

Contents

About the Book

Chapter 1: The Bunker

Chapter 2: The Jungle

Chapter 3: The Road

Chapter 4: The City

Chapter 5: The Seafront

Chapter 6: The Gogo Bar

Chapter 7: The Short Time

Chapter 8: The Raid

Chapter 9: The Island

Chapter 10: The Threesome

By the Same Author

About the Author


About the Book

Hot Ladyboy Tales: 28 Ladyboys Later

Special forces operatives Matt and Nick are on a jungle survival training exercise with the Thai military when the coors virus hits the world. In just ten days virtually the entire population of the globe is wiped out, except for anyone taking feminizing hormones. When the two friends eventually reach civilisation they realise they’re on the outskirts of Pattaya, a city famous for its beer bars and ladyboys. Then things get seriously out of hand for the two ladyboy first timers…

Copyright CC Collette 2020. All rights reserved.

This book is a work of fiction. All characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cover photo licensed from Depositphotos.

Find more about my books at thecczone.com. Please also leave a review on Amazon or Goodreads. Your feedback really helps. Many thanks!

13,400 words


Chapter 1: The Bunker

“Hey, Nick, do you think we’re gonna die here?”

Matt peered at Nick through the gloom of the underground bunker.

“It’s starting to look like that, isn’t it.” He said, making another futile attempt to break the pipe he was tied to.

Nick rolled his head. “Eight days. Eight fucking days. I’ve had some tough training assignments before, but this takes the biscuit.”

Matt stretched his neck. “Save your energy mate.”

“For what?” Matt snapped.

“For trying to stop the rats eating my corpse when I’m too weak to move.”

“I’ll fucking let them eat you. Then they might leave me alone.”

Matt gathered up his remaining strength and pushed his boots deep into the ground. “Come on you…”

There was a dull thud and the pipe snapped.

“Son of a bitch.” Matt cried as he rolled onto his face. He staggered to his feet and walked over to Nick. He rotated to show Nick his bound wrists. “Do you think you could gnaw these ropes off my wrists?”

Nick nodded. “Maybe. Check outside first. Just don’t fall flat on your face.”

Matt hobbled over to the bunker door. “Ugh.” He said, shielding his face from the bright sunlight. “Hey, our backpacks are still outside.” He called. “I’ll grab my knife. Some water too.”

An hour later both British special forces operatives were free. They sat on a low wall outside the bunker, nursing their feet and eating as much of their rations as they dared.

“No phone signal.” Nick said, putting his phone back in his backpack.

“It’s so quite here.” Matt replied. “I know we’re in the middle of the Khao Chamao-Khao Wong National Park but it’s surprising there’s so little noise.”

Nick rotated his ankles again. “Bloody Thais. Do you think they left us there on purpose?”

“So what do we do now?”

“It was stupid to not bring a map with us.”

“Yeah, it was.” Matt replied, swigging some more water.

“But from what I remember in the briefing room if you go East then you hit the Cambodian border. Go West and you hit the sea.”

Matt’s eyes lit up. “Sea sounds better.”

Nick agreed with him. “The light’s fading. What about staying in the bunker overnight, then setting out at first light?”

Matt nodded. “At least we can rest our feet. I have the worst case of Athlete’s Foot ever.”


Chapter 2: The Jungle

Nick stoked the camp fire. “How’s that snake then?”

Matt retched. “Fucking disgusting. I’d rather chew on a ladyboy’s cock.”

Nick laughed. “Yeah well we’d better preserve our rations. And it’s good to be able to practice our survival skills.” Matt looked up at the rapidly diminishing sunlight. “Isn’t it weird there’s been no planes overhead. I mean the chopper pilot was so busy talking to air traffic control when they dropped us in here.”

Nick nodded. “Yeah and no rescue choppers either. Was this part of the training, leaving us here to die?” Matt threw the lump of snake flesh on the fire. “How long have we been here anyway? Won’t our visas have expired?” Nick counted on his fingers. “Let’s see… 2 days in Bangkok, 10 days on the exercise, 8 days stuck in the bunker, 2 days walking. Nah, we should be good still.”

Matt took a swig of water and started massaging his feet. “If my feet were better I’d walk a lot faster. Where’s a massage shop when you really need one?”

Matt broke off another lump of his last chocolate bar. “So, you’ve been here before?” Nick looked around. “What, in this jungle clearing?” His friend laughed and threw a mossy stick at him. “No you dumb fuck, Thailand.” Nick nodded. “Yeah one of my mates got married out here. I came along and we had a fucking blast.”

Matt laughed. “I think I’ve seen that movie. Did you end up with an awkward tattoo?” he asked, as he finished the chocolate bar.

Nick stood up and hitched up his khaki t shirt. “You see this?” he said, pointing to a string of Chinese characters to the left of his belly button. Matt peered at the characters “What’s it say? Dick head?”

Nick laughed. “I thought you’d say it said egg fried rice or something. It actually means ‘be as strong as you are’.

Matt shrugged and looked in his backpack for more food. “I think dick head would have made a lot more sense.” He flung his backpack down on the ground. “Fuck it, I’m almost out of food. We’ll have to find more snakes.” He grimaced at the thought of chewing on more tough snake meat. “So when you were here did you, uh, screw any ladyboys?”

Nick stared at his friend.

“So?”

“So what?”

“Did you fuck a ladyboy?”

Nick grimaced. “I’d rather spend a year in this jungle than fuck a ladyboy. The best man fucked one though. He thought he met a cute girl at a disco and took her back to our hotel. It turned out she came with something extra.”

Matt’s eye’s widened. “Wow. So, what did he do? Kick her out?”

“Nah.” Nick replied, shaking his head. “He decided he’d roll his sleeves up and make the best of an unfortunate situation. Turns out he had the best BJ of his life, but ugh, it just gives me the heebie jeebies thinking about it.”

Matt pointed to a large copper coloured insect crawling across the jungle floor a couple of feet from Nick’s backpack. “That gives me the heebie jeebies too.”

His friend laughed. “Exactly.”


Chapter 3: The Road

“Ahhhh, my frigging feet.” Matt slumped on a log and pulled his boots off. “Maybe I should have just got an office job in London like my bro.”

Nick laughed. “Yeah but then he’s missed out on such glorious life experiences as eating snake and being abandoned in a smelly underground bunker.” He put his backpack down and started climbing a nearby tree. “Maybe I can see where we are.”

Matt looked up at him. “Or where the fuck we’re going.”

“Hey, there’s a road. A big one, too.” He jumped out of the tree.

“Watch those ankles.” Matt scolded him.

Nick walked over to his backpack. “Pull your boots back on soldier, we may be approaching civilisation.”

Matt and Nick stumbled through the scrubby undergrowth towards the road. “Hey, a road sign, too.” Nick said, pointing up the carriageway.

Matt tried to focus on it. “Can you read it from here?” Nick shielding his eyes from the glare of the overhead sun. “Yeah, it says Pattaya 10 something.”

“Something?”

“I don’t know, I can’t read Thai!”

“Well let’s walk in the direction of the sign and hope for the best.”

Matt took a swig from his water bottle. “Where’s all the traffic? I mean this is a dual carriageway and it’s the tourist peak season.”

Nick shrugged his shoulders. “This is starting to feel odd.”

“Starting?”

They walked towards the road sign. Nick stopped and shielded his eyes again. “There’s a convenience store around half a K up ahead.” Matt emptied the last few droplets of water into his mouth. “Good, because I’m parched.”

They walked up the steps of the convenience store. “Hmm, no customers, no staff… but yet the electric door still slides open and the lights are still on.” Matt remarked.

Nick looked around the store. “And no apparent shoplifting either. Did we miss the zombie apocalypse?” Matt pointed to the display of newspapers in the stand by the door. “Looks like we did miss the apocalypse after all.”

Nick grabbed a paper. “Huh?” Matt looked at the cover. “A globe with all the countries marked in red? People with face masks on? What’s happening?”

Nick scanned the cover for other clues. “If I could only read Thai.” Then his eyes widened. “This newspaper’s from a fortnight ago.”

“Really?”

“Is that the date? Why does it say the year is 2563? Have we been caught in a time flux?”

Nick laughed. “That’s just the Thai calendar. They’re a few years ahead of us.” Matt walked towards the back of the store. “I’m gonna grab some water. Oh, and maybe some beer too.”

He opened the fridge and wrapped his hand around a big bottle of spring water. “Everything’s still cold too.” Nick put his backpack down and walked towards the food shelves in the centre of the store. “We should stock up here, I mean as it seems like it’s the end of the world.”

