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T4M

After the end of a five-year long relationship, Mark decides to do something he’d never considered before: hire an escort for a night. He looks through some ads and finds the perfect girl: Soda, a busty brunette with a perfect body and the most beautiful face Mark has ever seen.

As for the ‘T4M’ where it should say ‘F4M’—female looking for a male—T4M must just be a typo, right? Besides, what could ‘T4M’ even mean?


CHAPTER I

Looking back on it, I can’t believe I didn’t put it together right away. I thought it was just a typo: “T4M”. There were no other ads that said T4M, and I’d never even heard of T4M. F4M and M4M and the occasional F4F, but T4M—surely she meant to put F4M, because I clicked on her ad and she was a woman: long dark hair, curvy body, large breasts. Not only was she a woman, she was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. I even zoomed in on her photos trying to find evidence of photo manipulation. There was none, as far as I could tell.

Her name was Soda and she was an escort.

I’d never slept with an escort before, but for some reason I woke up that morning with a spark of curiosity: what would it be like to sleep with one of them? I’d never even considered it before, but suddenly it was the most exciting notion. My heart raced as I typed “Seattle escorts” into my internet browser. It was just a curiosity at first, but soon after I started looking through the ads, it became a very real possibility. They weren’t nearly as expensive as I’d always imagined them to be, and many of them were outrageously beautiful. And again, the mere thought of sleeping with a total stranger got my heart beating and my head spinning. It had been a long time since I’d felt anything like it.

I had recently split up with June, my girlfriend of five years. There was no big ending fight, we had just fallen out of love. Sex was good and fun and exciting at first, but by the end, I was more interested in porn. She never wanted to put on her lingerie, she never wanted to experiment with different positions or toys, and she hated performing oral. After five years of missionary sex, it was hard to feign interest. Not to mention, she started a new career, which she put above our relationship. She was out all day, and when she was home, she was just on her computer, answering e-mails, unable to disconnect from her working life. She didn’t seem too upset when I finally said, “I think we should split up.”

I thought seeing other people would be exciting—a return to that spark I felt at the beginning of my relationship with June. But that spark just wasn’t there. After a few dates with a girl, that familiar dullness would creep its way back into my life. One-night stands were a bit of fun at first, but even they got old fast—it seemed like so much work, going out to the bar, working my way in with a woman, buying her drinks, dancing, saying all the right things. It was so robotic, so formulaic, as if the whole process was divided into steps: step one: break the ice; step two: buy her a drink; and so on.

But the idea of an escort was completely new and exciting. Maybe it was the fact that I’d always thought it was so wrong, so filthy, so despicable, so taboo. It was illegal, after all. But I couldn’t help myself from entertaining the thought—the powerful excitement that only seemed to grow the more and more I truly considered it. Even learning the lingo was exciting: F4M was what I was looking for, ‘Female escorts looking for male clients’.

They all had their own specializations listed in their ads. I couldn’t believe some of the kinks people were into: peeing, lactating, femdom, pretty much anything you could imagine, there was an escort just for you. I’d never been much of a kink person. I didn’t have any fetishes that I knew of. I was just looking for a pretty, clean gal to have some fun with. And I was pretty sure I found her in the assumedly misspelled ‘T4M’ advertisement.

I took a few days to really think about it, to make sure I wasn’t getting into something I was going to regret. Every day, I would find my way back to her advertisement, admiring her pictures. She was a younger woman, apparently twenty-six years old, but it seemed like she had a lot of experience. Her whole ad was mostly lingo I didn’t understand, like the “8’ FF” part—I assumed it was just some arbitrary measurement or another, I didn’t really think much into it at all.

After a few days, the desire to connect with Soda had become even greater. I knew it was only going to get stronger and stronger, so I decided I was really going to do it—I was going to set up a date with an escort.

My face became hot and my hands trembled as I punched her number into my cellphone. Her ad said to text her, so that was what I did. “Hey there. I’m interested in your services Are you available tonight at all?” Pressing send sent my heart aflutter. I did it—I messaged an escort. I felt so dirty, yet so invigorated, like there was some hot energy inside of my body, vibrating through all of my veins. I watched my phone for the next ten minutes straight, waiting for her response.

So many anxieties crossed through my mind. What if she was a cop? What if the cops caught us together? Would I become a registered sex offender? Would I have to tell everyone I meet, all of my future neighbours, that I slept with a prostitute and got caught? What if the medical records on her advertisement were fabricated, and she gave me and STD? I took a few deep breath and did my best to push the anxieties away. This wasn’t some crack whore I found in an alleyway, this was a legitimate escort with professional photos and a well written ad, who clearly took good care of herself. I looked at her ad again and found some comfort in the little section at the bottom that said, ‘no protection, no service’.

As soon as my phone buzzed, I snatched it off of the table. “Hey baby, I’m free tonight. Want to have some fun?”

My heart was pounding aggressively into my ribcage. I took a few broken breaths in, and then I responded. “Yes. What time works for you and where can I find you?”

