let my head fall back, and imagine I was with a woman—so that’s what I did. She crawled up between my legs and she took my member in her hand. A chill shot up my spine. A man was currently handling my cock. A man was gently running his fingers up and down my length. But damn, did he know how to work a shaft.  
 
    I took another deep breath. I tried to close my eyes and imagine someone else, but I could only imagine her. I couldn’t get the image of her big cock stuffed in her panties out of my head. Even as her soft lips started to slide up and down my cock, I couldn’t shake that mental image. Yet somehow, I was getting hard. It was just the friction, I told myself. Warm, soft lips like that could get any man hard. But she wasn’t just getting me hard, she was getting me rock-hard. My member began to hurt, it was so hard. She was doing this thing with her free hand, massaging my ball sack. My God, did it feel fantastic.  
 
    “You like?” she asked, surfacing for air for a brief moment. 
 
    “It’s good,” I said. I liked the feeling of her long, soft hair on my legs. It helped me feel like I was with a woman. Between those soft, plump lips and that long, soft hair, I started to relax, feeling for a moment like I wasn’t paying a man to suck on my cock.  
 
    “You want to fuck me?” she asked. Strangely, it was her most clear and grammatically correct English sentence. I suppose given her line of work, it made sense. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and fell onto her back, slipped down her panties, and then she spread her legs. Her cock was long and hard and sitting on her tummy. It was curved slightly to one side, and it was a shade darker than the rest of her body. She was neatly shaved. “Me first, then you?” she asked, and it took me a moment to realize she was asking me to fuck her first, and then she would fuck me. Another chill ran up my spine. I wanted to tell her I wasn’t interested in being fucked, but somehow that made me feel guilty, as if I was taking something away from her. Of course I couldn’t let her fuck me—I’d never been fucked in the ass and I intended on keeping it that way. But not only could I not bring myself to say it, I couldn’t bring myself to ask her to flip over, to hide her cock. It was like asking an ugly chick to put a bag over her head—it was degrading.  
 
    So I took a deep breath and I shimmied in-between her plump thighs. I had my cock in my hand, and I carefully lined it up with her puckering hole, being extra sure to avoid touching it to her big ball sack. She laughed, but I’m not sure why. Then she reached down and took my cock from me. I thought she was going to take it and stuff it into her asshole, but instead, she pressed it up against her own cock. She took both in her hand and stroked them. “Feels good, yeah?” she said. 
 
    The worst part of it was that it did feel good. I hated how good it felt, our tips mashing together. I could feel her warm shaft throbbing against my own. She was bigger than me—I wasn’t terribly fond of that fact, either. She spat into her hand and then she rubbed her saliva all over my shaft. She brought me down to her asshole and she started to push me in. She had that big, genuine smile on her face. She was having fun. My face was probably bone-white and tense. I couldn’t believe what was happening—I was about to fuck a shemale in the ass.  
 
    I penetrated her. Her bum hole puckered against my tip as her head fell back onto a pillow and she moaned. She was tight and warm. I slid in deeper and watched as she grabbed handfuls of the bed sheets. Her knees rose up slightly and she hugged my body with those perfect, plump thighs. Again, I hated how good it felt. Every damn thing about it felt so fucking good.  
 
    I sunk in deeper and deeper. “Right there,” she said. I started thrusting in and out of her. I tried to keep my vision up, on her face and her tits: her female half. But no matter how far I tilted my head, I could still see her thick rod bouncing up and down. I tried to block the view with my arms, reaching down and grabbing her tits, but I could still see it. It was too big to block out. She took one of my hands and brought it up to her face. She started sucking on my pointer finger.  
 
    I closed my eyes and tried one more time to pretend like I was with a woman, but I could only imagine her cock. I could hear it, subtly slapping against her tummy. I could hear the sound of her saliva gushing in her stuffed hole as I plunged her deeper and deeper. Finally, I got my whole member inside of her, but it came with a price. Now, I could feel her ball sack against my pelvis.  
 