Matt took his wallet out. “Do you think we should pay for this stuff?”

Nick shrugged. “You’re the zombie apocalypse film fan. What do they do in the movies?”

The two guys sat of the steps of the convenience store eating convenience store sandwiches and swigging beer. Nick turned another page of the newspaper. “It looks like this hospital is overwhelmed. The people in the photo look Thai. Maybe it’s Bangkok.” He turned to his friend. “Do you think we can get it too?”

Nick handed him the paper and reentered the store. He reappeared a minute later. “Damn. No masks or hand sanitisers. The place has been cleaned out of anything like that. I didn’t notice before.” Matt gazed down the carriageway. “Well if everyone’s dead then we might be safe from infection.” Nick patted him on the back. “Had enough beer? We should try and reach the city before sundown.”


Chapter 4: The City

“Hey, keep up.” Nick called back to his friend. “Sorry, I’m beginning to think I’m not cut out for soldiering.” Matt replied, hobbling forwards to try and catch up with his friend. He pointed to a truck in the distance. “Why don’t we see if we can hitch a ride.”

“Good thinking mate.” Nick replied.

They walked up to the silver pickup. “Well no keys in the ignition but the windows are wound down so it shouldn’t be too hard to get her started.” Matt remarked.

Nick looked around. “It still feels funny, stealing food and now vehicles.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean.” Matt replied, clambering into the driver’s window of the pickup. Nick put his backpack down. “I’m going for a piss.”

Matt peered out the window. “I don’t know why you’re walking over to the verge. You could go like anywhere now.”

His friend waved an arm in acknowledgement and carried on walking.

“Oh fuck!” Nick shouted. Matt banged his head on the steering wheel. “Ouch.” He peered out the window. “What’s up?”

“There’s a body in the drainage ditch. Badly decomposing.”

“Male or female?”

“Hard to tell. I’d better not get too close.”

The pickup’s engine roared to life. Nick briskly walked back and picked up his backpack. “You’re a star.” He said, walking over to the passenger’s side.

They pulled out of the dusty side of the road and headed down the carriageway.

“You’re sure you know how to drive this thing?” Nick remarked, as Matt almost stalled the engine for the third time. “Yeah, it’s just a bit more, uh, mechanical than anything I’ve driven.”

Nick took a beer out of his backpack. “You want one? Do you think it’s still an offence to drink and drive?”

Matt shrugged. “I’m okay for now. It’s too scary to stop for a piss anyway. But where are all the other vehicles anyway?”

Nick pointed in the distance. “Looks like a roadblock, best slow down a bit.” Matt grappled with the gearbox, then looked at his friend.

“I don’t see any people. Looks like you can just drive around.”

“So was this to keep people in or out of Pattaya?”

Matt slowed the pickup as much as he dared as he wove around the red and white painted wooden trestles. “Not much of a roadblock.” He drove round the bend in the road and noticed a large military truck. “Is that the Thai military who left us for dead?”

Nick pointed to the cab. “Look - more bodies.” Matt grimaced as he dropped down to first gear as they drove slowly past the truck. One corpse was slumped over the steering wheel and the other had fallen out of the passenger’s door and was lying on the ground in a mangled, decomposing heap.

Nick looked in the rear view mirror as they passed the truck. “Oh god, it looks even worse in the back.”

Countryside gave way to low rise housing as they entered the outskirts of the city. Now evidence of a disaster was more obvious. Bodies lay everywhere, and abandoned vehicles were littering the road. Matt did his best to drive round the vehicles and the odd corpse being pecked at by crows and packs of wild dogs.

“I wonder if it’s like this everywhere?” Matt asked. Nick shrugged. “The newspaper suggested it was. Maybe we can find an internet cafe or a working mobile phone or something.”

Matt hit the brakes to avoid a particularly large dog. “I’m kind of regretting not buying a Thai SIM card at the airport.”

Nick wound down the window to let more air in. “There’s no guarantee it would work though. Maybe they cut the comms to avoid mass panic.”

“Eugh.” Matt said as he drove around a corpse with only a partial head. Nick looked in his wing mirror. “That looked like a gunshot wound to me. It seems we missed one hell of an apocalypse.” He looked at a road sign. “Hey, take the next left and we can get to Beach Road.” Matt began to turn. “Good thinking.”

Nick looked at the dashboard. “Not sure if you need to indicate you know.”

Matt laughed.

As they rounded another corner the beach loomed into view. “Wow, sea!” Matt shouted excitedly.

“Yeah, but maybe it’s out of the frying pan into the fire. I mean what are we gonna do now?” Matt pointed out, wiping his brow.

“Next time we’ll put the aircon on, eh?” Nick said. “Look, park her up there by that abandoned fruit cart.”

Both men jumped out of the pickup. “Remember where we parked, huh?” Nick joked. Matt picked up his backpack. “Are we taking our stuff?”

Nick said nothing, and was busy peering into the distance. “Uh, forgive me if I’m wrong, but that looks like people.”

“Where?”

Nick pointed along Beach Road. “They’re sitting outside a store. I see three, maybe four.”

“You’re kidding, right?” Matt said, looking down the road. “Mannequins?”

Nick shook his head. “I’m pretty sure they’re real people.”


Chapter 5: The Seafront

The two men started walking towards the people they’d spotted. “Do you think they’re friendly?” Matt asked. Nick waved his arms around. “This is Pattaya, the city of smiles in the land of smiles. How could they not be friendly?”

“Uh, that.” Matt replied, looking at a corpse slumped over the kerb. “It looks like her arms have been chopped off.”

“Yeah, the apocalypse seems to have been pretty violent in places. Maybe people were losing their minds. Perhaps different races or nationalities were blaming each other I guess?” He put his arm around Matt’s backpack. “Let’s keep walking, anyway.”

As the approached the other people Nick ushered Matt towards the road. “Let’s cross over, and make ourselves known.”

They cautiously approached the other people. The two soldiers realised they were women. Two of them were fanning themselves with laminated A4 sized paper. “Massage?” Said one of them as the two men approached. Nick stopped walking and put his backpack down.

“Massage?” Said the lady again.

Matt looked at Nick. “I’d love a foot massage.”

Nick nodded. “In other times perhaps…”

“You need foot massage? 200 Baht.” The lady stood and started walking towards them. She waved a price list in front of the men.

“Uh, where’s everybody else?” Nick asked the lady.

“It quiet. No customer.”

“I can see that.”

“You want foot massage.” She insisted.

Matt looked at his weary feet. “It couldn’t hurt, I mean? To have a massage. Then maybe we can ask them more questions.”

Nick shook his head in mild disbelief. “So the only people to survive an apocalypse are a handful of ladyboys working in a massage joint?”

The massage lady waved the price list in front of Nick’s face. “I’m lady, not ladyboy.” She said in a deep voice.

“If you say so.” Nick said, waving his hands and trying to diffuse the situation. “We’ll have 2 foot massages, please.”

“Okay, come inside.” Said the ladyboy, and the guys followed her into the salon.

Matt reclined in his faded green leather armchair. “Well at least there’s still aircon running.”

Nick nodded. “But for how long.”

Matt exhaled a long breath. “I’d love a beer. Wasn’t there a convenience store across the road?” Nick craned his neck and looked out of the window. “Yeah, I think so. Hey miss,” he called at a ladyboy who was reclining in one of the chairs opposite. “Do you think you could fetch us a couple of beers?”

The ladyboy shook her head. “No can buy. Illegal buy beer before 5 pm.”

“Huh?” Matt said, shaking his head in disbelief. The ladyboy massaging his tired feet slapped his knee. “Hold still please.”

“Sorry.” He replied, and covered his head with his hands.

“You want manicure too?” The ladyboy masseuse asked him.

Matt looked at Nick. Nick laughed. “Get your fingers painted if you like. Nobody’s left to judge.”

The ladyboy stood up and fetched a brochure of designs. “250 Baht for nails.”

Nick smiled at his friend. “I don’t think you want to let her down. They probably haven’t had any customers for a week.”

He looked at the chubby ladyboy doing his feet. “Where are all the people?” The ladyboy looked up. “They died.”

He looked at Matt, then back at the ladyboy. “Yeah. I know that. What happened?”

“Coors virus. Infected everybody in world. Now no tourists come.” She said, massaging the balls of his feet.

“But some people have survived?”

She looked up at him. “Only ladyboy survive. And you. Maybe you special.”

He looked over at Matt again. “You’re really getting your nails done then?” Matt shrugged. “When in Rome I guess. And they must really need the money now.”