“I’m at the Delta Hotel at the south end of town, room 313. Come at 8 PM. Are you a first timer?” I looked out of my living room window. The Delta Hotel was just two blocks from my house. Out of the entire city, she was right there, less than a half mile away from me. I could see lights on in a few of the hotel’s rooms—was one of them her? Was she already there, possibly with a client?

“Yes,” I replied, hardly able to type with my hands shaking.

“Check out my website. There is a FAQ page with some tips on how you should get ready for our date. I only see one client per day—never more, so you don’t have to worry about being rushed. If you have any other questions, feel free to text me, otherwise I will see you tonight!” At the end of her message was a link to her website, which wasn’t in her ad—probably something to do with the third party ad-hosting website’s rules.

I went to check out her website on my computer. The splash page was of her, standing topless, covering her nipples with her fingertips. She was biting her bottom lip, and she looked as sexy as hell. The next few photos were similar, her in different outfits, looking sexier and sexier. I was so excited, I felt sick. I had to close my eyes and regain control of my breathing so I wouldn’t pass out from overstimulation. I couldn’t wait—8 PM couldn’t come quickly enough.

And then I scrolled to another picture, which was of a big, bare, clean-shaven cock, laying between two smooth thighs. It was a huge member. At first I thought it was some sort of accident, and then I noticed the tinge of fishnet stockings at the edge of the photo—the same fishnet stockings from the previous photo. The cock belonged to Soda. Soda was a transsexual. The T in T4M stood for transsexual.

I had a date set up with a tranny escort.


CHAPTER II

I quickly closed her webpage. A wave of nausea crossed over me. How could I make such a silly mistake? Suddenly, her whole ad made sense—“8’ FF” wasn’t just some arbitrary measurement, it meant she was an eight inch, fully fledged transsexual. Her cock was bigger than mine for crying out loud.

I felt like I was suddenly on the verge of a mental breakdown. She was so beautiful—how was it possible she was really a man? How could a man have such incredible, natural beauty? Her skin looked so soft, her lips looked so plump. I found my way back to the original ad and I analyzed the photos. Now that I knew her reality, I noticed the big bulge. How did I not see it before?

But my God, born a male or not, she was still stunning. I went to the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face. It didn’t get the image of her perfect body out of my mind, so I took a cold shower. It helped a bit, but the thought never fully left my mind. I needed to text her back to cancel—I couldn’t stand her up, it wouldn’t be right. I picked up my phone and started to type my message. “Sorry, Soda, but I’m going to need to cancel,” I wrote, but I didn’t press send. Staring at the message, it sounded so blunt. I didn’t want her to think I was cancelling right after checking out her website. Was that rude? As if I saw more photos and decided she wasn’t attractive enough.

I rewrote my message. “Sorry, there was some confusion, I’m going to have to cancel. I misread your ad.” I still held back on pressing send. I thought being more honest would sound better, but now it sounded like I was repulsed by the fact she was a transsexual. I wasn’t repulsed, it just wasn’t for me. I didn’t want her to think I thought she was some freak of nature. What could I write that wouldn’t offend her? “I’m sorry, Soda. Something came up. I’ll be sure to reschedule another time,” I wrote, and it finally sounded right. So it was a bit of a white lie, so what? No feelings got hurt, and I got to move on. I sent the message.

“No worries, love—hopefully soon. I can’t wait to meet you,” she wrote back.

I found myself back on the escort classifieds, looking for a proper ‘F4M’. There were a few girls who were pretty enough, who looked like they would be a lot of fun. But suddenly, that overwhelming excitement was gone. None of them got my engines revving the same way Soda did, before I knew she was a tranny, of course. I searched for a good hour, through dozens of ads. I found one girl who I thought would be a good time: Kandy. She was younger, maybe eighteen or nineteen years old, with long blonde hair and a very soft face. I made sure I was reading her ad correctly. There was a picture of her spreading her legs and showing off her bare pussy—so it was pretty undeniable that she was indeed a woman.

I sent her a text message and set up a date. This time, my hands weren’t trembling and my heart wasn’t racing. There was a bit of excitement, but nothing on the level as when I messaged Soda. Maybe I’d just gotten my first message out of the way and I’d more or less figured out the protocol. Now that I knew how it worked, it wasn’t so overwhelming and over-stimulating. My date was for eight that night.

I was nervous when I walked into the hotel, which was on the other side of town, and made my way towards the elevators. I felt like everyone in the lobby, staff included, was staring at me, judging me, as if they all knew I was going up to see the resident escort. Even the lounge band that was playing quietly in the corner seemed to stare at me as if they knew. The place was fancy, with tall vaulted ceilings and plenty of pillars and gold foil.

Kandy was stationed on the second floor. I expected to become increasingly nervous as I approached her room, but it was the opposite. Once I was out of the lobby, I felt more comfortable. There was no one around who could see me, and it didn’t seem like I was doing something terribly taboo. Lots of people see escorts—I was just joining the party late.