    I was still trying to figure out how to get out of switching positions, how I could break it to her that I didn’t want it in my ass. She probably wanted to get off, too. I figured, maybe I could get her off before me. I looked down at her rod and I considered reaching down and stroking it off. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to touch it, but I didn’t want it in or anywhere near my bum hole. “Stroke your dick,” I said to her, but she just looked at me as if she didn’t understand.  
 
    I grabbed her hand and brought it to her shaft. “Stroke yourself,” I said. She smiled and started to stroke her dick, but she was doing it slowly and gently, as if she was saving herself for me. 
 
    “Faster,” I said, but she didn’t understand. So I put my hand over hers and I started to stroke her faster. She moved her hand away and then placed it over mine, forcing my hand onto her shaft. It happened too fast for me to react. Now, I had a cock in my hand—a warm, hard, throbbing erection. I paused for a moment and then I started stroking it. It was better this than in my ass. I tightened my grip and I beat her quickly. “Oh God,” she moaned, and then she moaned something in German.  
 
    I couldn’t believe how long her shaft was. I had to bend from the elbow in order to stroke her entire length. It was exhausting. But it felt strangely satisfying, the way her girth fit perfectly into my grip, the way her foreskin pulled back and forth with each tug. I don’t know why it felt so good. I didn’t want it to feel good. I wanted to hate it, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t hate it. I found myself looking down at it, watching my cock disappear and reappear below her big ball sack. “You make me go,” she said through clenched teeth. I didn’t know what she meant until her cock began blasting cum up into the air. Shots landed on her big, fake tits, on her chin, on her tummy, and down my fingers. Her load was warm and thick. As I continued to stroke her, I rubbed her jizz all over her shaft. She reached down and wiped a small pool up and then she licked it off of her fingers. It was hot. My body trembled and my cock tingled. I was about to come. 
 
    I had the strangest impulse to pull out and come on her dick. I pressed the tip of my rod against her shaft and then I started to come. She smiled with her big smile and then she started to spread my load all over her member. She took my cock in her hand and she started rubbing it against her shaft, against both of our warm loads.  
 
    I hated how much I loved it. I loved every goddamn second of it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Once I woke up the next morning, sober, I realized how big of a mistake I’d made by sleeping with Kate. The thought of her cum billowing out from her big cock made me cringe. She was a drunken mistake that I hoped would soon pass from my memories. I didn’t remember her as a beautiful blonde with a perfect body. I remembered her as a man with long hair and fake tits—which is exactly what she was. I needed to be more careful in future when I was wearing my beer goggles.  
 
    But even my less-than-flattering memory of Kate continued to plague my thoughts, long after I’d returned to America. Whenever I saw a beautiful woman in the bar, I couldn’t help but wonder if she had a secret between her legs of her own. Occasionally, I would begin a conversation with a woman, and then she would speak and I would wonder… Sometimes it was a slightly deeper voice, sometimes it was a slight bulge on the throat, and sometimes it was a broader jawline or broader shoulders. I knew that they were all women, that the chance of them being transgender like Kate was highly unlikely, but that didn’t stop my mind from wandering back to that night in that Austrian hotel room. Afraid of encountering another trans girl, I started passing on any girl who I thought had the slightest chance of being trans—which, for the first few weeks I was back on home soil, was everyone. I seemed to always find some reason to pass. 
 
    The memory of Kate became overwhelming, returning to me in my dreams in vivid detail, on my mind when I would wake up in the mornings. It was like a curse, or some cruel mental disease that had seeped into my brain. I became convinced that the only way I was going to get over it was by sleeping with a woman or two, reminding myself that I was straight, that I loved pussy. 
 
    I met a girl at a bar one night named Lucy. Lucy wasn’t exactly my type, but she was horny and easy. After I bought her one drink, she didn’t leave my side. Throughout the night, she kept whispering innuendos into my ear. “I want your come all over my tits.” “My pussy is so wet right now.” She was drunk, but I don’t think it was the liquor that was making her sex drive tick. I overheard her talking to a friend about an ex-boyfriend. They’d just recently broken up and apparently he’d sent her a picture of a girl he was fucking. I had the feeling she wanted to send him a picture of me stuffing her wet cunt, but I didn’t mind; as long as my face wasn’t in the shot.  
 