Nick shook his head. “You’ve all got fucking PTSD.” He looked at his watch. “Hey buddy, after this maybe we can check out Walking Street. And we ought to grab some fresh food before the power finally gives out.”


Chapter 6: The Gogo Bar

Matt unwrapped another convenience store sandwich. “Do you think these things last forever?” He asked.

“Who knows. At some point we should probably stockpile the good stuff.” Nick said looking around. “Although there seem to be so few survivors and little sign of looting.”

Matt took a swig of beer. “And no zombies either.” Nick pointed up the road towards the massage shop. “I wouldn’t say that.”

He pulled his friend off the kerb. “Let’s go check out Walking Street.”

Matt and Nick walked up Pattaya’s famous bar street. “Looks pretty shit in late afternoon doesn’t it.” Nick said, pulling his friend sharply to the right to avoid yet another corpse.

“Still plenty of deadbeats here though.” Matt replied, pointing to a couple of corpses slumped in a bar’s doorway. “I wonder if the neon signs still come on at night?”

“Why don’t we ask her?” Nick said, pointing to a ladyboy tottering around outside a bar in what must have been 6 inch platform slippers.

“Welcome!” She called out as she spotted the two men.

“Yikes.” Nick said, as the ladyboy started tottering over in their location. Matt sneezed. “Holy fuck! Do you think I have the coors virus?”

“Don’t even think about it.” Nick said.

The ladyboy approached Matt and he stared at her huge pneumatic chest barely being contained in a wet look black minidress. She ladyboy hitched her dress down. Matt stared at the lace up side and wondered if the ladyboy was wearing panties and if so what she was packing inside them.

“I’m Meen.” She said, embracing Matt. “We have Happy Hour until 8pm. All bottle beers are 90 Baht.”

Matt felt for his wallet. “This city’s bleeding me dry.”

“But not as much as it bled that poor guy.” Nick replied, pointing to a headless corpse lying in the gutter on the opposite side of the street.

“Hello ka. Hi! You!” They heard somebody shout from further down the street. Meen ushered them into the bar. “Quick, it’s a freelancer.” She said. Matt and Nick stumbled into the comparative gloom of the bar. Meen closed the door and locked it. “Cool, a lock in.” Matt remarked, as his eyes started focusing on the stage. “Shame about the cheesy pop music though.”

Nick motioned towards the DJ’s booth. “I guess the DJ caught the virus and we’re stuck with crap pop.”

Meen ushered the two guys over to the seating around the bar. She pushed a small laminated menu in their faces. “What drinks you want?”

Nick pointed at the menu. “Two Happy Hour draught beers please.”

Meen nodded and went to get the drinks. Matt stared at the half a dozen ladyboys dancing on stage, each slowly writhing round a chrome pole. They were all wearing light blue and white striped bikinis, with varying degrees of disguising their cock bulges. In the corner of the bar there was a large chrome cage hanging from the ceiling. Inside it was a ladyboy writhing around inside like an oversexed canary.

Nick nudged his friend. “Don’t catch their gaze or they’ll want to sit with you.”

“Huh?” Matt replied. “Have you been here before then.”

Two of the ladyboys stopped dancing and carefully navigated their way down the steps off the stage in their vertiginous heels. Another four ladyboys appeared from backstage. They all approached Matt. “Looks like you’ll have to choose.” Nick laughed, looking up at the stage.

A tall and muscular ladyboy blew Nick a kiss.

“Looks like you have an admirer, too.” Matt joked.

“Me sit with you?” Asked a tall ladyboy who was massaging her large rotund breasts. Nick looked at Matt. “Well?”

Matt pointed to a shorter ladyboy wearing a round pair of spectacles without lenses in them.

“Oh good choice.” Nick said in a sarcastic tone and the ladyboy walked up the steps towards the men. The other ladyboys put on exaggerated sulky expressions and went back to the stage.

“You buy me drink?” The cute ladyboy asked Matt.

“Oh, yeah.” Matt said, and the ladyboy thrust the drinks menu into his face. “Lady drink 150 Baht.”

Matt nodded. “Sure, whatever.”

The ladyboy sidled up to Matt then sat next to him. Another ladyboy went to fetch the lady drink. The mens’ beers arrived. “Cheers.” Nick said and looked at Matt. “Uh, you seem to have your hands full there.”

“What’s your name?” The cute ladyboy asked Matt. “My name’s Button.”

“As in ‘cute as’?” He asked her.

“Eh?” She said, and started stroking the side of his face with her hand. “You big strong man.”

The ladyboy who had blown Nick a kiss appeared below the two men. “Sit with you too?” She asked Nick.

“Yeah, come on then.” He said, patting the seat next to him. She clambered up and past Button and Matt. Nick stared at the new ladyboy’s muscular chest and wondered if pole dancing was better exercise than military training camp.

Button’s lady drink arrived. She sipped some of the vodka and coke through a mini straw. “Thank you ka.” She said and pecked Matt on the side of the face.

“You’re really soft.” He said. “I didn’t expect that. You’re softer than my ex girlfriend.”

“All girlfriends are ex girlfriends now I guess.” Nick said, swigging some draught beer.

Nick’s ladyboy straddled Nick. Matt laughed. “You’ve got the crazy one.”

Nick’s eyes widened. “Uh…”

“Out of your depth there?” Matt asked, as he sat with Button, gently stroking her thigh.

The music track changed and Nick’s ladyboy started grinding his lap. Nick looked down hoping he couldn’t see a bulge in the ladyboy’s two sizes too small bikini bottoms. He gulped when he realised his ladyboy was almost certainly hung like a horse.

“What’s your name?” He asked the ladyboy. “My name’s Nung.” She replied.

“Hung?” Nick tried to clarify. “No, Nung.” The ladyboy repeated.

“You buy me drink?” Nung asked Nick. Nick nodded. “Yeah, go on then.”

Nung turned her head towards the bar and made a cup drinking motion to one of the ladyboys sitting on a wooden stool beside the stage.

“You go with me?” Nung asked Nick. She started stroking her washboard chest then moved her hands up to her large round breasts that were barely concealed by her bikini top. Nick sat motionless. He wasn’t sure what was more terrifying - the assertive ladyboy straddling him or the fact that he was starting to get a massive erection. And the ladyboy’s briefs seemed to be filling up too.

The music track changed again. “Woop, woop.” One ladyboy called out and they all started taking their bikini tops off.

Matt stared at Button’s boobs in disbelief. “Wow, babe, you’re so hot.” He said and cupped her breasts with both his hands. Button leaned forward and then Matt was licking her erect nipples with his tongue.

Nick looked across but his friend seemed to be in no position to talk.

“Go with me?” Nung asked again. “Uh…” Nick replied, trying to make sense of an increasingly surreal situation.

Nung pulled forward then reached behind her and started untying her stringy bikini straps. She pulled her bikini top off then Nick was staring at her almost perfectly spherical boobs.

“Oh…” He said, reaching for his beer.

“You like?” Nung asked, cupping her hands around her breasts and flicking her nipples with her index fingers. “You go with me?” she asked again.

Nick’s brain was working overtime. “I, uh…” he stammered. Nung took Nick’s hand that wasn’t wrapped around a beer bottle and pushed it against her right breast’s side boob. “You feel me. You like?”

Nick gently squeezed the ladyboy’s right breast. “Nice.” He said, which wasn’t really a lie. Nung’s breast did actually feel good. Really good. In fact it felt better than most of the other boobs he’d touched over the course of his life to date. He put his beer down and cupped Nung’s other boob with his hand. Nung leaned forward and nuzzled his ear. “You go with me. I fuck you.”

Nick breathed in. Nung did actually smell like a real lady. She had long hair, incredible boobs and a fantastic figure.

“How much?” he asked, not actually sure what it cost to go with a ladyboy either pre or post-apocalypse. Nung reached down and started stroking Nick’s crotch. “Three thousand. And you need pay one thousand to bar for bar fine.”

“Fuck!” Nick exclaimed. Money might be worthless post-apocalypse but this still sounded excessive. Nung unzipped Nick’s fly and reached inside his trousers with her long fingernails.

“What your job?” She asked him.

“Matt and I are… uh, were, soldiers.”

Nung rolled back in surprise. “Oooo, strong men. I like.” She started flicking her nipples. “I like strong man. Strong man give me good fuck.”

Nick stared at her boobs again. They were pretty spectacular, it had to be said. A couple of the ladyboys in this bar had really wonky nipples, but Nung must have gone to a decent surgeon.

“You big.” She said. “How about two thousand, and one thousand bar fine.”