As I spotted her room from down the hallway, the door opened and a man walked out with ruffled hair and rosy cheeks. “See you next week,” he said, waving into the room before turning to leave. I didn’t make eye-contact as we passed in the hallway. I even stopped at a different room and pretended to dig through my pockets for my key card until he was out of sight, and then I continued towards Kandy’s room.

I raised my fist to knock, and then I hesitated. What exactly was I planning on getting out of this experience? What new things would I be experiencing with an escort that I hadn’t already experienced with my ex-girlfriend or the handful of one-night stands that followed? Probably nothing. Even the whole ‘sex with a stranger’ thing didn’t seem so interesting suddenly. Lots of my one-night stands were complete strangers whose names I never learned. There was still a small glimmer of taboo excitement to the thought of the illegalness of the act, paying for sex, but it had nothing on the taboo excitement of sleeping with a tranny.

I expelled the thought from my mind, shaking my head. It’s not like I actually considered sleeping with Soda—not once I knew she was a transsexual, anyway. I couldn’t let new, exciting thoughts like that seep into my brain. The whole reason I was out seeing an escort in the first place was because I let my brain entertain a taboo thought for too long, I let the seed grow and flourish and now there I was, standing with my fist raised, ready to knock on an escort’s door.

I knocked.

“Just a minute!” a voice called out, so I waited. I could hear rustling. She was probably cleaning up from her previous date. How many dates did she have in a night? It seemed awfully fast to be seeing men one right after the other—how could she handle that much penetration? She looked so petite and fragile in her photos. Soda said she only saw one client a night—that is the way it should be. No one wants to feel like they’re getting sloppy seconds or thirds or fourths or God knows how many. Kandy couldn’t possibly have the libido to actually be into many men a day, every day, could she? It seemed too impersonal, so cold and businesslike.


CHAPTER III

The door opened and Kandy poked her head out. “Come on in,” she said with a smile. She looked even younger in person, which gave me a bout of anxiety, seeing as she already looked questionably young in her photos. She had a cute face. Her eyes were red as if she’d either been crying or doing drugs—maybe both. “You’re cute,” she said. Her voice had a rasp to it that no woman should have until they’re much older. There was something strangely sexy about it. Her room had a strong smoky odour, which probably had something to do with her voice.

“You can get undressed in here. I just need to use the bathroom really quick,” she said, slipping past me, into the bathroom.

I stepped into the room. The bed was unmade and there was still an imprint from where Kandy had been fucked by her previous client. There was an open briefcase on the floor, stuffed messily with sex toys and bunched up lingerie. Next to the briefcase was a black lacy number with what looked like fresh cum all over the inner-crotch—an oozed-out creampie. She took it bareback? That didn’t seem very safe.

“Do you want a blowjob?” she called out from the bathroom.

I had to think about it. I didn’t exactly come with a prepared agenda. I just thought we would start with some conversation and compliments, move into some kissing, and then let it progress naturally from there. I didn’t realize there was a menu and I needed to place an order. “Sure,” I called back.

“You’re totally clean, right?” she called out.

“Yeah.”

“Because I hate sucking dicks with condoms on them,” she said. “That rubbery taste is disgusting.” She came out from the bathroom. She was wearing a cute, red piece of lingerie with black fishnet stockings and a pair of black high heels that were so high, it looked like she was walking on the tips of her toes. “You’re not undressed. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, I guess I’m just taking my time.”

“I have another client coming in less than forty-five minutes, if you wouldn’t mind getting a move on. Are there any toys you want to play with? Do you like being fucked in the ass? That’s extra, by the way.”

“That’s okay,” I said, unbuttoning my shirt. I tossed my shirt aside and then I started working away at my pants. I didn’t feel nervous undressing in front of her. My body made no difference to her. It was just work, I was just one of many, many clients—a paycheque.

“Usually I charge more if you want to fuck me in the ass, but I won’t for you. I told my last client to pull out but the fucker ended up coming in my pussy, so it’s still a bit wet in there. You’re still welcome to fuck me in the pussy, too, if you want.”

“Okay, thanks,” I said. I dropped my pants to the ground. She wasted no time, walking up to me, sinking down to her knees, and taking my cock in her hand. She started to fondle me. It took a few seconds before I was able to start getting hard. I’d never had my cock rubbed so mechanically before, so indifferently. There was nothing intimate about the encounter. But she was still a hot, young blonde who was playing with my dick, so getting a throbbing erection was only natural. She sunk it into her mouth and began to suck away loudly, slurping, taking the whole thing down her throat without even gagging.

She looked up at me after a moment. She slipped my cock out from her mouth and took a deep breath. “You want more?” she asked.

“Maybe a bit.”

“Did you look through my service list? Extras aren’t that expensive.”

“I looked, but I’m okay with just sex.”

“I’ll throw in an extra for free,” she said, looking up at me as if I was just some cheap loser who lived in his mom’s basement and saved up his allowance for a cheap fuck. “You can tie me to the bed, gag me, put it in my ass, I can fuck you with the strap-on.”

“What about kissing?” I said, hoping some foreplay would help ease us both into the moment.

