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Chapter 1: The Hearty Breakfast

“Morning love.” Dave said, sauntering into the kitchen.

His wife Maude pecked him on the cheek. “It’s good to be back home, isn’t it. I mean it’s lovely to go down to London and see our boy, but it’s so weird down there.”

Dave nodded. “That stuff they made us eat for lunch. Sushi wasn’t it? I didn’t like that at all.”

He sat down at the pine breakfast table and picked up the tabloid newspaper. “Unemployment’s up again.” He tutted.

“There you go.” Said his wife, placing a plate of bacon and eggs in front of him.

“Thanks.” He said, reaching for the pepper pot. “I’ll eat this then make my way over to the bus depot.”

His wife sat at the table and poured some bran flakes into a bowl. “Are you going away again?”

He nodded, chewing on a piece of bacon. “Jim says I’ve got a six day tour. Nottingham, Newcastle, Carlisle, Blackpool then back to Sheffield.”

“Oh that’s good. We could do with the money.”

“You’re right. Five quid for a pint of beer in London.” Dave grimaced. “We practically need to take out a second mortgage after visiting our Simon.”

He looked at his wife, who was likely reminiscing about seeing their son, his Japanese wife and their new grandson.

She poured some milk into her bowl and began eating her bran flakes. “So who are you driving for this time? Another old band doing yet another farewell tour?”

Dave shrugged. “I don’t know. Jim was kind of cagey about it. Maybe it’s a secret reunion or something.”

His wife laughed. “You’ve done a few of those.”

“Anyway, I’ll expect I’ll find out later today. Jim said they’d asked to get the bus painted too.”

Maude’s face dropped. “Oh, that doesn’t sound good. I know you like the shiny black paint. Well I hope it goes well for you anyway. Maybe we can treat the kids to a caravan holiday or something. It would be good for Akiko to get to know our family’s heritage.”

Dave nodded, and started demolishing the remainder of his hearty breakfast.


Chapter 2: The Bus Depot

Dave parked his ageing saloon car in the car park and looked around. He’d been away for a whole week but nothing looked any different.

“Oh, morning Dave.” Jim waved as he spotted Dave locking his car.

“Morning Jim. Nice and sunny today isn’t it?”

“How was London.”

Dave grimaced. “Strange.”

Jim nodded. “All poncy pies and wine bars was it?”

Dave laughed. “Something like that. Anyway, what’s with all the secrecy about my next job?”

Jim walked closer to Dave. “A tricky gig this one. I was going to turn it down but they offered some serious money. There’ll be a bonus in it for you. They’re likely to rebook too.”

“Another 80’s metal band reformed?” Dave asked.

Jim chuckled. “Not exactly.”

He ushered Dave towards the garage. “They’ve just finished the spray job on Betty.”

“Oh, I don’t like the sound of this.”

Jim nodded. “I know Betty’s your pride and joy and how much you care for her. But I think you’ll be impressed with the makeover.”

The two men walked into the bus garage. Dave’s luxury bus was the only vehicle inside.

“Oh my god!” Dave exclaimed as he saw the cab. “What in the world…?”

“Yeah, like I said, the clients were insistent on the colour.”

“But that pink… It’s…”

Jim put his hand on Dave’s arm. “It’s bubblegum pink apparently. Look, if it’s any consolation, the clients have made minimal changes to the interior.”

Dave stood rooted to the spot as he stared up at the bright pink driver’s cab.

“Come on,” Jim said, ushering to walk further into the garage. “Let’s take a look at the decals on the side.”

Both men walked alongside the luxury bus. Dave’s mouth fell open. In big fancy silver lettering the bus read:

EXOTIC PHUKET LADYBOY CIRCUS

There was a decal of two extravagantly dressed Asian ladies with feather boa hats and pouting smiles.

For once in his life, Dave was speechless.

“You what?” He finally said. “I’ve got to drive the, uh,…”

“Yes, the ladyboys. There’s 25 of them in total.”

“Ah, no… This is too much. Do they all have, you know?”

Jim laughed. “Dicks?”

“Yeah.”

“Most do apparently, but a few have had them, uh,…”

Dave frowned. “Guys with chopped off dicks? What kind of a job is this?”

“A well paying one.”

“What’s the fucking world coming too, eh?” Dave said, shaking his head in bewilderment.

Jim nodded. “So are you okay with this job? You’ll start tomorrow. You’ll need to drive to East Midlands Airport then to their first gig in Nottingham.”

Dave stood staring at his beloved Betty.

Jim was apologetic. “Look, I could get Frank to do the tour if you’re not happy with it. I’ve got a couple of small jobs that you could do instead.”

Dave thought about how happy it would make Maude if he could pay for a family holiday with the extra money from his gig.

“I’ll do it.” He said, again shaking his head at the madness of it all.

“Thanks Dave - you’re a star. Just remember the golden rule, always use feminine pronouns when you’re talking about them.”

Dave rolled his eyes. He was definitely taking one for the team here.


Chapter 3: The Passengers

Dave sat in the driver’s cab of his bus reading a tabloid newspaper and sipping on yet another cup of tea. His passengers were due off the 12:15 flight from Paris.

Driving down the M1 motorway in a bubblegum pink bus had been a humiliating experience to say the least. He lost count of how many cars had tooted at him. Of course he was used to driving celebrities, but usually they preferred the anonymity of a big black bus with tinted windows and a wheelbase so high that usually only HGV drivers and other bus passengers could see who was inside.

He put his newspaper on the wheel and scanned the arrivals area for any signs of his passengers. To be honest, he wasn’t sure what he was looking for. I mean, would they be dressed as women, or men, or in full costume like they were wearing on the side of the bus?

A few more holidaymakers walked out of the terminal building. Dave wished he could go on another holiday. London hadn’t been exactly restful. Maybe he’d take Maude to Alicante or Faro or one of the other exotic destinations he’d spotted when he’d had a stroll through the terminal building earlier.

He checked his watch. They should be here by now, he thought, and pressed the button to open the sliding front door. He clambered down the steps and started walking over to the terminal. A couple of guys in a silver car drove past him. “Like sucking cock do you?” one of the guys shouted at him.

“Very funny you cheeky sods.” Dave shouted half-heartedly.