Nick reached into his pocket and reached for his wallet. He couldn’t quite believe he was going to go through with this, but if this was the only major entertainment left in the post-apocalyptic world then so be it. He fished three 1000 Baht notes out of his wallet. “Let’s do this.” He said, picking up his beer and the plastic container containing his beer receipts. “Don’t want you guys to overcharge me while I’m upstairs.”

Nung sat up and put her bikini top back on. Then she took hold of Nick’s hand and lead him down the steps towards the back of the bar. Nick zipped his fly up again.

“Have fun.” He called out to Matt, but Matt was now prostate on the seating with Button dry humping him in the cowboy position.

“Huh. How come he’s getting a freebie?” Nick asked as Nung lead him through the maroon curtain separating the bar area from backstage.


Chapter 7: The Short Time

Nung lead Nick up the worn, wooden staircase at the back of the bar, beyond the customer toilets and the rather chaotic dressing room. She reached back and took Nick’s hand. “First time?” She asked.

“Uh, yeah. My friend met a ladyboy in Bangkok.” Nick said, almost stumbling over a huge dildo that had been discarded on the stairs.

Nung steadied him. “Mind cock on stairs.” She said, kicking it down with her heels. “You prefer lady?”

“Uh, yeah. I suppose so.” Nick said, this time trying to be more careful of where he put his feet.

“I better than lady.” Nung announced as they reached the top of the stairs. “Follow me.” She said and turned a corner round a gloomy and narrow corridor. She reached a cheap wooden door and opened it. Nick followed her into the room. It was pretty small, with bright pink walls. The bulk of the room was taken up with a double bed. The bed had a faded white bed sheet but no quilt or even any pillows. The only other furniture was a pine chest of drawers with a bowl of condoms resting on the top.

“You hot?” Nung asked Nick. “Let’s shower.”

Nick peered into the shower room. It was small but looked reasonably clean. Nung sidled up close to him and tugged at his shirt. “Thanks, I’ll do that.” Nick said, still unsure of whether he liked ladyboys, but in the grand scheme of things it was probably not the biggest thing he should be thinking about right now.

Nung reached behind and untied her bikini top. Her huge boobs flopped into view. Nick took his shirt off. He rubbed his own chest and briefly wondered what it would take for his own masculinity to get so fucked up that he would end up paying thousands of pounds for a boob job.

Nung walked towards Nick and put her arms around his neck. “What you thinking?” she asked him.

“Just thinking about stuff.” He replied.

“You thinking about me?” She asked.

“Maybe.”

She knelt down and started unbuckling Nick’s belt. “I thinking about fucking you.” She purred, tugging his belt out of the loops. Nick put a hand on Nung’s right breast and gave it a gentle squeeze. Fuck, really did it feel authentic. Too bad the entire planet’s plastic surgeons had probably been wiped out. Nung and her friends were likely to be the last examples of the high art of extreme body modifications.

Nick could feel something going on in his trunks. He looked down. Nung had untied his belt, unbuckled his trouser waist and had unzipped his fly. She was a quick and smooth operator. Now she had a hand on his trunks and was probing to see how erect Nick was. The answer was pretty erect. For all his misgivings Nick could not disguise the fact that he was very aroused by these strange and exotic creatures.

Nung started pulling his trousers down his legs and soon he was standing in the short time room in just his trunks and his socks. “Now me.” Nung said, standing up and pulling the side ties of her bikini bottoms. They tumbled to the floor and Nick had his first sighting of ladyboy cock. Nung wasn’t erect yet, but it was coming. Nick stared at Nung’s cock. He’d seen plenty of penises before of course. He and the other guys would regularly shower together after training exercises. Sometimes there was some banter, but usually he found the guys tried to avoid looking at each others’ penises. Of course there were a couple of guys who were bi or exclusively batted for the other side, but mostly the guys were solidly hetero and fuck… he missed them so much.

Nung moved in close to Nick. She took his right hand and placed it on her cock. “You like?” She asked him. “It’s same same as yours.”

Nick looked down. They were indeed a similar size, although Nung’s was a little behind schedule whereas Nick’s was well off the starting blocks. Nung was also completely shaven down below.

She pointed at his feet. “Socks.”

Nick dutifully knelt down and peeled his socks off.

“I finish.” She said, then sidled up to him and peeled his trunks down over his hips and down his legs. “Oooooooo!” she cooed as she caught sight of Nick’s almost fully erect penis. “Big strong soldier have big strong dick.”

Nick raised his right then his left foot to step out of his trunks. He looked down at Nung’s cock. He almost gasped as he realised her member was still swelling up. It now looked at least half an inch longer than his was. He chuckled. Not only did this ladyboy have a better chest than Nick did, but she had a bigger cock too.

Nung put her right hand around her cock and started pumping it. “You like?” She asked Nick.

Nick nodded, momentarily lost for words. Then Nung touched him on the right shoulder and ushered him towards the shower room. Nick walked into the shower room and turned to face Nung. Nung pulled the shower curtain across and turned on the water. “Ugh!” Nick cried as cold water shot down his front.

“Sorry ka.” Nung apologised and moved across Nick’s body shielding him from the water. “Now warm.” Nung said, and reached for a white bottle of shower gel. She flipped open the green plastic lid and some off-white liquid oozed into her hands.

“Turn around.” She said and Nick spun around.

“Fuck!” He winced as his elbow struck the tiled wall.

“Oh baby.” Nung cried. “You okay?”

Nick mumbled something and Nung slapped her hand on Nick’s shoulder. He felt a cold gooey liquid ooze down his back. “Hey is that your cum?” He joked.

“Mwwwwwwa?” She said, then began working his back with her hands. Nick shuddered as waves of intense pleasure rolled down his nervous system. “Ah, that’s good.” He said, trying to look over his shoulder.

Nung squeezed more gel out of the bottle and worked her way down his back. Soon she was kneeling at his ass. “I make you clean here.” She said as she slid a hand between his ass cheeks. Then she slowly prised his ass cheeks apart. “You want me fuck you here?” She asked. Nick spun around, catching Nung off guard. Her eyes widened as his cock spun into her line of sight. She picked up the bottle of shower gel and squirted a little more on her hand. Then she started massaging it around Nick’s cock. Once his cock was polished she started massaging his balls. ‘Big man’ she kept muttering as she gave him an intimate deep clean.

Nick stared at Nung as she cleaned him thoroughly. When she was finished she looked up to him and smiled. Then she put her mouth over the tip of his shaft and nibbled it with her teeth. Nick caught a glimpse of Nung’s own cock bobbing up and down as she sucked on his. What the hell was he doing? Surely there must be some real ladies somewhere. I mean, Thailand had numerous islands, and there must be even more isolated places in the Gulf of Thailand. Maybe he and Matt could just find a speedboat and a map and…

Nick groaned as Nung pushed her head further down his shaft. He had to admit that she was good at blowjobs… really good. Way better than any woman he’d dated. Hell, she was even better than that Latvian stripper he’d fucked in Amsterdam a couple of years back. Nick started to think he was going to shoot his load down Nung’s throat but just as he was about to cum Nung withdrew and stood up. She handed Nick the bottle of shower gel. “You clean me.” Nung said in a demanding tone.

Nick started stroking his own penis, eager to orgasm but Nung clamped a firm hand on his hand. “Wait.” She said, stroking the side of his face with the back of her other hand.

He squirted a load of shower gel directly onto Nung’s back. Nung squirmed with pleasure. Nick began to massage it into her skin. He was amazed how soft it felt, but her back’s softness paled into comparison with how soft her hips and upper thighs felt. Her ass too - that felt totally incredible. “Wow, you’re so fucking soft.” He crooned, wondering if it was the hormones or the fact that her body was completely hairless or maybe just the fact that she was Asian.

Nung turned and her boobs pushed against his chest. Nick squirted shower gel all over her breasts like she was in some porno bukkake scene. Nung massaged it over her breasts. “You do my cock.” She said, looking down beyond her chest. Nick squirted some more shower gel onto his hand then looked at Nung’s cock. It wasn’t fully erect, but it was pretty freaking huge. Hesitantly, he reached out his hand and smeared shower gel on the top of the ladyboy’s penis. It felt strong and muscular and it was definitely intriguing. He wondered if this was so many guys experimented while they were cooped up in their barracks. He wondered if Matt was one of those guys who had fucked a comrade. After all, he seemed really at ease with Button. Maybe he knew exactly what he was doing. Well, except for the breasts plus dick thing. No guy in barracks had breasts.

Nung leant over and kissed him on the cheek. “Now clean, we go fuck.” She turned off the water and reached for a towel. She dried her arms then tied it around her waist, cheekily leaving her breasts exposed.