“No kissing. I don’t do kissing. What about watersports. Are you into pissing?”

“Not really,” I said. “I’m really okay with just sex.”

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, fine.”

“Is there something you want?” I asked, feeling like I was somehow letting her down. I figured maybe the experience would become more intimate if she got more into it, if she stopped thinking about it as just a formal business transaction.

She looked at me as if I was retarded. “You’re the one paying,” she said. I realized in that moment that there was no getting through to her, that I wasn’t paying for forty-five minutes with a human but instead I was paying for forty-five minutes with a well-used sex toy. The thought sent a cold shiver down my spine, and I suddenly just wanted to get it over with.

“Lay down on your stomach,” I said, standing up.

She wasted no time, shimmying down her panties and spreading her butt cheeks with both of her hands, exposing her gaping asshole and her wet pussy, which looked like it still had some white remnants of her previous date billowing out of it. I’d never actually fucked a woman in the asshole before, but now seemed like as good a time as any. I pressed the tip of my saliva-covered cock up to her butt and began to push in. There was a peculiar lack of resistance, as if she was far too accustomed to taking it in the rear-end. I slid in deep, pressing my pelvis against her butt. It actually felt pretty good.

“Oh yeah, baby,” she said, sounding less than genuine. I looked up and noticed she had her phone in her hands, typing a message to a friend or another client. It was a huge turn-off, so I ended up closing my eyes. This whole experience was turning into a disaster. I’d never failed to come during sex before, but it was starting to look like this might be the first time.

I started to pump her ass. I kept my eyes closed and tried my best to think of a more intimate partner—cycling through different celebrities and old college crushes as if I was in my home bathroom, masturbating in the shower. No faces seemed to stick, until Soda’s face came into my mind. Suddenly, my heart started to race. I didn’t want to think about her, I knew it was wrong to think about her, but I couldn’t help it. The mental image got my blood pumping and my cock rock-hard. “Shit,” I ended up muttering, giving in to the fantasy. I told myself I would just allow it this one time, but never again—just to get through this cold experience with Kandy.

I imagined Soda bent over, her soft, curvy ass cheeks in my hands. I imaged my cock sliding in and out of her asshole. I imagined her big ball sack swinging back and forth. Unlike Kandy, she was actually into it, moaning, swaying her head from side to side. Her cock was rock-hard. She reached down and started to beat herself off while I pumped her asshole with my cock. Her fingers curled against the bed sheets. “God, that feels good,” I could imagine her saying, over and over, her rate of breathing increasing drastically. “I’m going to come.”

I reached down and grabbed her tits, squeezing them firmly, fondling her nipples between my thumbs and pointer fingers. She pushed her body back into me, making my thrusts even harder, sinking my cock even deeper into her perfect, tight little asshole.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned through clenched teeth, and then I came, deep in Kandy’s asshole. I slowly opened my eyes. Kandy’s ass cheeks were dark red from where my pelvis had been slamming them, and she was limp on the bed.

“Holy shit, that felt good,” she said, catching her breath herself. Her phone was on the floor as if she’d dropped it once I’d gotten going, once the real pleasure kicked in. I stepped back and watched my creampie dribble out from her puckering asshole.

“What do I owe you?” I asked.

“One-fifty, plus tip,” she said. I got dressed, fetched the money from my wallet, and left it on the television stand as I left the hotel room. I didn’t want to stick around any longer than I needed to. There was no sense in any formal parting, she wouldn’t have wanted that anyway. I was just happy to be done with the experience, ready to put it behind me.


CHAPTER IV

It was a few days later that I decided to go into my computer’s internet settings and block the escort website, as well as Soda’s personal site. I didn’t understand why, but I kept finding myself back at my desk, back on my computer, looking at her photos, reading through her FAQ, reading about the kinks she was into, how to turn Soda on before a date. Why was I looking at it? It wasn’t like I was actually going to set up a date with her—it wasn’t like I was really considering sleeping with a tranny, was I?

It didn’t help that the Delta Hotel was prominent in the view out from my living room window. Every time I looked out my window, I wondered if she was one of the lit up windows, if she was there, with a client, or if she was just waiting for a client to call—waiting for me to call. It was torture, knowing I was a text message and a five minute walk away from being in the same room as a transsexual escort.

On her site, it said she could hide her ‘lollipop’ if it made you uncomfortable. There was a guarantee on her website that she looked and sounded like a totally convincing woman. If I did go and see her, I could get her to hide her ‘lollipop’, and it would be just like fucking a normal woman in the butthole, right? It was thoughts like this one that drove me to block her website from my browser.

Sex is like a drug. You’re always chasing that original high, that first excitement. When one thing starts to become mundane, you move onto more extreme solutions, trying to get one more glimmer of that first fuck.

Even with her website blocked, Soda was all I could think about. I couldn’t help but wonder if I would like it, if she was the excitement I was looking for. On her ad, it said she did top or bottom. Maybe I would like being the bottom? Maybe I would enjoy feeling her cock, tasting her cock, letting her ram her cock up my ass.