He’d thought about making an airport sign for guests. Usually he did one, but what could he have possibly written on this one? ‘25 Girls With Cocks?’ Then he remembered an untold number of them didn’t actually have cocks so the sign might not have made much sense anyway.

Some more passengers started filing through the customs check and pushed their trolleys past the metal railings towards their own drivers or their cars in the long stay car parks.

Then he spotted them. Pushing luggage carts laden with suitcases were some tall, long haired women dressed in ultra glamorous dresses and wearing heels wholly inappropriate for a short haul flight from Paris.

He waved at what he assumed was the lead ladyboy. She blew him a kiss and pushed her trolley in his direction. “Follow me girls.” She said in a heavy accent.

Dave struggled to take it all in. Twenty five ladyboys pushing at least two suitcases each was a lot to look at. On top of that he’d never actually seen a ladyboy before. I mean, he’d taken Maude to a Chinese restaurant a couple of times, but he didn’t know a lot about Asian women or ladyboys for that matter.

“Call me Pancake.” Said the lead ladyboy, and gave him a wai greeting that he’d seen Thai people do on television travel shows. Dave wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do in return, so he did a little bow.

“You’re so cute.” She said, and looked round to make sure the other girls were in tow.

“Uh, your bus is this way. They had it painted specially for you.”

He walked towards the bus wondering what on earth he was doing.

Dave started hauling the suitcases into the luggage area below the seating saloon. 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.

At last the final case was loaded and he closed down the luggage area. The ladyboys congregated around the bus front door, some smoking, others preening and taking selfies. He spotted one was juggling with a set of green balls.

“Okay ladies.” He called out. “Uh, I can call you ladies, can’t I?”

He heard various moans and a couple of catcalls.

“Here are the bus rules. No drugs. No fighting. And the number one rule…”

“No sucking dicks in the back?” One of the ladyboys called out.

A few of the girls started laughing. “Oh Penny you’re so funny.” One cried out.

“Ladies. Please.” Dave carried on. “The number one rule, don’t distract me when I’m driving.”

“Now let’s get on the bus.” He said, ushering his passengers on board.

The ladyboys seemed remarkably subdued on the journey from the airport. Dave wondered if they’d literally shopped till they dropped in Paris, or maybe they were sleeping off all the alcohol they’d no doubt had on the flight.

He pulled into the dropping off area for the Nottingham hotel they’d be staying at overnight. He was bursting for a piss but luckily his bladder was used to having to drive while full of tea. He found it kept him focused on the road.

“Okay ladies, have a good night, and I’ll see you tomorrow.” Dave said to his guests.

He heard various calls of thanks, which was good to know. They gave him the heebie-jeebies but at least they were very polite.

As the last of the heel clad ladyboys stepped off the bus he went to the back to use the washroom. Holy fuck his bladder was bursting. He opened the door and stared open mouthed. One of the prettier ladyboys was standing in front of the toilet with her leopard print dress hitched up around her waist. And she was peeing out of an enormous cock.

“Ooooo…” she cried but made no attempt to hide her huge dong.

“Sorry.” Dave blushed and quickly closed the door.

What the fuck had he just seen. What. The. Actual. Fuck.

He heard the toilet flush and the ladyboy opened the door and walked out, smoothing down her dress.

She winked at Dave. “Thanks for the ride.” She said.

Dave bundled himself into the washroom and tried to forget what he’d just seen. He unzipped his trouser fly and felt around his boxer shorts for his own maybe inadequate sized penis.

Sheesh, he thought to himself, the ladyboy didn’t put the toilet seat up either. Good job Maude wasn’t accompanying him on this trip like she sometimes did if she fancied a little trip around the UK.


Chapter 4: The Drive

The ladyboy gig in Nottingham had been a huge triumph apparently. Certainly his passengers were in high spirits. Dave was used to hijinks on the bus, but years of seeing just about everything had made him largely immune to whatever was carrying on in the back.

The traffic had slowed to a crawl. Dave looked round. One of his passengers had left the groups congregated towards the back and was sitting in the front seat, where the tour guide usually sat.

“You okay?” He asked. “You’re not like the others. Your skin is lighter, and your features are more delicate.”

The ladyboy nodded. “Please, call me Emmie.” She purred in perfect English.

“Pleased to meet you Emmie. I’m Dave.”

Emmie stretched her long legs out in front of her and Dave glanced at her honey coloured legs and shiny flat shoes.

“I’m half European. My dad’s from Norwich.”

“Oh Norwich. I’ve taken Betty there before. It’s a bit out of the way.”

Emmie nodded. “I know. My parents moved to Thailand as mum hated the isolation.”

“And they’re alright with your, you know…”

“Oh, yes. My dad was a bit funny but my mum just wanted me to find my own way in the world. It’s great fun in the circus, even if the other girls can be bitchy at times.”

“You’re an outsider then?”

“Kind of. I like to be on my own sometimes. They’re very demanding.”

Dave laughed. “I can imagine that.”

“I help them with their finances. They’re not very good with money.”

“I can imagine that too.”

There were some screams from the back of the bus, then some boisterous shouting in Thai.

“What’s happening?” Dave asked, trying to keep his eyes on the road.

“Button lost the game of cards. I think she’s lost her night’s earnings too.”

“Well I hope you’re more sensible with your money, young lady.”

The traffic slowed again. Dave looked round to the back of the bus. One of the ladyboys was standing in the aisle in her bra and panties and it looked like she was juggling with some cans of beer. Dave was momentarily transfixed by the size of the ladyboy’s chest.

“Oooo, aye.” He slammed on the brakes to avoid hitting the car in front.

There were a few shrieks from the back.

“Is everyone okay?” Dave shouted, looking at Emmie.

Emmie nodded. “I did tell them to sit down and put their seat belts on.”

Dave took one last lingering look at Emmie’s honey coloured legs. Her beige dress had ridden up and Dave was sure he’d be able to see her panties if he purposefully drove over a few more potholes.


Chapter 5: The Mistake

Newcastle’s performance had been apparently as well received as the Nottingham performance. Dave tutted. He was still amazed at how popular ladyboys seemed to be these days. He’d seen some of the fans going to and from the venue. They seemed to be a mixture of everybody - young and old, male and female, even plenty of kids went to watch the exotic ladyboy circus.