“Towel too small, huh?” Nick said, grabbing the other towel from the peg outside the shower curtain. He dried his body off then stuck it back on the peg. Nung took his hand and lead him into the cramped bedroom. He looked down and caught a tantalising glimpse of her smooth and pert ass. She turned and untied her towel which fell around her shapely ankles.

Nick looked his short time girl up and down. She was indeed a fine specimen, even if that thing between her legs would take some getting used to. She advanced towards him then clasped his head in her hands and pulled his head towards hers. She kissed him full on the lips then parted his lips with her tongue. Sensing a little resistance, she prised his teeth apart with her tongue, and explored his mouth with her darting movements.

Nick stood frozen in surprise. Nung was ratcheting up the passion to a level he’d never really experienced before, paid or otherwise. She withdrew her tongue then stepped back before pushing Nick back towards the bed. He stumbled and crashed onto the double bed. Nung climbed onto the bed after him. He tried to sit up but she straddled him and teased his penis with the tip of her right index finger. She scooped a little drop of pre-cum off the tip then wiped it against her lips.

“Give me more” she said, then sat forward and reached behind her. She relaxed her anal muscles then pushed her customer’s cock into her ass. “No condom. End of world.” She told him, in what he thought might be her first acknowledgement that Pattaya wasn’t quite how it once was. Nick gulped. Nung’s ass was tight, as tight as the little Vietnamese hooker he’d fucked in Bangkok the last time he was in Thailand. But she definitely didn’t have a cock bobbing up and down as she rode his dick.

“Fuck me soldier man.” Nung screamed in her best impression of a Sergeant Major.

“Yes sir!” Nick made a mock salute then realised his mistake. “Uh, of course you’re not really a sir, more like a madam.”

Nick put his hands on the sides of Nung’s thighs and rubbed her super soft skin. “Fucking incredible.” He shouted. He reached forward some more and grasped her ass. He squeezed her cheeks and that made Nung intensify her riding of his cock. “Ah you fucking awesome girl.” Nick cried and then shot his load into Nung’s tight asshole.

Nung squealed with delight as the sticky liquid squirted deep inside her. She eased his cock out of her tight hole then lay down beside Nick, gently caressing the side of his face with the back of her hand. Nick lay on his back in a daze. He wondered if the post traumatic stress disorder was starting to kick in. It wasn’t every day that the world had effectively ended. On top of that he’d just had sex with another guy. She was hot. But she was still a guy.

The two of them lay on the bed for a few minutes. Nick wondered if his head might actually overload from all the weird fucking stuff that had happened to him the past few days. He looked at Nung. She was oddly subdued. Maybe reality was also kicking in, or maybe she was thinking about what she would spend his money on. He hoped it was something virtuous, and not cigarettes, drugs or alcohol.

At that moment the door opened without somebody knocking first. A ladyboy dressed in a grey bikini said a few words of Thai to Nung.

Nung dismounted the bed and picked her bikini off the floor. She pulled her bikini top over her head and fastened it over her breasts.

“Oooo.” She said in a surprised voice, as she realised there was a dollop of cum nestling between her boobs.

Nick looked at Nung, hoping for another shot at fucking her.

“You need go downstairs.” Nung said, with a concerned look on her face.

“Everything okay?” Nick asked, reaching for his clothes.

“We keep you safe.” Nung said, then leaned over and kissed Nick full on the lips.

When he reached downstairs he looked around the bar area. “Oh hey.” Matt called out.

Nick realised his friend was sitting in the oversized birdcage by the stage. “What are you doing in there?” He asked.

A couple of bikini wearing ladyboys prodded Nick. “You go inside too.”

“Huh?”

“We keep you safe.”

Nick stared at the ladyboys but they were particularly muscular and he didn’t fancy his chances. Besides, where could they go? Maybe there was safety in numbers, especially given how many hungry Soi dogs were roaming outside. And the bar ladyboys seemed paranoid about the freelancers roaming outside. What was the story there?

“Okay, okay.” He said, shuffling towards the cage. “Budge up a bit.” He said to Matt as he clambered inside.

The tallest ladyboy swung the door closed then padlocked it. “Good sleeping.” She said and she and the other ladyboy disappeared out the back.


Chapter 8: The Raid

“Matt. Wake up.” Nick nudged his friend who was curled up on the base of the cage beside him.

“Huh?” Matt asked, rubbing his eyes. Nick looked around the gloomy bar. “I can hear voices.” He whispered. There was a breaking glass sound and both guys looked towards the back of the bar. Matt rattled the cage door but the lock held fast.

“Shhhh!” Nick hissed. At that moment the two ladyboys assigned to guarding the guys woke from their early morning slumber and trotted down the steps from their sleeping position.

“You stay still.” One of the ladyboys called out to the guys. Nick watched as she adjusted her bikini top making sure her nipples were still inside the thin triangles of material.

Matt pointed to the ladyboys. “Wow, they even slept in their stripper heels.”

The ladyboys walked towards the door to the back of the bar. One reached under the stage counter and pulled out a long hunting knife.

“Yikes.” Matt said.

Nick looked at his friend. “This isn’t good.”

Just then two ladyboys burst into the room. They were wearing sun dresses and sandals. Both had sunglasses on their heads and were brandishing handguns. They shouted some words of Thai towards the bar ladyboys.

“Semi automatic pistols.” Nick remarked, ushering his friend to keep a low profile in the cage.

The two bar ladyboys advanced toward the door. The taller ladyboy who had just entered the bar raised her pistol. After a few hasty exchanges of Thai the bar ladyboy stooped down and put the knife on the floor, then raised her hands. The new ladyboys waved their guns in the direction of the cage.

“What’s going on?” Matt cried, pulling on the door in a vain attempt to escape.

One of the ladyboys trained her gun on the bar ladyboys while the other went behind the bar area and felt around under the bar.

“You’re coming with us.” Said the ladyboy holding the gun to the bar ladyboys.

Just then some shots rang out upstairs. The ladyboy behind the bar let out a squeal of delight and waved a set of keys in the air. Muffled shouting could be heard from upstairs, then two more shots. The ladyboy with the keys strode over to the cage like she was on the catwalk.

“Ass implants.” Nick said.

“What should we do?” Matt whispered.

“At this time we should play it safe, and follow their directions.” Nick said as the ladyboy unlocked the cage.

There were two deafening gunshots. Matt turned and saw the two bar ladyboys collapse onto the floor by the stage.

“Grey bikinis. Boring bitches.” Said their killer, who calmly turned to the guys. “We’re your protectors now.”

As the cage door swung open, Matt and then Nick clambered out. Matt staggered around and the killer ladyboy brandished her gun at him.

“Sorry,” he said, holding his hands up. “Leg cramps.”

The killer ladyboy reached behind her dress and unclipped two pairs of handcuffs. She said some words of Thai to the other ladyboy who proceeded to put the handcuffs on the guys.

“Now you come with us.”

“Where?”

“To our sisters on Phuket.”

Nick’s eyes widened. “Smart move. It’s an island. It’s much easier to defend.”

“Defend from what?” Matt asked.

“Good question.”


Chapter 9: The Island

There was a knock at the door. Matt stirred from his slumber. A tall ladyboy dressed in a Japanese maid cafe outfit entered the room. “Are you ready to go again?” She asked, putting down a tray of fruit on the bedside cabinet.

“Huh?” Matt asked, rubbing his eyes. He looked at the fruit. “Haven’t you got any chicken or beef?”

The ladyboy shrugged and adjusted her tiara.

“Funny how we never run out of cute outfits.” Matt observed.

The ladyboy’s expression was blank.

“Never mind.” Matt said, lifting a triangle of watermelon off the plate.

“Fifteen minutes.” The ladyboy said, then made a Thai wai gesture with her hands and left the room.

Matt clambered out of bed and looked in the mirror. The small dosage of feminizing hormones had made his skin a little puffy and his chest was looking more like a slightly out of shape middle manager than a former special forces operative. Still, it was a small price to pay for being immune to the virus that had apparently wiped out all of humanity save for him and Nick and some five thousand or so ladyboys on Phuket Island.

He looked down at his cock. It looked reddened and there was at least one small burst blood vessel. How much more punishment could it take? Well boy, he thought, as long as you keep working then they’ll keep us alive…

Matt opened the door of his suite. As he understood it, this was once Phuket’s finest hotel. Now it had been heavily fortified by the ladyboys and it housed Matt and Nick, and a few other male survivors. Most of the other guys had been on a Buddhist retreat high up in the mountains.