    Lucy had a thicker build with broad shoulders. Those shoulders reminded me of Kate, but I knew she wasn’t actually a man. I could tell when she pressed her chest up to me that her tits were real. They were way too soft, squishy, and heavy to be fake. “Do you want to go back to my place?” she asked, slurring her words slightly. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, so we hopped into a cab together and started off towards her place. In the back of the cab, she reached over and started massaging my cock. She got me hard, which was somewhat embarrassing because I could see the cabbie looking back at us in his rear-view mirror every minute or so. After a few minutes, Lucy reached down my pants and she started to rub my bare cock. She wasn’t nearly as elegant with her hands as Kate, and her hands were a bit sweaty, which was slightly off-putting, but I didn’t mind. She took my hand over to her lap and she stuffed it down the front of her jeans. She wanted me to rub her pussy while she rubbed my cock, so I did. She wasn’t lying: she really was soaking wet. I had to wipe my hand on my shirt before opening the cab door so we could get out.  
 
    We went straight to her bedroom. She was full of playful—and slightly annoying—sexual energy. She pushed me onto her pink bed and then she jumped on top of me. I don’t think she noticed that she’d kneed me in the side and it hurt like a son of a bitch. I did my best to pretend like it didn’t hurt. “You’re hot,” she said, looking down at me. 
 
    “Thanks. You’re hot, too,” I said. 
 
    “Really?” she asked, her eyes lighting up. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, though I was sort of lying. She wasn’t bad-looking, but she was no Kate. She didn’t have that same stunning look about her, that perfect innocence that drew me to the Austrian prostitute. But Lucy did have one thing Kate didn’t: a pussy, which she was now lowering onto my face. She sat down, planting her knees just above my head, and I ate her out. She grinded her wet snatch into my face, getting my nose and chin almost as wet as my mouth. I squeezed her big ass while I worked away.  
 
    “Don’t move,” she said, and then she brought her cell phone down to the bed and aimed it up at herself, so the top of my head was in the foreground. She snapped a photo and then she sent it to someone—presumably her ex. I thought it was kind of strange, but not nearly as strange as what happened next. She swivelled around and took a picture of my bare erection. I saw the image of it on her phone as she typed the message, ‘And he’s way bigger than you, you fucker.’ She sent the picture of my erect cock to some stranger, and then she asked, “Can you film me while you fuck me?” She handed me her phone. The video app was already open. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. She got onto her hands and knees and I filmed myself mounting her, slipping my cock into her dripping-wet snatch. I felt naughty doing it, but not nearly as naughty as the time I hired a transgender prostitute. Even though Lucy was just as much of a stranger as Kate, even though what we were doing was just as taboo.  
 
    I fucked Lucy for a good five minutes while she moaned and yelled, “Oh God, just like that, baby!” It all sounded very fake, but it felt good, so I didn’t mind. “Fuck me in the ass. I never let him fuck me in the ass,” she said. I pulled out and pressed my tip up to her tight bum hole. The memory of my night with Kate was suddenly more vivid than ever. All the sensations of that night came back to me as I penetrated that tight hole and sunk in deep. 
 
    “Shit!” Lucy yelled. She bit her pillow. For once that night, that sounded genuine. I stared down at her back as I started to pound her asshole. “Make sure you can tell you’re in my ass,” she said, so I made sure to get the camera nice and close to her asshole, which clenched my cock tightly as I pumped her.  
 
    I caught myself imagining a cock between her legs, bobbing up and down as I penetrated her backdoor over and over. If there had been a cock there, I would have reached around and beat it off. I would have made her blast her hot load all over her pink bed sheets. I closed my eyes and imagined Kate. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, baby, that feels so good,” Lucy said. She was pushing her bum back with every thrust, getting the most out of my throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back. I came, filling her ass with my hot load.  
 
    “Make sure you get the creampie on camera,” she said to me. I pulled out and made sure to get my warm jizz billowing out from her now-stretched hole. She took the phone and sent it to her ex. I got dressed and got out of there quickly, while she was showering. I didn’t want to be there when her ex showed up with his dad’s rifle and started blasting up the place.  
 