“Phuket.” Dave exclaimed as the traffic started getting heavier. This was his new favourite word.

He glanced in his rear view mirror. Emmie was making her way up the aisle.

“Oh, hi.” She said, a little nervously.

“You okay love?” Dave asked, trying to keep his eye on the road instead of gazing at Emmie’s flawless honey coloured legs.

“Yeah I’m okay, but I think we’ve left somebody behind.”

“Oh flaming Nora.” Dave said, slowing to avoid a heavy build up of traffic ahead. “Look, there’s a lay-by a few hundred metres ahead, I can pull in there while we check.”

“Thanks.” Emmie said, sitting down in the front seat.

As Dave pulled into the lay-by another ladyboy came striding down the aisle. She spoke a few animated sentences of Thai to Emmie. Then she showed Dave a photo on her phone.

Dave grimaced. It was a ladyboy and she was almost completely nude and was bent over a sofa and was being fucked by some guy.

“Oh.” He said, completely lost for words.

“Hey Watermelon, you shouldn’t show him that photo of Cat. Show him a regular photo.”

Watermelon scrolled through her phone. “Ah, like this?”

Dave nodded. “I remember her but is she on the bus?”

Emmie stood up and walked down the aisle asking the various girls if they’d seen Cat.

Watermelon resumed scrolling through her phone. “Cat likes eating cake and fucking fans. Here.” She said, showing Dave another picture.

This time Cat was on all fours on a bed with some European looking guy with his cock in her mouth and some other European guy’s cock presumably in her ass or something. Dave didn’t know much about that, nor did he want to.

“Er, thank you.” He said, trying to look away.

Watermelon found another photo. “Oh, this one is of her eating cake, not cock.”

Dave’s stress levels were starting to soar, but Jim gave Dave the highest paying jobs because he knew that Dave would never crack, even under the most extreme pressure piled on by the crazy people they had to deal with in this business.

He was relieved when Emmie came skipping back down the aisle. “Yes, we’ve definitely forgotten Cat.”

Dave looked at his watch. “Do you know where she is? Do you want me to drive back? We’ve still got a long way to go you know.”

Just them Emmie’s phone rang.

“Hello?” She said then proceeded to gabber away in Thai.

She put her head in her hands, then leaned towards Dave. “Could you drive to the central police station?”

Dave nodded. “I know where that is. But what’s happened?”

Emmie gritted her teeth. “We might need to bale out Cat.”

Dave parked up as close as he could. Emmie stood up and hitched her dress down and tried to look as respectable as one could in a little off the shoulder black number.

“Can you come with me?” She asked Dave.

“Sure.” He said, taking the keys out of the ignition.

He looked towards the back of the coach. Thankfully most of the passengers seemed to be subdued. There was a little drinking and gossipping going on, but several ladyboys were asleep already. “I hope the passengers behave themselves.” He said, opening the front door and ushering Emmie down the steps.

They entered the police station foyer. There were the usual late night drunks and a guy with a nasty looking gash on his arm who looked like he should be in A&E and not in a police station.

Emmie shuffled on her heels. She was way too overdressed for this place.

“Let’s ask at reception.” Dave said, showing her the way.

Just then a tall officer came over to them.

“Ah, sir. Are you the bus driver?”

Dave nodded.

“I might have one of your ladies.”

He ushered Dave and Emmie towards a small interview room. Dave peered in the window. Cat was in there all right, looking at herself in a small hand mirror and touching up her lipstick.

A guy was sat next to her, nervously playing with his hands.

Dave stepped back and Emmie looked in.

“Yeah, that’s her.” Dave said.

“Well, sir.” He flipped over a small notebook. “At 10:37 hours our patrol car drove past a couple who appeared to be engaged in the act of fornication in a public place. Officer Clarke parked up and went to investigate. On investigation he found that a transgender woman of Asian appearance was in the process of giving oral sex to a young Caucasian man. As Officer Clarke made himself known to the couple the transgender woman withdrew her penis from the man’s mouth and proceeded to ejaculate all over his face.”

Dave put his hand to his mouth.

“Sorry, sir if that was too graphic for you.”

“Anyway, you’re lucky we found them and not a member of the public. We don’t really want any publicity about this incident and you probably don’t either. So we’re happy to let Ms. Cat go. The punter, too, he can go.”

Dave stood motionless. The law terrified him, as any points of his driving license would put his livelihood in jeopardy.

“Just keep a closer eye on your, uh, ladies in future, eh.?”

“Thanks officer.” Dave said, full of relief that not too much was going to happen, apart from a huge hole being blown in his schedule.

Emmie beamed at him. “Thank you so much.”

Dave was lost for words and was starting to worry that ladyboys might enter his dreams and make him do all kinds of unpleasant and degrading stuff.

Two paramedics walked in and started attending to the guy with the gash on his arm. The officer opened the interview room door and Cat rushed out, ignoring the guy she’d been giving oral sex to. She put her arms around Emmie’s neck, and almost pushed her over.

“Come on girls, let’s go.” Dave said, ushering both ladyboys towards the exit.

The guy shuffled past Dave and Dave noticed his cum stained shirt. That was yet another image that he probably would never be able to get out of his head.


Chapter 6: The Tom Yum Soup

Dave was dozing in the cab. This job involved a lot of waiting around, but as he grew older he appreciated the rest. Besides, what other jobs allowed you to sleep on the job? His own son was being worked to death in a London office. What kind of a life was that?

He was stirred from his slumber by a knock on the bus door. He opened it and found Emmie was waiting outside with one of the other girls. “Hey Dave.” She called out. “We’re going to a Thai restaurant. Do you wanna come?”

“Uh, I’m not too keen on spicy food.” He said looking at Emmie. She looked super cute tonight, in her little red minidress and her sheer white ankle socks and her gothic style platform heels. And he had been resting for a while. Maybe it was time to socialise.

“Sure, I’ll come along.” He said, stretching his back and starting to make his way out of the cab. He resisted the urge to count the ladyboys but he reckoned almost all of them were stood near the coach. All had seemingly glammed up for the evening.