So far no biological women had been found alive.

“Hey, stop daydreaming.” Said the ladyboy stationed outside his door.

“Sorry, Amber.” Matt said, closing the door to his suite behind him. He slowly walked along the corridor towards the elevator. He had to admit, the ladyboys were making a pretty decent job of running this place. In fact the entire island was in good shape. For all their faults (of which there were many), the ladyboys were a pretty smart bunch. The island had electricity, there was a rudimentary transportation system and there was abundant fresh food. They had even started synthesising feminizing hormones and were in the process of opening up a hospital. Matt guessed that opening a cosmetic surgery ward would be very high up on their list of priorities.

But the ladyboys had one huge fault and no amount of petitioning from Nick or the other guys could convince them otherwise.

Matt took the elevator down to the third floor. When he arrived he found ladyboy Noi was already waiting for him.

“How are you?” She said, reaching out and feeling his right bicep.

“I’m good.” Matt replied. He looked at the short red bodycon dress Noi was wearing. “Do you know your cock is hanging out of the bottom of your dress?”

Noi looked down then laughed hysterically. “Oh my god.” She said, then scooped it up and stuffed it back inside her red g-string.

She put her hand on Matt’s elbow. “Come, I’ll show you today’s beauties. We have a couple of new girls for you to choose from.”

“I can’t wait.” Said Matt in a sarcastic voice. He’d grown to realise that the ladyboys weren’t sufficiently experienced enough to understand the nuances of the English language.

Noi opened the double doors that lead to one of the hotel’s conference rooms. Inside Matt counted at least a dozen ladyboys. Many were sitting on the antique French chairs, but a couple were lounging on ornate chaise longues that might have come to Phuket via colonial period Vietnam. Noi closed the doors behind them. “You can choose two girls to take with you to the honeymoon suite.”

Matt nodded. “I know the drill.” He looked around the room. He recognised most of the ladyboys in the room. There was Apple. She was petite and extremely passable, with big boobs and a tiny dick. Then there was the other Apple. She had even bigger boobs and a monster cock. Matt had fucked them both many times, although Big Apple could be a little aggressive and had to be reminded as to who was supposed to be the top.

He spotted Nung from Pattaya too. He’d never fucked Nung, out of an unwritten respect for Nick. Nung was his girl. He suspected that Nick had fucked Button on a couple of occasions though. Once a ladyboy doubter, Nick was throwing himself into his new life, weapons training the ladyboys by day, fucking their brains out by night. Matt preferred the afternoon shift, because then he could relax in the hotel bar during the evening and sample the ladyboys’ latest attempts at brewing alcohol.

Matt winked at Nung, and she blew him a kiss. He didn’t know quite what had happened when they were abducted from the Pattaya gogo bar, but he was ecstatic when he found out that both Nung and Button had been spared in the mayhem that night.

Noi nudged Matt. “Well?”

A particularly cute ladyboy was standing by the window. Matt couldn’t quite make her out against the sun’s glare. She was definitely petite. She was wearing little kitten heels and a pair of white sheer knee length socks. Her pretty lime green dress ended up just above the knee and it was so sheer against the backlit window that Matt could see her figure was lithe and athletic.

“You like her?” Noi asked. Matt nodded. He’d been here for a couple of months and had lost count of the number of ladyboys he’d fucked. But this girl, she was starting to make Matt’s cock swell with anticipation. “Her name’s Ice. She’s just turned nineteen. She’s new. We found her in Hua Hin.”

Noi walked over to Ice, who was coyly trying to blend in with the net curtains. She took Ice’s hand and Matt was amazed at how petite Ice was compared to Noi. Sure, Noi was wearing her usual six inch platform stripper heels, but even so, the height difference was remarkable.

As Ice walked across the room Matt gulped. She was exquisitely beautiful, with elven features and a small, natural looking chest. Even her hands (a usual giveaway) looked petite and girly.

“What do you think? You want her?” Noi asked, putting her hand on the small of Ice’s back. Ice bit her lip seductively.

“You’re so beautiful.” Matt cooed. Not having seen a real girl in months was making him ever more desiring of feminine beauty.

Ice smiled but said nothing.

“She’s half Chinese.” Noi said, lifting up Ice’s dress so Matt could see her green lacy g-string. “She took hormones at an early age so her cock’s tiny.”

Matt stared at her perfectly flat stomach and the little silver chain hanging down from her belly.

“And your second choice?” Noi asked, looking around the room.

He looked at regular Apple, who was now playing with her boobs. Big Apple had her hand in her shiny silver leotard and was busy massaging her cock.

“Nancy. I’d like Nancy.”

A tall and lithe ladyboy rolled over on one of the chaise longues. She winked at Matt. Nancy was one of his real favourites. She was submissive and undemanding. She always wore silky lingerie and her cock, although small, was almost always fully erect. Better still, she had a gaping asshole that could easily accommodate Matt’s overused cock. Finally her English was excellent, although she still had the same delusional dream shared by every other ladyboy on the island.

Nancy strode up to Matt and she nibbled his ear with her teeth. “Thanks sweetie.” Matt patted her firm backside and slide his hand inside her lace panties. “Nice stockings.” He remarked.

Nancy looked down at her long legs clad in fine Italian 12 denier grey hosiery. “Thanks. These also came back from our Hua Hin raid.”

Noi took Ice’s and Nancy’s hands and lead them towards the door. “Okay you’ve made your choice.”

Matt followed the three ladyboys out of the room. He looked back towards Big Apple. Sometimes he appreciated her aggression in the bedroom, but after weeks of carnal activities, he was drained and felt like making love, not fucking.


Chapter 10: The Threesome

Matt entered the honeymoon suite. He’d been up here many times before but each time he was surprised at how much effort the ladyboys had put into making the room look seductively special. This time was no exception. The bed was covered with rose petals and the room smelt of fragrant lily of the valley incense. He looked behind him. Nancy had entered the suite and was busy adjusting her g-string in a most un-ladylike fashion. Ice was still outside the door looking anxiously at Noi.

“Don’t worry, I won’t bite.” Matt said, walking back towards the door and taking Ice’s hand. He was amazed to feel how soft it was. Despite her womanly aura, Nancy had quite rough hands, and Big Apple had hands like a lumberjack.

Ice smiled sweetly and hesitantly followed Matt into the room. “Enjoy your long time.” Noi said, blowing Matt a kiss. Quite why the ladyboys still adhered to the short time/long time rules was a mystery, but he was happy they had finally seen fit to abandon asking for money that couldn’t be spent anywhere.

Matt walked over to the honeymoon bed and sat down. He patted the mattress and Ice sat down beside him. Nancy was more used to the routine and she walked over to the window to admire the view. She pulled the curtain back. “Wow, the new battleship is looking great.”

Matt chuckled as he lightly stroked Ice’s right thigh. “Battleship? It’s only an old minesweeper. But it’s a start I guess.”

Nancy turned and walked over to the bed, her heels making a satisfying clip clop sound on the tiled floor. “There’s talk of a mission to Penang.”

Ice looked at Nancy. Nancy spoke a few words of Thai. Ice nodded.

“I need more language lessons.” Matt said, slipping off his house slippers. Nancy climbed onto the bed and crawled on her knees to just behind Matt. She started massaging his shoulders. A shiver ran down his spine. “Ah, that’s good baby.” He said. “You know what I like.”

Ice placed her right hand on Matt’s side and started gently massaging him, feeling for his ribs. Matt turned towards her and smiled. He resumed stroking her thighs. He gulped. He was amazed at how soft and smooth they were. She was apparently completely hairless, apart from her long flowing silky black hair that tumbled over her shoulders and almost reached her backside.

Soon his hand was massaging Ice’s inner thighs, and then it had disappeared under the hem of her dress and began probing at Ice’s crotch. At first he thought she might be post-op. He couldn’t feel anything between her legs. Then he felt a slight stiffening at the base of where her vagina would be if she was a real girl.

Ice purred and pushed her legs apart. At last Matt felt her cock. It was small and fairly flaccid but the surrounding skin was soft and smooth and Matt wondered if she’d ever had any pubic hairs at all.

Nancy leaned forward and started kissing the nape of his neck. She unbuttoned the top button of his shirt then pushed her hand in and started massaging his chest. “My strong soldier man.”

Nancy unbuttoned two more buttons then put her hands around his armpits and hauled him further onto the bed. Matt pushed himself back on his elbows until his head hit one of the over-sized pillows.

“Ahhhh,” he said. “I just wanna lie here and snooze.”