    I couldn’t sleep that night. My plan had backfired. Kate wasn’t off of my mind. If anything, she was more prominent than ever. There was something special about our night together, something memorable. I couldn’t seem to replicate that heart-pounding adrenaline I felt when I was with Kate, with Lucy. I did have an idea though… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The more I thought about it, the more I realized that my night with Kate was special and exciting because it was wrong—because where I was from, it was highly illegal. Hiring a prostitute is not only a huge fine, possible jail time, and community service, but it also lands you on a sex-offender list. It’s better to be caught stealing a car or robbing a store than it is to be caught hiring a hooker. And despite it being legal in Austria, that legal conditioning was always at the forefront of my mind. 
 
    So I decided I would hire a prostitute. The thought alone sent my heart aflutter. I wasn’t sure whether that was a good thing or a bad thing—my heart trying to tell me I was making a big, stupid mistake, or my heart thanking me for the burst of excitement. In a way, it was even more exciting trying to track down a prostitute than that moment when I approached Kate on the street corner. I knew a lot of those escort websites were monitored by the police, and a lot of the ads were fake, bait ads. 
 
    I was careful. I made sure to use a VPN while searching the ads, so they couldn’t trace my computer, and I did careful research into being able to tell the difference between real ads and fake ones. It wasn’t easy to distinguish, especially at the lower price points, but with the more expensive girls, it was more obvious who was the real deal. Some girls had websites filled with photos and videos and blog posts and tour dates—days they planned on being in different towns. The real-deal girls posted their ads on various different websites. No police trap would go to that much effort, right?  
 
    I could also tell the fakes by doing a reverse image search. Some photos were taken straight from porn websites—users based in different cities and sometimes different countries. Whether it was the police or just internet trolls, I didn’t intend to find out. I was fine paying the extra money for a sure thing.  
 
    In my searching, I ended up finding a whole section of trannies—chicks with dicks, selling their bodies for a pretty penny. Some of them were clearly just men in drag, but some looked terrifyingly genuine. I questioned whether some of the ads were fakes, just pictures of girls with bulges Photoshopped onto their panties. But many of them, like the high-profile escorts, had websites with plenty of videos and pictures. It’s one thing to shop a photo or two, but entire photo albums and videos?  
 
    I navigated away from the shemale escorts. I was fuelling a fire I didn’t want fuelled, going down a path I didn’t want to go down. I was there to get those thoughts out of my head, to forget I ever found out tranny whores weren’t just some anomaly that only existed on strange porn websites.  
 
    I called up a girl—a real girl—named Destiny. I’m sure that wasn’t her real name, but she was a real stunner. Her tits were big, and supposedly real, and her ass was incredible. There was a video of her twerking it in slow motion on a cock. Watching that ass ripple and bounce made me so hard, so fast. She was pricey: five hundred bucks for an hour, but it was worth avoiding the risk of falling into a cop trap.  
 
    We met up the next night, at a hotel bar. She had a room upstairs, but she said she always liked to have a couple of drinks first—on me, of course. Her website had detailed instructions on exactly how to court Destiny: she liked it when a man pulled out her chair for her, she liked olive vodka martinis, extra dirty, and she liked compliments about her hair and her clothes—no compliments about her body until the ‘act’ was underway. She liked guys who dressed casually, and she especially liked guys who wore athletic wear: jogging pants, running shoes, that kind of thing. I felt strange showing up at a fancy hotel lounge in my running gear, but if that was what she wanted, then so be it. That’s what she got.  
 
    She didn’t look at me much while we talked about senseless things. I started telling her about what I did for a living, but she cut me off. “I don’t want to know about your personal life. Let’s keep all of that separate.” It was hard to come up with conversation topics. “Do you like travelling?” I asked. 
 
    “My favourite countries are France and Hawaii. What about you?” she said, running her finger along the rim of her glass. She wasn’t very smart, but I wasn’t paying her for her intelligence.  
 
    “I just got back from Austria,” I said.  
 