“Do you ladies ever dress down? I mean you did the show and all that.”

A ladyboy standing next to Dave and Emmie overheard him. “With these legs? No way!”

They walked to the Thai restaurant, with every other car seemingly tooting its horn or the occupants leaning out of the windows and wolf-whistling or shouting some stupid shit.

“So the girls eat a lot of Thai food then?” Dave asked.

Emmie nodded. “Sure, all the time. The thing they miss most from home is the cooking.”

“And the fucking.” Somebody cheekily added.

Emmie ushered Dave into Jasmine’s Restaurant. “After you.”

Dave staggered out of the restaurant. “Ugh, I don’t feel so good.” he said, rubbing his stomach. “I think I need the toilet.”

Emmie looked concerned. “You can come to our hotel. It’s a little closer than the bus.”

Dave wondered if he could even make it to the bus. Besides, he didn’t really want to spoil the toilet, usually he left that for the passengers to do.

They reached the hotel and Dave rushed through the double doors of the entrance. “Where’s the toilet?” He turned and asked Emmie. She pointed to the right of the lobby.

Dave half sprinted into the Gents and was relieved to find the stall was unoccupied. He pushed the door open and put his head over the bowl then vomited up most of what he’d eaten at the restaurant.

“Fuck.”

He heard a noise behind him. “You alright?”.

It was Emmie.

“I’m fine, love. He said, wiping his chin with his handkerchief.

“Oh you look so white!” Emmie exclaimed.

Dave staggered over to the washbasin and looked in the mirror. Emmie was right. This wasn’t a good way to be seen.

“Here, let me clean you up.” She said, and motioned to another ladyboy. Dave heard her pull a load of toilet roll paper out of the cubicle.

The other ladyboy looked like she’d pulled the entire roll of toilet paper off the wall. Dave couldn’t help laugh at the sight of her in her heels and her sparkly dress and those long tanned legs and those round, round breasts, most of which were poking out of the top of the dress.

“Are you sure you’re alright?” Emmie asked. “We could take you to our room and clean you up.”

Dave nodded. Really he just wanted to go back to his bunk in his bus and settle down for the night but he liked spending time with Emmie, despite her extra little something.

Dave slowly walked to the elevator with Emmie and the other ladyboy.

“What’s your name?” He asked the other one.

“I’m Ploy. I’m ladyboy. Pleased to meet you.” Said Ploy in a really cute voice.

They walked down the second floor hallway towards the rooms. Emmie put the card in the door and the green light flashed on. Dave entered the room, followed by the two ladyboys.

“Wow, it’s nice isn’t it.” He said, looking at the large modern room with two double beds and a huge widescreen television mounted on the wall above a long wooden desk.

“You can sit on that bed.” Emmie said, pointing to the queen sized bed nearest the bathroom.

Emmie disappeared into the bathroom while Ploy kicked off her silver sling back heels and collapsed on the other bed.

“You okay?” Dave said, worrying that the ladyboy was coming down with something too.

“Yes.” She said, stretching her arms. “It’s tiring being on stage every night.”

Emmie emerged from the bathroom with a big white bath towel. “Ploy’s a hula hoop specialist.”

Dave nodded. Ploy had sat up and was now peeling off her sparkly silver dress without worrying about Dave.

Emmie started sponging the front of Dave’s shirt down. “Do you feel better?” She asked.

He nodded again. “Yeah, thanks. I feel so tired though.”

Dave looked at Ploy’s washboard stomach juxtaposed with her huge breasts. Ploy spun round and Dave saw her tiny white panties were actually a g-string.

He felt a stirring in his boxer shorts. This was not natural, yet that stomach, it was epic, he thought.

Emmie dabbed at his shirt. “You know it would be better if I take it off. I’ll wash it for you.”

Dave stifled a yawn. “Oh, I don’t know. I don’t want to be a nuisance. You’ve had a long day.”

“Don’t worry. We girls are used to doing emergency laundry.” She replied, and started unbuttoning Dave’s shirt.

Also undressing, Ploy put her hands round her back and unclipped her shiny white bra. Dave thought of looking away in disgust but he was somehow drawn to her incredible lithe figure.

Ploy threw her bra down on the other bed then reached into her overnight bag.

Dave stared at her almost perfectly spherical breasts.

Emmie gently tugged at his shirt. “If you take it off I’ll wash it for you.”

Dave slowly pulled his shirt off his shoulders. He looked down at his swollen belly. “You girls stay off the beer or you’ll end up looking like this.” He said.

He handed Emmie his shirt. He was caught between trying to peer down Emmie’s dress or gaze across at Ploy’s significantly larger assets.

Emmie dabbed the towel on his trousers, near his right pocket. “I can wash these too.” She said.

“Oh, I don’t know…” Dave said, wondering where this might lead.

“Honestly, it’s no bother. I’m always cleaning after the girls spill Pad Thai noodles on their outfits.”

Dave started undoing his belt. He wondered if this was actually a good idea. Emmie smelt fabulous and her long curly hair looked gorgeous. Ploy too was giving him one hell of a show. Now she had slipped a black and pink patterned kimono over her head and was trying to find the sleeves.

Dave wondered when he slipped off his trousers would they notice that there was an increasingly large mass in his boxer shorts? He stood up and pushed his trousers over his hips and they tumbled to the floor. He stepped out of them and marvelled that now he was in a room with two very attractive ladyboys while dressed in just boxers and socks. It wasn’t right, but his cock was telling him otherwise.

Emmie gathered up his clothes. “I won’t be long.” She said and walked into the bathroom.

Dave sat on the bed and studied Ploy. Now she had pushed the kimono down her lithe figure and was busy tying the wide sash belt around her waspish waist.

He heard running water from the bathroom. Ploy looked at Dave and smiled. He smiled back. Ploy smoothed the material down her slender body. Even after hitching it down it was so short it barely covered her pert ass.

Ploy reached into her overnight bag and took something small and black out. She stretched it out and Dave realised it was a g-string made of the same pattered material as Ploy’s silk nightgown. She faced Dave and pulled down her white panties without a care in the world for what Dave thought.

Dave looked away, then looked back and stared long and hard at Ploy’s completely smooth pubic region and her gigantic penis.