I took a cold shower. If you entertain a thought, it just grows. I was starting to think it was too late to cut off my Soda fantasy, it had already grown out of control. It was only going to become more intense until I couldn’t handle it anymore. I reached for my phone. Once again, my hands were shaking. I craved that trembling, that excitement. “Hey Soda, are you free tonight?” I wrote, and I sent the message.

She responded quickly. “I’ve got dinner plans with family tonight. What are you doing right now?”

My heart really started pounding. I had to take a seat on the edge of my couch. I looked over at the Delta Hotel. It was the middle of the day, and there was one room with the blinds open. Standing in the window was a female figure who appeared to have a phone in her hand. ‘My God, that must be her!’ I thought. I could make out no detail, but somehow I was so sure it was her. My hands were now trembling so hard, I kept misspelling words on my phone. “I can be there in fifteen minutes,’ I said.

“Great—I can’t wait to meet you!”

I felt nauseous, like I was simultaneously making the stupidest and greatest decision of my life. The image of her face was prominent in my mind, but not nearly as prominent as the image of her big, clean-shaven cock, slapped between her thighs. Would I ask her to hide it to make my experience easier to handle? What’s the fun in that? It was her big cock that was half the excitement. I’d never touched another cock before in my life. I’d never even seen another cock outside of the gym shower room. And now I was in my bedroom, picking out my best shirt, getting ready for a date with a tranny with a bigger cock than my own.

I did some breathing exercises in an attempt to calm my mind and regain control over myself. I didn’t want Soda to see me like this, trembling and stuttering like an idiot. I wanted her to like me, to be into our time together, unlike my time with Kandy.

I don’t remember much of the time between getting dressed in my bedroom and the time I was standing in front of room 313 at the Delta Hotel—just the crippling anxiety and flashing thoughts in my mind. What if she doesn’t look like her photos? What if she looks like the trannies you see on the television, who sound more manly than me and have chiselled jawlines and Adam’s apples? Would I still go through with it? Would I fuck someone who was clearly and blatantly a man?

I thought about turning back a few times, apologizing again and then deleting her number out of my phone. I had her website and her ad blocked—with her number gone, there was no way for me to get in touch with her. Soon enough I would forget all about her and hopefully this sudden fetish would pass. But I didn’t listen to my reservations. I continued towards the hotel, and up towards her hotel suite.

The hotel was nothing special. It was the most standard affordable business hotel you could imagine, with a continental breakfast in the lobby that was just a plate of bagels, some cereal containers, and a coffee percolator. There was a small swimming pool—I didn’t know where but I knew it was there because the smell of chlorine filled the whole building. The hotel’s restaurant was just some chain restaurant that probably paid to be there.

The elevator was slow, or maybe my mind had just slipped into some sort of delirium where time felt as though it was hardly moving at all. The high-pitched buzzing from the light above my head might have also just been in my head, a combination of all my stressors.

I don’t remember knocking on the door of room 313, but I must have, because a voice called out from within: “I’ll be right there!” I swallowed my gum and waited, my legs and arms feeling suddenly cold. Her voice sounded feminine, or maybe I was at the wrong room. She was in room 313 when I first texted her, but that was some time ago. Maybe she had changed rooms or even hotels. Maybe I should have texted to confirm her location.

I looked around the hallway for somewhere to sit down. If I didn’t sit down soon, I might have fallen over, seeing as all of my blood was rushing to my head.

The door opened and there she was: Soda. She looked good, just like in her pictures. Except she didn’t answer the door quite as I’d expected. She wasn’t scantily clad in lingerie and her room didn’t smell like cheap perfume and it wasn’t littered with clothes and sex toys. She was in a fairly conservative skirt and a sweater. Our eyes met and she smiled. “Come on in.”

Maybe my experience with Kandy had created an unrealistic idea in my mind. Soda’s suite was nice and tidy, had only a hint of nice perfume, and was completely harmless. The only giveaway that she was an escort was the fact she was wearing sheer black thigh-high stockings with little straps that went up her legs, towards a garter belt that must have been hidden away under her sweater. “Can I get you a drink or anything?” she asked, closing the door behind me.

“What do you have?”

“Whatever the hotel has in the fridge there. I think there’s a little bottle of whisky, a little bottle of vodka, and a little bottle of rum. I can call and have them bring up more, if you want.”

“I think I’m okay,” I said, and then I looked over at her. Her cheeks were red and she looked away from me quickly. She was cute.

“Feel free to make yourself comfortable,” she said, motioning towards her small room. Her room was just a double bed, a desk, and a stiff-looking sofa chair. I looked over at her again and she looked away quickly. I hadn’t expected her to be shy. She certainly didn’t come off as shy on her website or her ad or through her text messages. She really was beautiful—it was hard to imagine she had a big cock tucked away under that skirt. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just can’t wait to get down and dirty with you.” It sounded forced, like she didn’t really mean it, but she was trying as hard as she could to make the experience memorable for me. I decided to ask her a little bit about herself, hoping to get her a little bit more relaxed so I could feel more relaxed. She was fairly vague with all of her answers, and when I started to ask about her line of work and what her other clients were like, she seemed to recede back into her shell. It was seeming more and more like she was hiding some sort of mental pain. I can’t imagine it’s easy sleeping with strangers for money, especially since the usual kinds of people who pay for sex are the kinds of people who can’t get it on their own.