    She looked at me with an unimpressed face. “What did I say about keeping personal stuff personal?” she said.  
 
    “Sorry. I like Austria. I also like France. Have you ever been?” I asked. 
 
    She gave me that same face. I felt like I was blowing it, but it didn’t matter. I’d already paid her. Whether I was blowing it or not, we were still going to fuck.  
 
    She was trying too hard to be sexy, constantly running her finger along the rim of that glass, leaning her head back whenever she ate an olive. It seemed almost desperate. The excitement was starting to wane. I bought her a second drink and I waited impatiently for her to finish it so we could get down to business.  
 
    When we were back in her room, she disappeared into the bathroom. “I’ll be a few minutes,” she said, so I waited. Her room looked exactly like the room I stayed in in Austria. Even the carpet was the same colour with the same 80s pattern. The bed sheets were eerily similar. I couldn’t help but see Kate’s naked body, with her legs spread out, laying on that bed, ready for me to fuck her. I could perfectly picture her big, throbbing cock on her tummy, waiting to be beaten off.  
 
    I waited for what felt like twenty minutes, trying my best to stay in the moment. I didn’t feel like I was doing anything risky at all. That excitement I was chasing was long gone, despite the fact a police officer could have busted down that door at any second and taken me away, slapped me with a huge fine, community service, and a ruined reputation.  
 
    Destiny finally emerged from the bathroom in an unflattering piece of black lingerie. There were holes on the chest so her tits could hang out, and a hole on her pussy, so her pink lips were out in the open. Her tits looked terribly fake, not at all like in her photos. Kate’s set looked way better. Destiny’s didn’t even bounce a little bit while she walked, as if they were hard as rocks, bolted on tight.  
 
    I stood up, walked over to her, and went in for a kiss. She dodged it. “No kissing,” she said. So instead, I just squeezed her tits. “That feels so fucking good,” she said in a fake voice. Her tits looked uncomfortable, like they were filled too full with silicone, like they weren’t going to burst if I squeezed too hard. They were heavy, too. But they were still tits, and my cock still started to harden.  
 
    She sunk down to her knees and quickly fished my cock out from my pants. She started to stroke me quickly like a Thai masseuse, trying to get it over with. Once I was semi-erect, she had my cock in her mouth. She bobbed her head on it and pretended to gag. It wasn’t a performance that was going to win any awards, but it felt good. Her mouth was warm and wet. “I’m running behind schedule, so do you mind making it quick?” she asked after a minute of cock sucking. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. At that point, I wanted to make it quick. I wanted it to be over with so I could go home and forget I ever spent that much money on such a lousy fuck.  
 
    Before standing up and bending over the bed, presenting her pussy, she pulled out a condom and put it on my cock faster than I knew possible. She was obviously experienced. She stood there, bent over, motionless, waiting for me to get it over and done with. Her pussy was already gaping slightly, as if she’d just been with a man within the hour. I was happy I had a condom on. 
 
    I penetrated her and I started to fuck her. It wasn’t much different than fucking a sex doll; it was warmer and wetter, and that was about the difference. I caught her checking the time on her phone a few times. I wanted to come and be done with it, but I couldn’t seem to get myself to orgasm. So I closed my eyes and imagined Kate, my pelvis slapping her soft tush, her curved cock swinging from side to side. I imagined her reaching down and beating herself off. I remembered the sight of her rubbing our cocks together, rubbing our cum all over our throbbing rods.  
 
    And then I came in Destiny’s pussy. “Oh baby, that feels good,” she said in an even faker voice. She checked the time on her phone again.  
 
    It was all over with, and thank God for that. She told me to book in again, and I said I would but I was lying. Once again, I left with Kate on my mind more than ever.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I found myself back online that very night, going through those escort ad postings. I skimmed through the droves of beautiful women until I found those few trannies in my area. As I pulled open one of their photos and could see that big, thick bulge in the cute little brunette’s panties, I felt that jolt of excitement and I realized I had a new addiction, and it was time to accept it; it was time to stop hiding from it and trying to convince myself it was something else. I wanted to sleep with trans girls.  
 