Another man’s penis. Only Ploy was so far from what Dave associated with manliness.

Dave hadn’t seen many cocks in his life but he knew that this one was way larger than average. A mate who had been to Thailand for beer and sex had once told him that Asians usually had really tiny penises and that’s why Thai women preferred ‘farangs’. That was the word, ‘farangs’. But maybe that was all a lie made to persuade more guys to visit Thailand and spend, spend, spend in bars.

The cut head of Ploy’s cock glistened in the glare from the hotel room’s harsh LED lighting. She stepped out of her white panties and started sliding the tiny silk g-string up her long caramel coloured legs.

Dave sat fixated at the sight of Ploy’s thickening cock.

“Oooo, you’re waking it up.” Ploy giggled.

“Uh, sorry.” Dave apologised, but he found it hard to look away.

“Everything all right in there?” Emmie called from inside the bathroom.

“Er, fine. It’s all fine.” Dave called back.

Ploy was fiddling with her g-string but she was losing the battle to contain her growing cock in the tiny triangle of material.

“Uh, do you ever have… that problem on stage?” He stammered, his mouth now completely dry despite having heaved up a load of food a few minutes ago.

Ploy tried pushing her cock down. “Too big to tuck.” She said, and gave up. She walked over to the fridge and pulled out a couple of cans of beer.

She opened one and handed it to Dave. Dave tried not to look at her smooth ball sack poking out of her tiny g-string or the thick shaft of her penis which was sticking out of the top, disappearing into the hem of her silk kimono.

“I shouldn’t you know, what with the driving.”

Ploy sat next to him and opened the other can. Then she started rubbing Dave’s belly hairs.

“You having baby?” She said, laughing.

Dave looked down at Ploy’s impossibly smooth legs. His wife shaved her legs when she remembered, but her legs never looked this silky smooth.

“I’m going to get Pang’s hairdryer.” Emmie called from just outside the bathroom.

She looked at Dave and Ploy. “You two be good.”

Ploy blew her a kiss. “We will, darling.”

Dave heard the door slam shut. Ploy sidled up so close to Dave they were practically Siamese twins.

“You’re cute.” Ploy said, then put her arm around Dave’s shoulder. She started rubbing his arm, her long fingernails occasionally grazing his skin.

“You’re, uh, cute too.” Dave said.

Ploy reached over and pecked him on the cheek. Dave flushed. Maude knew some French guys and one had once kissed him on both cheeks, but that didn’t feel as good as it did with Ploy kissing him. Ploy didn’t have stubble or short black hair or a manly t shirt and jeans on.

Ploy pushed Dave back onto the bed with a force that reminded him that Ploy wasn’t all woman. “You tense from driving. I give you massage.”

She pushed his feet onto the bed then reached over him and pulled the pillow up to his head. Dave looked in frozen terror at her big fake boobs which were just a couple of inches from his face.

What would Maude say? I mean, this wasn’t really cheating was it? And they hadn’t actually done anything that would be considered cheating.

Ploy climbed onto the bed then crawled round to behind Dave’s head. She gently lifted his head then pushed the pillow in deeper. Then she started kneading his tired shoulders. A shiver of pleasure rippled down his spine. “Oh that’s good.” He said. “Where did you learn to do that?”

Ploy stayed silent, feeling for his shoulder blades and pushing into his muscles with her big strong ladyboy hands. Dave wondered if he should buy Maude a book about Thai massage. Then he wondered if she would get suspicious.

“You’re tense.” Ploy said, then hopped off the bed and skipped into the bathroom.

She returned with a small bottle of a clear liquid. “Oil.” She said, then poured some into her hand and began massaging it into Dave’s belly.

“Oh, that’s good.” Dave said and he stared at Ploy’s almost perfect round boobs that didn’t sag at all even though Ploy was leaning over him and he could see right down the front of the kimono.

Ploy wiped her brow.

“Hot?” Dave asked.

“Hot.” Ploy replied, then untied her sash belt and pulled the kimono up her body and over her head.

Now Dave could take a good hard look at Ploy’s perfectly round boobs. They didn’t sag like his wife’s did, and his wife didn’t have a washboard stomach like Ploy’s. Maybe he could buy his wife some hula hoops for her birthday, but she’d probably never use them.

“You like?” Ploy asked Dave.

He nodded, his mouth dry with anticipation as to what might happen next.

Ploy straddled Dave and put her right hand down and started playing with the waistband of his boxer shorts. This was so wrong, and yet Ploy looked so fucking… what was the word?

Passable.

Ploy was strikingly passable. The only true giveaway was her fairly broad shoulders and the rather obvious thing barely contained in her tiny g-string.

Ploy started teasing at the fly of Dave’s boxer short fly buttons. Then a finger poked through the gap between the buttons and a long fingernail grazed the skin of his inflating penis.

“Uh, what about Emmie?” Dave asked, anxiously peering in the direction of the door.

“Emmie go to fuck Pang.” Ploy stated, stroking Dave’s penis and coaxing it into full readiness for whatever was going to happen next.

Dave looked around.

“Your first time with ladyboy?” Ploy asked, bending down so her pneumatic chest almost filled his face. She kissed Dave on the lips, then started to pull his boxers down.

“Uh, I…” Dave stammered.

Ploy put her finger to her lips. “Our secret.” She said, yanking his boxers down his legs.

She clamped her hand around Dave’s swollen member and began stroking it somewhat more aggressively than Maude had ever done. Maude liked being fucked, but this was something extra. Maude didn’t really go in for the foreplay stuff. And, as Ploy leaned over and filled her mouth with his dick, Maude definitely wasn’t keen on having ‘that thing’ in her mouth.

Dave looked as Ploy sucked and he felt both slight revulsion and a tremendous sense of joy at getting a sensational blow job. Ploy knew how to work her tongue and teeth round every inch of Dave’s member. And just when he thought the pleasure had reached its peak, Ploy pushed herself even deeper onto him, her tongue reaching out and tickling his balls.

When finally Ploy withdrew a mixture of his pre-cum and her spittle dripped down onto her solid chest then onto his own pasty flabby one.

Ploy loosened her g-string and her solidifying cock sprung up.

“You wanna touch it?” Ploy asked.