She kept looking at me with curious eyes, as if she recognized me or thought I was somehow very fascinating. I certainly didn’t recognize her outside of her ad. As far as I knew, no one from my past had made the transition—and no men from my past would be able to look nearly as good as she looked. She took a seat right next to me, looked me in the eyes, and smiled. “I’m happy you came,” she said. “I’m not going to lie—I wasn’t expecting you to be so…”

“So what?” I asked.

“Normal—I hope that doesn’t sound rude.”

“Not at all.”

Her cheeks turned red again. “Not all of my clients are quite so… normal. It’s not always this easy—not that you’re easy, that’s not what I mean, but…” Her cheeks became even redder. She was getting all tongue-tied the way I thought I would be getting in her presence.

“May I kiss you?” I asked.

She smiled. “You may,” she said, and then I did.

I was becoming less and less convinced that she had a cock, that she was born a man. I’d heard some stories of men pretending to be women in escort ads, so it wasn’t such a stretch to think that a woman could pretend to be a tranny to reach her own niche audience. It was hard to believe a woman would do that, sure, but it was just as hard to believe that a transsexual could be so stunning, so beyond the selection of real female escorts. Even I—a straight man who had never so much as thought about being with a transsexual—was completely in awe of her beauty. She must have made a real killing, I thought.

Her lips were so full and so soft. Her warm tongue slipped into my mouth. We kissed for a while before things began to progress. I lifted her sweater up and over her head, revealing a tight black corset underneath. After some more kissing, I began to fondle her breasts. They were big, and they sure felt real—again, hard to believe they didn’t belong to a full-blown, genuine biological woman. My heart started to race as my curiosity began to take over. Was there really a cock under that skirt? Would I reach down and feel it? And if I did, would I retract my hand immediately, or could I really go through with it? On her website, she mentioned she could hide it if it was too distracting or off-putting. Would I ask her to hide it?

She undid my belt and then slipped her hand down the front of my pants. She began to fondle my cock. Her hands were small, soft, and feminine. There were no hand reduction surgeries and no man I knew had hands like that—it just couldn’t be. This must have been some kind of scam. There were no photos on her site of her cock and the rest of her body together. All the shots of her cock were close up, not showing more than a glimmer of thigh. Maybe it really was a big rouse.

There was only one way to find out: I reached my hand up her skirt and carefully slipped my fingers between her legs. Sure enough, she had a big cock stuffed into a pair of lacy panties. I became instantly tense.


CHAPTER V

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m good,” I said.

It was true—she really did have a cock. She really was born a man. I was making out with a biological man. I had a biological man’s tongue in my mouth and hand on my cock. My heart sank into my gut.

“I can hide it if you’d be more comfortable,” she said.

I had to think about it. I don’t know that hiding it would have made me more comfortable. If anything, it would have just made me more curious. I knew it was there—and it really was quite big. It would be at the front of my mind the whole time—the knowing that there was a cock there, swinging back and forth as I pumped her asshole. But what would I do if it was out in the open? Would I just try to ignore it, or would I somehow embrace it?

A strangely anxious excitement filled my body. That taboo energy was back, that naughty feeling of doing something new and exciting. “No, that’s okay,” I said. “I want to be with all of you.”

She smiled and then she sunk down between my legs, taking my cock in her hand and sinking it into her mouth. She looked up at me while she sucked my cock slowly and gracefully. It certainly felt much better than Kandy’s rushed mouth-fucking. I suppose Soda had the upper hand in knowing what felt good. She smiled.

As she wrapped her tongue around my girth, I noticed two dark bruises on her back, covered slightly by her corset. “What happened to your back?” I asked.

Her smile faded fast. I’d apparently touched on a sticky subject. “It’s nothing,” she said. “A client got a bit rough.”

“How so?” I asked. I don’t know why I was suddenly so curious. It made me angry to think someone would hit her, but why did I care? She wasn’t my girlfriend or even a friend—she was a complete stranger. I didn’t even know her real name. But still, I felt a peculiar urge to track the asshole down and punch him in the face.

“Not everyone is okay with… everything I have to offer.”

“He hit you?”

“It was my fault. I told him I would keep my package hidden and I accidentally let it slip out. I should have been more careful. Don’t worry about it though, just relax.” She slipped my cock back into her mouth and continued to suck. It was hard to relax knowing she’d been beaten by a client, by the looks of it fairly recently.

“But surely he knew what you had before he got with you, no?” I said, unable to let it go.

“Some clients are in… I guess you could call it denial,” she said. “But seriously, it happens all the time, I’m used to it.” She continued to suck, getting me harder and harder. It felt great.