    I scrolled through the girls’ various photos. Some of them teased their cocks, and some of them kept them totally hidden, which got me even more excited. Who knows what’s under that skirt? A cute little cock or a huge, veiny throbber? One girl had a cock that was so long, it made it halfway down her thigh towards her knee. She had a posted video of her sitting back and stroking it, pulling her foreskin back and then pulling it over her throbbing tip. She stared into the camera with piercing eyes and a sly smile. 
 
    My heart stuttered. I was watching a man stroke his cock. Or was it a man? At what point is the line crossed? What if the trans girl had undergone the full operation? Would I still think of her as a man? She was beautiful, and would have been undoubtedly mistaken for a woman no matter where she went and no matter who saw her, unless of course they saw up her little skirt. I couldn’t imagine there were too many panties that could hold that beast back.  
 
    I navigated over to the contact page on her websites. I stared at the phone number. “Call and book your appointment,” it said. I picked up my phone and I started dialling the number. With each pressed digit, the trembling in my hands became more intense. When the ringing began, my heart started racing and my body became tense. Was I seriously doing this? Was I calling a transgender escort to set up a date? And not just any transgender escort, but the transgender escort with the biggest cock in the state.  
 
    “Hello, this is Mandy,” she said. Her voice reminded me of Kate’s: feminine, but not quite entirely. There was something off about it: slightly nasally with subtle deep undertones. It was a subtle little reminder that I wasn’t setting up a date with a woman—at least not in the biological sense.  
 
    “Hi Mandy, I was wondering if I could set up a date,” I said, pushing my words through the lump in my throat.  
 
    “Is this your first time?” she asked. 
 
    “You mean, with—with a, um…”  
 
    “A gal with a big, fat cock,” she said for me. I could hear the smirk in her voice. My heart was sent aflutter once again.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said, “it is.”  
 
    “I can see you tonight at eight. Are you calling on a cellphone? I can text you my address,” she said.  
 
    “Okay, that sounds fine,” I said. I’m not sure I took a full breath through our whole conversation. I’m not even sure I blinked. But my heart certainly pounded as hard as it could the whole time, with a combination of fear and excitement. The excitement was undeniable. Before my date with Destiny, I was excited to prove myself wrong about my trans addiction. Now, I was excited to indulge, excited to put my hesitations behind me. It was freeing, but there was still a turning pit in my stomach—one that wasn’t there when I was with Kate. I figured it would go away as soon as we were in the room together, as soon as she was real and in front of me. 
 
    I met her at her hotel room at exactly eight, not a minute too early or too late. She took a minute to answer the door, calling out, “Just a second!” a few times as I stood nervously in the hallway. As I stood there, a few people from nearby rooms came and left. One man looked over at me for a few seconds too long, making me think he knew why I was there. He knew the room was occupied by a prostitute with a little extra between her thighs. I didn’t make eye-contact with the man. I was too embarrassed. 
 
    I was relieved when the door finally opened and I slipped inside, into the privacy of her hotel room. She was wearing a little black satin nightie that was just see-through enough that I could tell she was wearing lacy lingerie underneath. “Come in and make yourself comfortable,” she said. She smelled nice, and her room was clean and organized. It was a small room, with a small desk, a small TV stand, a queen-sized bed, and little room for anything else.  
 
    Mandy watched as I stepped into the room and looked around. When my gaze found her again, she was smiling. “You look nice,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks. You look nice, too—beautiful, even,” I said. She was cute, but her manliness was much more evident in person. Her Adam’s apple was more apparent and her girly voice sounded more forced without the filtering of the phone. She tried to use her long brown hair to hide her wider jawline, but it was still obvious. Her tits even looked much faker, like her doctor had inserted perfect spheres into her chest, instead of proper implants. She stepped up to me and put her hands on my hips. I tried to keep my attention on her curves, which were impressively feminine.  
 
    “Should we get right to it then?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. I carefully placed my hands on her sides. Something felt off, like I’d made a big mistake but I wasn’t sure why. Was I maybe mistaken in thinking this was what I wanted? Was I jumping in too quickly? When I slept with Kate, I was drunk. Now, I was starting to think I only enjoyed it because I was drunk. It was all just a big, intoxicated misunderstanding.  
 