Dave looked at Ploy’s rock hard cock with a morbid fascination. It was a magnificent specimen, especially when compared to his middle aged, often saggy droopy one. But touching another man’s penis?

“Uh, I don’t…” He stammered. “No disrespect and all that. It’s impressive, but…”

Ploy feigned huge disappointment. She knelt beside him, then moved forward and started stroking Dave’s own cock with renewed vigour. “Well I wanna touch yours.”

She shuffled forward then pushed Dave’s head into her bosom. “Maybe you like titty more.”

“Oooo, I…” He said, then stopped talking as his mouth was surrounded by firm and yet surprisingly soft boobs. A course of hormones shot though his body. This was so wrong. A man couldn’t possibly have better breasts than a real woman? How was all this possible? What medical advances had he missed?

Ploy continued stroking his cock between her fingers and thumb and using her little finger to massage his ball sack.

Dave stuck out his tongue and started playing with one of Ploy’s nipples. Her nipples wasn’t quite large as Maude’s were, but they felt good and soon Dave as nibbling at them with his teeth.

“Bad man.” Ploy said and reached down with her other arm to play with his ass.

He looked up at Ploy, gazing at her soft features and long hair. He wanted to be in Thailand, sitting on a lounger on the beach while ladyboys brought him drinks in pineapples with little cocktail umbrellas and milked his cock dry. Ploy teased the head of his penis with her experienced fingers and Dave orgasmed, shooting out semen all over his own chest.

“Ahhhhh, that was good.” He said, holding a hand to his heart as if expecting a heart attack.

Ploy leapt off the bed and went into the bathroom. She brought back a few lengths of toilet paper and started cleaning up Dave’s chest. She kissed him then pointed at his boxer shorts.

“Ah, yes, I’d better put these on again.” He said, hitching them up over his knees.

“You sleep here tonight? I sleep in other bed with Emmie.”

Dave nodded. The bed did look comfortable and it would save a late night walk back to the bus.

He put his finger to his lips. “Our secret, eh?”

Ploy hitched up her g-string and stuffed her still fairly stiff cock back into it. “Our secret.” She said, and flopped onto the other bed.

Dave lay back on the bed thinking about what had just happened. Dare he tell Maude? If he didn’t then would his secret leak out? Would he talk about it in his sleep? He peered over at Ploy. She was lying on the bed topless and with her right hand in her g-string, massaging her own cock. Dave wondered if she was thinking about him.

Just then the door opened and Emmie stepped in holding a hairdryer. She said something in Thai to Ploy. Ploy had a strop but reluctantly started put her kimono back on.

Emmie brought Dave’s clothes out of the bathroom and began air drying them with Pang’s hairdryer.

Dave closed his eyes and drifted off. Thanks to decades on the road, he could sleep pretty much anywhere, but sleeping in a room with two stunning ladyboys was definitely a first.


Chapter 7: The Fresh Air

Dave left the ladyboys to do their show and went for a walk along the promenade. Usually he liked to stay in his cab and read or snooze but he had happy memories of times spent with Maude walking along the bracing seafront.

His head was still spinning from the incredible events of last night. He also felt a twinge of guilt. I mean, should he really tell Maude? Could he keep a secret that big from her? But if he did tell her then how would she react? Would she even understand what he was trying to talk to her about?

“Sorry, love.” He said as he nearly bumped into a middle aged woman walking her Yorkshire Terrier.

These were strange times indeed.

Once he’d had his fill of sights seen, he decided to pop in a pub for a quick pint.

“Pint of bitter please love.” He said to the barmaid. “Oh, and some salt and vinegar crisps.”

A couple of young guys nodded to him as the barmaid poured his pint.

“On holiday lads?” He asked them.

“Yeah, we’re from Manchester. We just came over for a couple of days.”

Dave sipped his pint. “Yeah, it’s great here isn’t it.”

They looked at his uniform. “So you a bus tour driver then?”

“Something like that.”

“Driving old biddies from Barnsley to the seaside are you?”

“Not far off. I’m from Rotherham.”

He sat on a stool next to the guys. “Cheers love.” She said as the barmaid handed him his change.

“I’m a bus driver all right. Or luxury bus as I prefer to call her. But I don’t drive old ladies. In fact my current passengers aren’t really ladies at all.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re a troupe of ladyboys.”

The younger guy with the denim jacket on burst out laughing. “You what?”

The other guy nudged him. “You should know. I bet you love a bit of cock at the weekend. I bet you’re a regular visitor to Canal Street.”

“Anal street more like.” He replied. “It’s fucking disgusting.”

His friend cupped his chest with his hands. “Imagining having a pair of breasts.”

His friend laughed. “I wouldn’t leave the house in the morning. I’d be too busy playing with them.”

Dave tutted. “They’re nice ladies.”

He picked up his pint and his packet of crisps and walked over to one of the empty tables by the window.


Chapter 8: The Fan Service

Dave sauntered back to the bus. He looked at his watch and reckoned his passengers should already be back in the bus. There was no rush as they were supposed to eat here first, then they would drive to Sheffield for the next gig.

Dave approached the bus and could smell a feint smell of cooking. He hoped the passengers hadn’t gone all native and ordered fish and chips. It would take him days to air the bus out to get rid of the smell of greasy, battered fish.

A couple of ladyboys were outside the front door of the bus smoking cigarettes. Dave had entrusted Emmie with the keys but he hadn’t given her the ignition key.

“Alright ladies?” He asked.

They giggled and smiled. One offered him a cigarette, but he declined. He hadn’t smoked in years, despite so many of his passengers being pretty enthusiastic smokers.

Emmie appeared in the door of the bus. “Oh hi Dave.” She said, hitching up her sheer white knee length socks. “I’m going to the store to buy some souvenirs. I’ll see you later.”

She glanced back at the interior. “I’m sorry, the girls are having a bit of a party.”

She jumped off the last step and greeted the two other ladyboys.

Dave heard laughter from the bus. “Well I’d better go and investigate.” He said, clambering up the steps.

“Flamin’ Nora!” Dave gasped at what he saw.

Ladyboys were everywhere. Nude, semi-nude, partially clothed. There were around six or seven guys too. And two girls in their early 20’s who were definitely not ladyboys.