Upon closer inspection, she had some older bruises, mostly faded but still apparent. How could someone be so cruel? Why would she subject herself to it? It wasn’t like she was making thousands of dollars a night—seeing as she only saw one client every day, she was just making a couple hundred at most, less after she pays for the hotel room. It hardly seemed like the lucrative life I’d always assumed escorts made. I’m sure Kandy made an okay living, seeing many men every night.

I was beginning to think I wasn’t cut out for escorts. I had too much empathy. Even looking at Kandy, the coldest and least empathetic person I’d ever met, I couldn’t help but see someone’s daughter—probably the victim of some childhood abuse. Soda was probably already going through so much emotionally with her transition—to think she was being beaten on top of it, just to make the semblance of a living? It was too much to take in.

Every minute or so, she would reach down and adjust her cock in her panties, making sure it hadn’t slipped out. She was clearly self-conscious about it—and who could blame her after she’d been beaten multiple times for having it. After a couple more minutes of sucking, she slid back up and we kissed for a bit longer.

“Are you eventually going to make the full transition?” I asked.

“Maybe one day,” she said. “It’s expensive, and there’s not exactly a market for post-ops.”

“Even the guys who hit you over it?”

“Especially them.” She forced a smile. God, she was beautiful. I slipped my hand into her hand and I kissed her neck.

“You deserve better,” I said.

She laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“You’re sweet, but you don’t even know me. Maybe I don’t deserve better. How would you know?”

“You’ve been nothing but kind to me,” I said.

“You don’t know about my past.” She bit her lip, as if the comment began to elicit painful memories from her past.

“Your past is your past, it’s gone. All I see is a sweet, beautiful woman who deserves much more than she’s getting.”

She blushed. Then I acted on an urge that I didn’t expect. I sunk down between her legs and began to shimmy down her panties. As I got her panties down to her mid-thighs, she covered her cock with her hand. I took her hand and moved it aside. Her body was tense. I took her cock in my hand and I began to stroke it, leaning closer and closer with my mouth. I pressed the tip of it gently against my parted lips. Heart racing, I slipped her big cock into my mouth. Her fingers slipped into my hair and within seconds she was moaning, her body relaxing.

I could feel her long member throbbing on my tongue, growing and hardening. I fondled her ball sack with my hand. After a moment, I could taste her sweet pre-cum. Her body relaxed even further. “I want you to fuck me in the ass,” I said. I couldn’t believe I said it. It was like my inhibitions had lifted and some foreign entity had taken control of my body. But even without any stimulation, there was a euphoria surging through my body. It was the excitement—that intense exhilaration I’d been craving for as long as I could remember. This was it, this was what I’d been missing from my sex life. But was it a lust for transsexuals or was it a lust for Soda?

She gently pushed me down onto my back and she inched in between my legs, with her long eight-inch throbber in her hand. “Are you sure you can take it?” she said with a half smirk.

“Yeah, fuck me,” I said, biting my lip.

She pressed the tip of her cock up against my asshole. I sat up slightly so I could watch her penetrate me, so I could watch her thick, pulsing dick slide inside of my body. I’d seen it from the other side before, her side, but it was far more exciting from this end, on my back, feeling my body fill up suddenly as a warm cock slipped inside. It felt amazing, her cock pressing against all the right places. “Oh God,” I muttered as her pelvis pressed up against my butt cheeks and she was all the way inside.

She began to thrust herself in and out of my body, her ball sack slapping against my ass. I reached everywhere, trying desperately to find something to hold onto before the euphoria became too intense to handle. It was already pretty close. I grabbed onto the bed sheets.

With every penetration, she came down harder. I loved the way her tits bounced as she pushed in, and I loved the way she held onto my sides, pulling me into her with every thrust to make it even more intense. “Oh shit,” she began to moan, biting her lip. “Oh shit that feels good.” She had no idea—I was on a whole different plane of ecstasy. I had to fight to keep my eyes from rolling into the back of my head.

I felt this hot buzzing sensation in my cock. I looked down and noticed my cock was oozing cum. Soda had made me cum from anal stimulation alone. I didn’t even know such a thing was possible. And I just kept on coming, my white goo slowly piling up on my abdomen.

“I’m going to come,” she said between breaths, her face red.

“Come in me,” I said. “I want you to come inside of me.”

She came down harder and harder and harder. I screamed, the pleasure was so extreme. And then I felt it, her cock pulsing, her warm load filling me up. I began to tremble all over. My body became a limp mess on her hotel bed. It was the greatest feeling of my life.

Even after the realization hit that I’d just been bare-backed by a transgendered escort, there was no regret. I wouldn’t have traded anything for that feeling, the permanent memory. The only downside was knowing that no sex would ever live up to my romp with Soda—that was the climax of my sex life. But I was okay with that, because it was one hell of a climax.

We kissed for a while, and then she looked over at the clock. “Shit, I need to be going,” she said.

“When can I see you again?” I asked.

“Whenever you want—just text me.” She smiled and bit the corner of her lip.