    Mandy pushed herself up to me, her big, hard tits pressing against my chest. She tilted her head up and looked into my eyes. “Do you want to kiss?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. It took me a moment to build up the courage to tilt my head down and kiss her. Her lips were soft and plump, though I think they were fake, like much of the rest of her. They were strangely spongy, but I didn’t mind. She was quick to slip the tongue, but I was slow to accept it. Again, I couldn’t stop reminding myself that it was the tongue of a man. Is there really such a thing as a chick with a dick? Or are there just men with tits? Aside from clothes, makeup, and a few surgical procedures, what exactly was female about a trans girl?  
 
    Her hands slipped around me and she grabbed my ass. She squeezed it. I liked the feeling of her long nails pressing into my skin. And even though they didn’t feel real at all, I liked the feeling of her big, spherical tits pressing into my chest. We took a few steps back, making our way towards the bed. For a brief moment, I felt her big cock touch my leg. My God, was that really her cock? It was huge, swaying freely under the tiny skirt of her little nightie.  
 
    She spun me around and pushed me onto the bed. She crawled on top of me, and then I could really feel it, throbbing and heavy against my leg. I could feel it growing as our kissing resumed. “You’re very tense,” she said. “You need to relax.” 
 
    “Really?” I said, but I knew it before she said it. My shoulders were nearly touching my ears, and since that big heavy cock fell against my leg, I’d hardly moved a muscle. 
 
    “I know what you need,” she said with a big smirk on her face. She crawled over me, planting her knees next to my shoulders. “Peek-a-boo,” she said with a little giggle, and then she lifted up her little skirt, revealing the biggest cock I’d ever seen in my life. Now I was seriously tense, frozen like I’d entered into sleep paralysis. My lips parted slightly and I had to force myself to breathe. What the hell are you doing? I asked myself over and over in my head. 
 
    She swayed her hips gently, making her semi-erect penis sway from side to side. Then, giggling, she took her cock in her hand and she aimed it down, right at my lips. “Open wide,” she said, and then she pressed it up to my lips.  
 
    The warm tip of her cock was smushed against my mouth. I couldn’t bring myself to open up. I was like a statue, completely frozen, staring up at her big meat and the underside of her big, fake tits. Was this really what I wanted? Was this the addiction I thought I had? 
 
    Somehow, I forced my lips open. I had to give it a try. I needed to know if this really was what I wanted. If I was going to tell myself that I liked trans girls, then that meant liking everything about them—even their cocks. Besides, it would have been rude to refuse my date entry. She sunk her cock in deep, but even when it was pressed against the back of my throat, it wasn’t even half inside. I hesitated before running the tip of my tongue along her long length. I couldn’t believe how warm it was, as if she’d had it on a heater before I came in. And I couldn’t believe how hard it was throbbing. I pressed my lips around it and started bobbing my head back and forth, massaging as much of her length as I could.  
 
    She let her head fall back and she began to moan, fondling her fake tits with her hands. “Oh, just like that,” she moaned.  
 
    It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, but something about it still felt off, like I was doing something I shouldn’t have been doing. Sure, sleeping with a prostitute is legally wrong, but I’d slept with two before Mandy and I’d never felt the same sensation.  
 
    She reached down with both hands and slipped her fingers into my hair. My head was cradled between her plump thighs, her ball sack was sitting on my chin, and her massive throbber was deep in my mouth. She started to thrust gently, face-fucking me, making me gag. “Just pinch my leg if it’s too much,” she said. I thought about pinching her leg a few times, when her cock was rammed down my throat, but I managed to hold off. It was nice to see her descend into a euphoric state using my mouth. “Fuck, I’m so horny,” she said with a combination of moaning and giggling.  
 