Dave stared at the comfy sofa area. A girl was sitting on one of the sofas topless, with a ladyboy straddling her. The ladyboy was also topless and her purple sequined dress was around her hips. The girl was sucking on the ladyboy’s breasts while her hands were squeezing the ladyboy’s ass with extreme vigour.

Another girl was lying on the facing sofa. She was wearing just her plain white bra, although one of her large breasts was hanging out of the cup. A ladyboy who Dave knew as Bingo was thrusting her cock deep into the girl’s pussy. The girl was moaning in a way he’d never heard Maude moan. Dave saw that the girl’s pussy was completely clean shaven. He thought only porn stars or Hollywood actresses who leaked their own pornos did that.

Dave took a couple of steps towards the back of the bus. Some random guy in his early 30’s was lying on one of the tables with his trousers around his ankles. A ladyboy was kneeling on the table, straddling the guy and sinking her cock deep into the guy’s mouth. Another ladyboy was sucking the guy’s cock while massaging her own.

This was intense. He’d witnessed a few orgies before, particularly while escorting boy bands round the country, but this was on a whole different level.

Ploy saw Dave and pushed past the three other ladyboys who were standing in the aisle.

“Hey sweetie!” She called.

Dave stared at her bare breasts and her thick dong hanging out of a pair of pink beaded crotchless panties.

“Oh, uh, hi Ploy.” He said, rooted to the spot. “What’s happening?”

Ploy sidled up to him and kissed him hard on the cheek. She guided his hand over her breasts.

“A little fan service.” she said, leaning over to kiss him again .

He looked back at the driver’s cab then towards the antics happening on the bus.

“Ah well, in for a penny and all that.” He said, pulling his shirt out of his trousers and loosening his tie.

Ploy held his hand and guided him towards the back of the bus.

“Hi Dave!” Called out Button, who was sprawled naked on a seat while a guy massaged her cock and her perky breasts. She put her arm around the guy’s head and pushed it into her chest, almost smothering the poor guy.

A couple of ladyboys were massaging each other’s breasts on the back seat. Ploy said a few words in Thai and they picked up their dresses and scooted off down towards the front of the bus.

“Wow, that ladyboy has a pussy.” Dave remarked, half wishing he’d taken a closer look.

Ploy nodded and squeezed his hand tighter.

Whether it was Dutch courage from the pint he’d had earlier, or whether he was somehow falling in love with Ploy, he felt a confidence surge through his body. He pulled her towards the long back seat. Ploy was giddy with excitement. “Wow, you big strong man today.”

Dave sat on the black leather back seat and Ploy straddled him, furiously scrambling to get his shirt unbuttoned. Then his shirt was off and Ploy started working on his trousers.

Dave squeezed one of Ploy’s breasts. He was still amazed how soft and natural they felt. Were ladyboys being bred as a super race of ladies, he thought.

Ploy knelt beside the back seat and hitched Dave’s trousers down his legs. Then she peeled off his socks.

Dave had a sudden worry about what the other occupants of the coach might think. He shot a cursory glance down the bus. Nobody was looking at him though, as they were all indulging in their own particular fantasies.

Ploy noticed his roving eye and she straddled him on the seat. She cupped his face in her hands then ran her fingernails down his cheeks. “Look at me babe.” She said, then kissed him firmly on the lips. Her tongue poked its way inside his mouth, pushing his teeth apart and causing Dave’s head to go into a complete spin. He’d never been with anyone this intense before.

Ploy clawed his boxer shorts looking for his cock. She pulled away from him then stood up and hitched the shorts down Dave’s backside and pulled them down his legs.

“There you are.” She said, looking at Dave’s stiff penis and solid balls. Ploy stroked her own cock, Dave simultaneously feeling trepidation and also some admiration at how rock solid Ploy was. It had to be said that one or two of the ladyboys had pretty tiny penises, or didn’t have one at all. Not Ploy though. Ploy’s was a magnificent specimen, a triumph of both masculinity and femininity.

Ploy knelt on the back seat besides Dave. “Touch it.” She said.

Dave looked at Ploy’s shaft. The tip was glistening with pre-cum.

“Touch it.” She said again, then took Dave’s right hand and guided it towards her penis.

Dave’s mind was spinning but he let Ploy guide his hand onto her shaft. It felt solid and muscular. Dave gave it a tentative push. It swayed a little and was so much heavier than he’d imagined.

Ploy smiled and Dave gently gripped the cock with his hand. “Oh it’s nice. Very nice.” He said, still unsure about things.

Ploy reached out and grabbed Dave’s shaft, then began gently massaging it. Dave’s eyes rolled.

“You can do same.” Ploy said, looking at her own penis.

Dave started caressing Ploy’s cock, much like he sometimes did to his own when Maude was at bingo and that attractive weather girl was reading the forecast.

“Harder.” Ploy said, squeezing Dave’s own cock in a vice-like grip.

Dave stroked Ploy’s penis with extra vigour. It was a strange feeling, he thought, stroking a cock that wasn’t your own.

Ploy knelt up and licked her lips. “You try sucking?” She asked Dave.

Dave gulped. This was a big ask. But at the same time, would he regret not trying out the chance to suck on ladyboy dick?

He looked hesitantly at Ploy, then back at her swollen member. Dave was astonished the ladyboy managed to stay hard for so long.

Ploy reached out and twisted Dave’s nipples with her fingers. Her fingernails grazed his chest and what the hell he thought, as he bent over and tasted Ploy’s cock.

Ploy pushed upwards and Dave recoiled. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Ploy reached out and tussled Dave’s hair. Dave leaned over again and closed his mouth round the tip of Ploy’s penis. Ploy played with her own nipples and watched intently as Dave licked the top of her cock. As Dave gained a little confidence she reached for his own dick and started massaging it with her experienced hands. Waves of pleasure shot though Dave’s body as he thought how sick and degrading it was to suck on cock, especially as he was enjoying it so much.

He was so engrossed in licking the head of Ploy’s penis that he didn’t notice another ladyboy approach. He felt a warm hand on his ass and he gazed upwards.

“Oh hi Penny.” He gargled, not wanting to remove Ploy’s delicious, salty penis from his mouth.