I put the money down on her television stand and then I started towards the door. “See you soon,” I said.

“Bye.”

That excited euphoria lingered in my body the whole way home, and for the rest of the evening. Getting any work or chores done around the house was futile. I couldn’t get my mind off of my time with Soda. I had a feeling my Soda obsession was about to become a real welcomed distraction in my life.

As I went to bed, I remembered her bruises, and her telling me about her rougher clients. My heart broke just thinking about it. I couldn’t understand how anyone could be mean to someone so perfect, so kind and gentle. Thinking about it filled me with a peculiar rage.

I had what was probably an outrageous idea—my own version of saving her from her abusive clients: if I booked with her every day, she wouldn’t need to see those assholes. It was an absurd idea, of course—I didn’t have that kind of money. Even seeing her once a week, as I was now intending to do, was going to be a huge hit to my bank account.

When I finally saw her again the next week, she had a new set of bruises. I decided not to point them out this time, but I could tell she knew I was put off my them. “It’s nothing, really,” she said without me even saying anything. We kissed for a while, I ate out her asshole, and then we fucked each other in the ass. Our second romp was just as fun as our first—that spark was still there, that excitement hadn’t gone away yet. I wondered if it ever would, or if I’d really finally found my thing.

We talked for a while after we fucked. “It’s probably rude to ask, but how much money do you really make with this gig? I mean, after you pay for the hotel room and whatnot.”

“I don’t mind you asking,” she said, and then she told me. It broke my heart—she hardly made enough to pay for rent and groceries. She was just breaking even. “It’s hard to get a real job when you’re like me,” she said. “Usually as soon as people find out about my… situation, my days are numbered.”

The next week I went to book a date with Soda, she told me she wasn’t able to meet because she’d been kicked out of the hotel. Apparently one of her clients got angry and trashed the place and the cops ended up getting involved. “Do you want to come here?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t want to impose.”

“It’s no imposition. I insist,” I said.

I sent her my address and not even twenty minutes later, she was at my house. “It’s crazy, I walk by your house every day,” she said. Her nose was red from the cold. She was cute, all bundled up in a big jacket and scarf. I thought it was a curious decision to walk to my place in the cold, but then she told me she didn’t have a car. I made her some hot tea and we sat and talked for a while.

In fact, we spent the whole evening talking, forgetting completely that we’d gotten together to fuck. I didn’t mind—the conversation was fun, too. She told me her real name: Katie. She told me about her transition and some of her struggles through high school. I told her about my ex-girlfriend and I confessed that I originally didn’t know Katie was a transsexual when I originally messaged her. We both had a good laugh. “But I’m glad I went through with it,” I said.

“Me too,” she said. We kissed, and of course we ended up fucking on my living room couch. Then it was getting late and we were both getting tired. “You’re welcome to spend the night,” I said, and she smiled.

“Really?”

“Totally.”

She slept over, and we fucked again in the morning. At one point I considered the possibility that she was going to charge me for the extra day, and I wouldn’t have cared if she did—but I knew she wouldn’t. I knew what was developing between us was more than just a escort/client relationship. I made her breakfast in the morning and she ate like she’d never seen food in her life. “I’m sorry, it’s been a while since I’ve had a hot meal.”

When she got up to leave, I noticed her eyes were beginning to well up with tears. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

She looked at me and tried to force a smile. Her eyes were red. “Nothing,” she said, but it was an obvious lie.

“Seriously, what’s wrong?”

She broke down and started to cry. I embraced her, letting her cry into my shoulder. “I don’t have anywhere to go. I haven’t been answering one of my other clients, and I think he’s at my place, waiting for me. I don’t want to be hit again—I can’t go through it anymore.”

I held her for a while, my heart beating faster and faster, filling with rage. I wanted to go to her apartment and find the guy, beat him into the ground—though I wasn’t much of a fighter and I probably would have gotten my ass kicked. “You can always just stay here,” I said.

She looked into my eyes. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, if you wanted, you could stay here with me… you know, from now on. I would like that very much, if you were interested.”

Her eyes flashed and grew wide. “You mean, you’re asking me to live with you?”

“Sure—maybe you could be my girlfriend or whatever.”

She couldn’t keep the biggest smile ever from her face. She squeezed me tightly and then kissed me on the lips. “Do you mean it?”

“Of course I do,” I said. “I like you, Katie. I like you more than I ever liked my ex-girlfriend. In fact, I might even love you.”

“I love you.”

The warmest glow filled my body, and I suspect it filled hers, too. I felt happy, happier than I’d felt in recent memory. I’d never been much of a believer in the ‘everything happens for a reason’ notion, but it was suddenly hard to ignore. It must have been fate that led me to that ‘T4M’ ad posting, and it must have been fate that kept me naïve to what it meant for long enough for the seed to take hold in my mind. Katie was everything I’d ever wanted, everything I was missing from my previous relationships. There was no question in my mind that we were meant to be together.

And who knew I would be so into that little extra package between her legs? I suppose you could call it a bonus, but the real prize was Katie.

THE END
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