“But the programme…” Nancy straddled him and unbuttoned the rest of his shirt. Then she pulled the shirt out of his cargo pants.

Ice sat next to Matt on the bed, her soft legs folded beneath her. She was content to watch and let Nancy take the lead.

Nancy tugged Matt’s shirt off his shoulders then pulled his arms out. Once free from his shirt Matt slumped back on the pillow. He was truly exhausted. Although the hotel air conditioning was up and running again, anything that involved going outside in the sub-tropical heat left him drained. The mandatory nightly sex romps put further strain on him, especially as he was expected to shoot two loads each night.

Nancy spoke some more Thai and Ice started unbuckling Matt’s belt. Matt gazed at her figure. She was beyond passable. Maybe that’s why Nick’s friend had been fooled in Bangkok. He fantasised about how it must feel to want to fuck an Asian girl then take her back to your room and undress her and find her cock flopping out of her panties. How dirty it would feel to go through with fucking a ladyboy, even though she had a cock and an Adam’s apple and anyone you told about your story would end up labelling you as ‘that guy who once fucked a ladyboy by mistake’.

Despite Ice’s diminutive stature, she was a fast and diligent worker and had already taken Matt’s trousers and socks off. Now she was tentatively massaging his sheer white briefs. Noi had brought him the briefs. Matt thought they were a little sissy but Noi had told them that their Japanese clients were huge fans of them. Matt had to admit they were quite suitable for the sub-tropical climate. Sometimes he wore them in the pool and got a thrill at the thought of all the ladyboys sitting around on sunloungers trying to peep at his cock and balls through the sheer material.

Ice dabbed a finger on the wet patch of pre-cum that had formed on Matt’s briefs. Nancy looked over. “Looks like he’s ready for you.” She said, leaning in closer and nuzzling Matt’s ear. “Now are you ready for me?”

Matt put his arm around Nancy’s waist. “You know I’m always ready for you, babe.”

Nancy nodded to Ice and Ice slid Matt’s silky nylon briefs down his legs. Ice’s eyes widened as she saw Matt’s almost fully erect penis for the first time.

Nancy bent over and stroked his pubic area. “The salon girls have done an excellent job. You’re so smooth down there.”

Matt craned his neck to look at his own genitals. “Yes I like to keep the girls busy.” He showed Nancy his hands. “I chose red nail polish this time.”

Nancy intertwined her fingers with his. “Your friend Nick never goes there, except for an occasional massage.” Matt nodded. “He’s tapped out these days. He’s afraid of having to endure a happy ending.”

Ice started gently stroking Matt’s cock. “Does she speak?” Matt asked Nancy.

“Rarely. She speaks no English. We’ll teach her.” Nancy shuffled over adjacent to Nick’s waist. She pointed at his penis. “Cock.”

“Cock.” Ice repeated in a deliciously voice that was as soft and feminine as her skin. “Balls.” Nancy pointed to Matt’s balls, then started gently massaging them with her right hand. “Balls.” Repeated Nancy, then rubbed her fingers up and down Matt’s shaft. “Cock.”

“Great. You’re learning.” Nancy said, then put her left leg over Matt’s groin. She pushed her ass down and manoeuvred Matt’s stiffened penis into her gaping asshole. She said a few words of Thai to Ice, then started grinding his cock in the cowboy position. “What did you say, babe?” He asked her, gazing up at Nancy’s jiggling breasts. “Ooo, you’re still my favourite girl.”

Nancy’s eyes widened as Matt’s cock slid in deeper. She groaned as it almost touched her prostate. “I told her she’s next, but don’t worry, we’ll take things slowly.”

Matt stayed silent, focusing on Nancy’s bouncing ass as it slapped his balls. “You’re so fucking tight.” He groaned. Nancy massaged his chest. “My strong soldier man. Fuck me harder.” Matt summoned some more strength and gripped Nancy’s buttocks with his strong soldier hands. He slapped her hard, and she screamed in ecstasy. Ice looked startled, then she recovered and resumed staring at Nancy’s ass, maybe part frozen in fear at the thought of having Matt’s huge cock thrust into her petite little asshole.

Nancy slowed her thrusting and reached out to Ice. She motioned for Ice to straddle Matt’s chest, facing towards him. Matt looked up as Ice’s stunning body eclipsed Nancy’s. Nancy reached forward and pulled Ice’s dress over her head, then she unclipped her bra. Ice pulled her bra off and Matt looked up at her tiny pre-op breasts. “Very nice.” He complimented her then looked down at Ice’s tiny little g-string. He reached forward and put his hand inside, searching for Ice’s cock.

Nancy slowly rode Matt’s own penis. She peered around Ice and looked Matt straight in the eye. “You like your new girl? You won’t forget me?”

Matt pushed the thin material of her g-string aside and Ice’s cock and balls rolled into view. She was small, very small. Her penis was making some attempt at stiffening. Matt stroked it a few times. He looked up and gazed at Ice’s wry smile. The girl was so fucking young and stunning and her skin was flawlessly pale. She would be his new China doll. He’d definitely tell Nick to keep his big soldier man hands off of him.

Ice stroked Matt’s face with her dainty little fingers and he shuddered as his sudden orgasm overwhelmed his senses and he blew his load into Nancy’s tight asshole.

“Oooooo.” Nancy squealed. “I hope you were thinking about me.” She sat up and Matt’s cock slid out. Ignoring the drips of cum oozing out of her asshole and dripping down her inner thighs, she sidled up to Ice and started gently massaging her petite little breasts. “Do you think natural is best? Or do you prefer my implants?”

Matt panted with exhaustion. Ice dismounted him and the two ladyboys lay either side of him, gently massaging his broad shoulders with their fingers. Ice fingered Matt’s cock, trying to coax it back to life. “I’m not sure I’ll be ready to go again for a while.” Matt said. Nancy spun towards the bedside table and picked up the phone. “I’ll order room service. What do you want?”

Matt closed his eyes and tried to imagine up a banquet fit for a stud. He sighed as it appeared all the guys working in his brain had seemingly clocked off for the afternoon.

Nancy pressed a couple of numbers on the dial pad. “I’ll order some meat. It’s strictly rationed but honeymoon suite guests can order whatever they like.”

Ice sat up and removed her g-string. She shuffled over to Matt’s hips, then she straddled him, as she’d watched Nancy do. She started massaging his hips with her delicate fingers. Matt winced as one of her long fingernails grazed his skin. She withdrew her hands and bit her lip.

“Don’t worry girl.” Matt said, opening his eyes again and gazing up at Ice’s petite frame and her little pixie nose.

Nancy was deep in conversation with whoever was running the reception desk on the hotel. He suspected it could be Button. Button only took the role because she loved the little hats they got to wear with their uniforms.

Ice resumed stroking his skin. A shiver ran down his spine as Ice hit a particularly ticklish part of his groin. He planted his hands firmly on Ice’s ass. It was so soft and smooth and… he realised Ice’s cock was really stiffening, as were her barely descended balls. Maybe Ice was imagining what it was like to have his huge cock thrust deep inside of her. Maybe she was still a virgin. He wasn’t sure if there were any gogo bars in Hua Hin. Maybe Ice was a prim and proper university student. He imagined how hot she would look in her female university uniform of crisp white short sleeved blouse, tight little black miniskirt with the sexy side slit and a brown leather belt. He wondered if she would wear black stilettos to class too, and how her Professor could hide his own erection as he admonished Ice for her remarkably low score in her English test.

Matt realised that his cock was actually hard again. He was hard for Ice and he wanted to fuck this little elven ladyboy hard in the ass. Ice sensed he was ready to go because she manoeuvred over Matt’s crotch then tentatively pushed Matt’s shaft into her waiting ass.

“Ugh, babe, you’re so tight.” Matt cried despairingly, as he failed to make much headway into her back door. Nancy hung up the phone and looked over to see what they were doing. “Oh, you started again without me.” She looked at Ice and said some words of Thai.

“Huh?” Matt said as Ice dismounted him and turned around. Then she got on all fours.

“Oh, doggie?” Matt asked Nancy as she climbed over to him and kissed him on the cheek.

“Yes, doggie. It’ll be easier on her.”

Matt crawled over to Ice and reached through her legs. He felt her cock. It was harder than ever. Maybe doggie position was a huge turn on as she thought about how much the big strong foreigner desired her.

Nancy reached over to the bedside table and pulled a tube of something out of the top drawer. “I’ll lube her up.” She said, unscrewing the top and creeping over to waiting Ice. Matt stroked his own cock. It was a little painful from overuse but he could not pass up the chance of fucking this delicious little cutie. Maybe she could even become one of his regulars. He was starting to tire of regular Apple, and even the fantastic sex with Big Apple was starting to get a little repetitive.