More hormones surged though Dave’s body. Penny was tall - well over 6 feet - and toned with abs that rivalled Ploy’s. Her cock was similarly magnificent and like Ploy she had no trouble maintaining wood, unlike some of the more petite ladyboys.

Dave felt a hard stinging slap on his ass and he almost bit Ploy’s cock.

“Ouch.” Ploy said, glaring at Penny.

“My turn.” Penny said and sat next to Dave. Dave sat up and wiped his mouth. Ploy kissed him on the cheek then knelt on the back seat facing the rear window. She pushed her cock towards Dave’s mouth. This time Dave was much less hesitant and he allowed Penny’s swollen penis to enter his mouth. Penny seemed adept at knowing exactly how much of her shaft she could thrust into his mouth without his gag reflex kicking in.

Ploy stroked Dave’s own cock with one hand and caressed the side of his face with her other. Dave thought he was maybe entering ladyboy heaven right now, and wondered if this would turn out to be the most extraordinary night of his life.

Ploy massaged Dave’s cock with an intense urgency. He felt his balls might explode and when Ploy dragged her fingernails across his chest he exploded cum all over his chest. Penny almost fell backwards with the force of his orgasm. She withdrew her cock and ran her hand down Dave’s chest, picking up globules of semen and rubbing them over her lips. Then she pushed her cock back into Dave’s mouth and he sat back and enjoyed the alien sensation of something big and thick and powerful thrusting into his mouth.

Ploy fingered Penny’s balls and she shuddered. Dave felt something sticky hit the back of his throat and he gagged, bringing up some fish and chips, beer and a little of Penny’s semen too.

Ploy stroked his hair with one hand and her own cock with her other. “You did good.” She said, nuzzling his ear.

“Now I’ll show you how it’s done.” She whispered and slapped Penny’s ass. Penny bent over the back seat longways with Dave slumped under her torso. Ploy stoked her cock and then pushed it into Penny’s willing asshole. Penny’s back stiffened and she moaned in genuine ecstasy. Ploy kept thrusting and Penny pushed back. Dave’s own cock felt spent, but he couldn’t resist reaching out and squeezing Penny’s rocking breasts. She turned to face him and licked her lips. “Harder.” She said and Dave rubbed her right nipple vigorously. Her cock was hardening again and Dave wondered if he might be able to taste another ladyboy load. Then Ploy withdrew her cock and shot cum all over Penny’s extravagant back tattoo.

Ploy reached for a box of tissues on the back window ledge and started cleaning up Penny. Then she looked at Dave. “I need clean you too.”

Dave was lost in a haze of bewilderment.

“Oh my god!” He heard someone say.

He opened his eyes and saw Emmie was standing in the aisle clutching a kitch model of the Blackpool Tower and a half eaten hot dog.

“Uh, hi Emmie.” Dave said, looking for his clothes.

“You two, you should be ashamed of yourselves leading him astray like that!” Emmie announced, looking daggers at the two ladyboys.

Ploy and Penny giggled. Penny continued stroking her cock.

“I know where I want to put this.” Emmie said, pointing the model of the tower in the direction of Penny.

Penny bent over and pointed to her gaping asshole. “Yes please.”

Emmie laughed. “Leave some energy for tomorrow night’s performance, girls.”


Chapter 9: Epilogue

Dave sat in his armchair watching the news on the television while Maude knitted something for their next grandchild.

“Are you working at the weekend?” She asked her husband.

Dave shook his head. “No, they need to, er, clean the bus.”

“Oh that’s good. Left it in a mess did they?”

Dave gave his wife a wry smile. “Something like that.”

He flipped the TV channel in the thin hope there might be something he was interested in watching.

“How about we go to Thailand next year?” He asked his wife.

“Thailand?” She said, putting her knitting down. “Oh I don’t know about that. What would we eat there?”

Dave rolled his eyes and thought about sucking on more ladyboy cock. “Thai food’s very tasty. They have many delicacies you know.”
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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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Watch My Hot Asian Wife

Ken knew his Thai bride had a dubious past, but then so did he. She missed the ego-stoking gogo bars of Pattaya, and the foreigners willing to do anything for a pretty Asian woman. So when he takes his exhibitionist wife to Barcelona for a long weekend, he knows he’ll have to keep an eye on her. And so will half the population of the famous Catalan beach resort…

“Good food?” I asked my wife as we left the restaurant.

“Okay food.” She said in a matter of fact voice. “Good wine.” She smiled, and lead me down the pavement towards the sea.

We passed some food kiosks. “Do you want an ice cream?” I asked her.

“No ice cream. Make me fat.”

I put my arm around her. “You’re not fat. And think how skinny and beautiful Jasmine is.”

She put her head on my shoulder that wasn’t loaded down with our beach bag. I saw a tear roll down her cheek. She had many untold stories of her tough life growing up in Thailand, but she never once regretted having Jasmine.

As we walked towards the beach the on-shore breeze picked up. May’s dress flapped about at bit but I was disappointed to see that it didn’t billow up.

“Nice breeze, huh?” I asked her.

She looked down at the hem of her dress. “Yes. It feels good.”

I put my hand on her ass and gave it a squeeze. A couple of old guys sitting on a bench stared shamelessly at my wife.

“You still got it, babe.” I told her.
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His First Time in a Bikini

David’s fantasy is to buy a bikini and sunbathe on a public beach. So he hires a personal shopper to guide him through the process of choosing a hot little number that will get him noticed. Then it’s off to the beauty salon to transform himself into his inner blonde. When he eventually acts out his fantasy, things get really wild…

The water felt so good that I started wading further out. When there seemed to be a lull in the waves I ducked down and immersed myself up to my chest.

I looked down. My bikini tops were now saturated.

I turned and saw a couple of ladies were paddling on the shoreline. They were between me and my towel. Did they realise I was a guy?

I wondered what I should do. I stood frozen to the spot.

They made my decision for me. They started wading out, playfully splashing each other. One girl was wearing a white one piece swimsuit. I wondered if it was as sheer as mine was. The other was wearing a red two piece with a really high leg and a twisting halter top.

The ladies kept on bobbing up and down in the surf. Now I knew they were heading straight for me.
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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
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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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