    Her thrusting started getting more and more intense, and I was about to pinch her leg when she pulled out, her cock fully erect. She shimmied back down between my legs, and she made quick work of my pants. “Nice cock,” she said, lifting it up and gently running her fingers up my length. Her cock made mine look tiny. I wanted her to take my cock and press it against hers, the way Kate did back in Austria. But she didn’t. Instead, she went straight for my asshole, pressing her saliva-coated tip between my cheeks. “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    It all happened so fast. My heart was racing. I didn’t realize I’d signed up to get fucked in the ass. I thought I was going to be doing the fucking. But now, I couldn’t bring myself to reject her. I couldn’t bring myself to tell her I didn’t want it. She wanted it, and she thought I wanted it. I didn’t want to kill the mood—but I also didn’t want a massive cock in my ass.  
 
    But it was too late. She was already pushing in.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Her throbbing tip had already penetrated my tight, puckering hole, and she was going deep. It hurt, being stretched like that for the very first time. “Oh God,” she moaned. Her moan was off-putting—sounding more masculine than anything that had come out from her mouth yet. It was like the euphoria was making her slip out of character and her hormone therapy was only doing so much to keep her from slipping completely. “You’re so fucking tight,” she said, this time sounding slightly more feminine, as if she’d caught herself slipping. 
 
    She started thrusting in and out of me. I bit down on my tongue and held my breath, hoping the pain would soon go away, along with the shame of being fucked in the ass by a tranny hooker. Her tits hardly moved as she thrusted. Every time her head fell back, I could see her Adam’s apple as clear as day. This wasn’t what I wanted. This wasn’t what I thought I would be getting when I set up my date with Mandy. 
 
    Even when the pain started to subside and the euphoria started to fill my body, everything about it felt wrong and off. She reached down and started to beat off my dick, getting it hard quickly. I realized then how big her hands were—bigger than mine. She had a firm grip on my dick. I had to close my eyes to get into the right state of mind. I had to imagine Kate.  
 
    I imagined Kate’s beautiful face smiling, her perfect tits bouncing, and her cute accent saying, “You like?” I imagined myself reaching up and feeling her body, squeezing her tits, running my hands down the curve of her hips. I imagined her cock deep in my ass, her hand around my member, beating me off. God, she’s perfect in every way. I didn’t have a prostitute addiction, and I didn’t have a trans girl addiction. I had a Kate addiction. I just wanted Kate, all to myself. I wanted to see that smile on her face. I wanted to make her laugh, and I wanted to make her squirm in ecstasy.  
 
    “I’m going to come!” Mandy said through clenched teeth, her voice slipping into manliness once again. Seconds before she came, I came all over my own chest in big, warm shots. She pulled out and quickly started beating off her dick, making herself come all over my chest as well. I was covered, cum dribbling down my sides onto her hotel bed.  
 
    I got dressed, I paid her, and then I left. I didn’t mind my time with Mandy. It taught me something very important about myself, about what I really wanted in life.  
 
    The next afternoon, I booked my flight to Austria, for that weekend. Now, my heart was really pounding, and there was only excitement—not even a little bit of fear. I hardly slept at all during the days leading up to my second trip to the European country. On the plane ride over, one of the flight attendants said, “You look so happy. You’re glowing.” I was happy—I was about to see Kate again. I had no idea where I was going to find her, but I knew it was just a matter of time, even if it meant spending whole nights out, wandering the streets, tracking her down.  
 
    Finding her was easier than I thought. I’d hardly been off of the plane for a few hours when I found her exactly where I’d found her the first time, waiting on that street corner, looking beautiful and small. She looked over at me and her face lit up. I wanted to run to her and hold her, but I kept my composure, not wanting to come off as desperate—even though I was desperate. I couldn’t imagine a life without her, now that I had a taste of how good life could be with her.  
 
    “Do you want to come back to America with me?” I asked. 
 
    Her eyes were shining and she couldn’t keep that smile from her face. “America? Really?” she said. 
 
    “I promise you’ll have a good time,” I said.  
 
    She reached her hand out and I took it. For the past month, she had been all I could think about, and I got the feeling that I was all she could think about. And for the first time since being with her in her little hotel room, everything felt right. My heart had finally led me to where it belonged.  
 
    THE END 
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