Nancy’s experienced fingers worked her way around Ice’s asshole. “She’s not experienced enough to take a cock without lube.” Nancy started stroking her own cock. “I’ll fuck her myself if you’re not up to it.”

Matt didn’t need to look at his own cock to know that he was mad for Ice. “I’m okay he said, as he sidled up to Ice’s waiting asshole and pushed his throbbing member into her ass. This time it slid in effortlessly. Ice let out a strange sound and arched her back as she was overwhelmed with the unfamiliar experience of having a big foreigner cock in her ass.

Matt slowly started pushing himself in and out of her as gently as he could muster. Ice murmured something and Nancy crept around to her front and stroked her face. Then Nancy slid her cock into Ice’s mouth. “I want her too.” She said.

Ice gagged and Matt heard something sticky hit the bedsheets. “Is she okay?” He asked. Nancy gripped Ice’s mouth and slid her cock in again. “She’s got to learn the fine art of being a fuck doll.”

Matt nodded. The island was run with an authoritarian discipline, especially for the newcomers. Being a fuck doll was very prestigious though. The harem got a lot of perks the regular workers didn’t. They got more food, they slept in air conditioned rooms, and they could go to the beauticians as often as they wanted. Some were mostly in it for the outfits though. They always got the pick of the new clothing plundered from raids of nearby towns and cities.

Ice gagged again on Nancy’s cock. “You’re doing well.” Nancy said, stroking her long, luxurious hair. “Another few sessions and you’ll be able to deep throat Matt and maybe even Big Apple.”

Matt shuddered as he thought about the time Big Apple had deep throated him. He resolved never to try that again.

Matt felt Ice’s anal muscles relax as she started to enjoy the experience more. He reached down and stroked her cock. She was still hard as granite, so he guessed she was enjoying the experience. He felt her push back on his groin. He looked down at her perfectly peachy ass, then across to Nancy’s fine chest. Was this ladyboy heaven? He thought about stuffing his face with the room service food, then snuggling with Ice and Nancy for a couple of hours, then hitting the bar and seeing if there was any more news from the outside world. Maybe Nick would drop in too, or the new guys.

Ice reached back and dug her fingernails into Matt’s ass. “Hey, you little bitch.” He cried and thrust even deeper into her tight little asshole. Nancy laughed. “Her slut training’s going well. She might even be ready for a solo encounter.”

Just then Nancy shuddered and Ice coughed. She spluttered and a mixture of spittle and Nancy’s cum drained all over the bed and Nancy’s thighs.

Nancy reached down and kissed Ice on the forehead. “You filthy whore. You’re going to be my fuck doll too.”

Nancy moved forward and grasped Ice’s hands in hers, making her sit up. Matt groaned as her asshole tightened. Nancy started rubbing Ice’s breasts, then leaned in and kissed her, enjoying the lingering remnants of her own cum on Ice’s chin and in her mouth.

“That’s good, girls.” Matt said and then groaned as he orgasmed for the second time in less than an hour. Matt realised she was so tight there was barely room for the cum in her ass. Ice shuddered and she looked at Nancy with a total look of shock and surprise. Nancy said a few words of Thai to her and then kissed her even more passionately before.

Matt withdrew his cock and looked down. “Shit, I might need a penis transplant.”

The two ladyboys collapsed onto the bed, locked in a passionate embrace. Matt rolled over, exhausted. Just then there was a knock at the door. Matt grabbed the towel off the end of the bed and shook out the swan sculpture it was shaped into. He wrapped it around his waist and went over to the door. He opened it and Button walked in, pushing a silver trolley laden with food.

“Hey babe.” Matt said, looking down at her dress. “You look stunning this afternoon.”

“Thank you ka.” She said, looking over to the bed. “Better fucking than me?”

Matt winked at her. “You’re the best, babe.” He sidled up to her and put his hand under her cute little hostess dress. “What’s this?” He said in surprise. “I thought you had to wear knickers on the job.” Button laughed. Matt slapped her ass. “See you when you get off duty?”

“Okay ka.” Button replied, and strutted out of the room like she was on the catwalk. Matt pushed the trolley towards the bed. “Now you two ladies can eat chicken and ham instead of eating each other.”

Matt lay on the bed, simultaneously drained and stuffed and with a super cute ladyboy on each side of him.

“Happy?” Ice asked him, gently rubbing her hand along his upper arm.

“Happy.” Matt replied. The constant sex was great, even if it was kind of draining. But the ladyboys could not be persuaded to halt with the breeding programme. They were convinced that fate or evolution or some divine intervention would somehow miraculously result in one or more of them getting pregnant, and thereby allowing the human race to continue to exist.

To be continued…
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Hot Ladyboy Tales: Dave’s Nightmare Ladyboy Bus Tour

Brash, no-nonsense Dave loves his job driving big name entertainers around the UK in his luxury tour bus. But when his boss paints his beloved bus bright pink and orders him to drive a troupe of performing ladyboys to their gigs he’s thinking this is one road trip too far. Then one of the divas makes her move on first timer Dave…
Dave started hauling the suitcases into the luggage area. He mopped his brow.

“How much luggage have you ladies got anyway?” He asked a couple of the ladyboys standing by.

“Oh we’d have much more but the shops were closed on Sunday.”

“Well that’s the French for you.” Dave observed, manhandling another suitcase into the luggage area.

One of the ladyboys nudged the other one. “You help him, you’ve got muscles.”

She looked at her shoes. “In these heels? Forget it.”

The ladyboy in the slightly less high heels started giving Dave a hand. “Thanks love.” He said.

The ladyboy cupped her face with her hands. “Did you hear him Fish? He called me his love!”

She grabbed hold of another suitcase and passed it to Dave. Their hands briefly touched and a shiver went down his spine.

“I’ve got the rest, thank you anyway.” He said, not wanting any more body contact with these very strange creatures.
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Hot Ladyboy Tales: My Shemale Wife’s Seaside Misadventure

Ryan adores his new ladyboy wife Pancake. She’s super hot, extremely passable but prone to getting into sticky situations. For their second wedding anniversary he takes her to a small English seaside town. She can’t stop showing off her tight little bod to the local voyeurs. But when a trip to the beach almost ends in catastrophe, Ryan decides his errant wife needs to be taught a lesson…

I sauntered up the hill to the guesthouse, stopping en route to buy a few beers in the local store.

A few passers by looked at me as I cursed an endless stream of obscenities under my breath. Maybe I was wrong to bring Pancake to England. Maybe I should have found a job in Bangkok. I could have taught English, or maybe poured my considerable savings into opening a ladyboy bar or something.

There was nobody on reception so I quietly made my way up the carpeted stairs to our room. I put the crate of beer down on the TV table and flung the bag of beach stuff on the floor next to the hat stand.

I kicked my shoes off and walked over to the window. I cursed as I trod on one of my wife’s many pairs of heels.

I chuckled. Only a ladyboy would bring four pairs of heels away for a short getaway.

My phone pinged. It was a message from Pancake…
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Straight to Video

This is the 3rd adventure in an erotic series for guys who love crossdressing, have a clothes fetish or are just curious about what it’s like to put on a pair of heels or more. Our hero(ine) is asked to direct a retro style adult Asian movie. Will it be a huge hit or go straight to video?
I took off my t shirt then slid down my trousers. I’d shaved my legs the night before so they were deliciously smooth.

I put on the black g-string and matching bra. Too bad the original actor had dropped out, I thought, guys who aren’t into crossdressing are missing out on one of life’s major pleasures.

I slipped the camouflage print cropped top over my head, then stepped into the matching shorts. Man, they were tight. The other guy must have been a size or two smaller than me.

I looked in the makeshift full length mirror somebody had put in the office. I looked so hot. If I was wearing my usual wig and makeup then I’d be totally passable. Maybe this movie might just be the best one from the production company so far. Perhaps I should switch my detective agency into a movie production company.

But I was getting ahead of myself. Now I had to stop preening in front of a mirror and go become the ultimate femme fatale.

Browse my entire collection of exhibitionism, crossdressing and feminization books here: https://amazon.com/author/cccollette


About the Author

I’m CC Collette. I write steamy tales of feminization, crossdressing, voyeurism and exhibitionism.

Many of my stories feature ladyboys, because I’m absolutely obsessed with them.

Check out my Amazon author page for a list of my other titles. You can also email me at cc@thecczone.com or visit theCCzone.com where you can find story trivia and more.
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