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Chapter 1: The Guest House

“Hi there, it’s Mr and Mrs Rowe. We booked a suite.”

The guesthouse owner hoisted a large diary onto the counter. “Ah, yes, Mr and Mrs Rowe. You’re booked in for two nights. Is that right?”

I nodded. “It’s our second wedding anniversary.”

“Congratulations” he said, and handed me a registration card and pen.

I looked over at my wife. She had wandered off from my side and was picking up some leaflets about local tourist attractions.

The guesthouse owner peered over his horn-rimmed spectacles and I knew he was looking at my wife’s shapely ankles and muscular, toned calves.

My wife came over to me. “I don’t know if you’ll be able to read those,” I told her, “ but at least you can look at the pictures.”

The guesthouse owner was telling me about a craft market that was due to take place tomorrow. I knew that he was detaining us just so he could gaze at the side split in my wife’s skirt that ended a couple of millimetres below her panties.

I pushed the big iron key into the lock of the sturdy white painted door and turned it. I pushed the door open and ushered my wife in.

“What do you think?” I asked her.

She rushed in and almost bust her ankle when her heel dug into a rut on the wooden beamed floor.

“I told you those heels were impractical for Dorset.” I said jokingly.

She looked down. “Wearing flats with these legs? I don’t think so.”

She carefully trotted over to the window and pulled the lace curtains apart. “Wow you can see the sea!”

I walked over to where she was standing. I put my arm around her waist then slowly walked my hand down the front of her silky nylon dress.

My wife clamped hold of my hand as soon as it crossed her navel. “Later you can have. Now let’s go party.”

I didn’t know what my wife was expecting when I said we’d leave London for a few days and go explore rural England. My wife had actually been born in Bangkok and grew up knowing only of roads clogged with traffic and convenience stores open 24/7 and high rise hotels full of apparently wealthy foreigners. On the long train journey down to the coast she sat transfixed as grey cityscape turned into green fields complete with cows, sheep and on one occasion, llamas.

I looked up and down the road and across to the church graveyard. “Well this is the, uh, dead centre of town.”

My wife put her hand on my shoulder as she adjusted the strap of her four inch heels.

“You sure you can walk in those things?”

She smiled and pecked me on the cheek. “We’re on holiday.”

I could see a village pub in the distance. “Are you okay to walk up that hill?” I asked her, pointing to where a car had just turned into a car park.

“What is it? A bar?” She asked, swinging her grey handbag by the strap.

“Looks like it.” I said.

We started walking up the hill. She rubbed her arms. “It’s cold here.”

“Yeah, that’s why I told you to bring that shawl.” I looked at her clutching the black thing thrown over her shoulders. I didn’t think her long metallic silver dress was strictly appropriate for rural Dorset, but she always liked to dress up whenever we went out.

“Maybe you should have worn thicker pantyhose too.” I added, looking at her stockinged toes peeping through the ends of the heels.

She playfully bumped into me. “I left my warm pantyhose in London. I thought it would be warmer here by the sea.”

We approached the pub.

“Do you think they’ll have a pool table?” She asked me.

“Oh, I don’t know. Usually they play snooker here.”

“Ugh. What is this place?” She said, grimacing.

A silver hatchback drove past and the driver tooted his horn at us.

“You’ve got some admirers.” I said.

My wife laughed and blew the occupants of the car a kiss.

I held her hand as we crossed the road.

“Is this bar called The Cross Keys?” She asked me.

“Yes.” I replied.

She shot me a quizzical look. “What are the keys cross about?”

I gave her a playful pat on the ass. “There’s so much for you to learn about my country.”


Chapter 2: The Game

We entered the pub. It had a quaint old world charm and I guessed the place had been here for decades, if not centuries.

I ordered a real ale for myself and Pancake’s usual gin and tonic. She did actually love beer, but always liked to drink something more ladylike in public.

I ushered Pancake to a seat near the window. She looked around. “I think I’ve seen this place in movies.”

We sat down and Pancake started inspecting the various condiments on the table. “No spicy sauce?” She asked me.

I shook my head. “No but you might like that brown sauce. The Japanese go crazy for it.”

I passed her the menu. “I don’t know how much of this you’ll be able to read.”

She took the menu. “Ah, no pictures.”

“Yeah, sorry about that. I might get the steak and ale pie.” I told her, pointing to the specials on the menu.

She laughed. “Beer in a pie?”

I took a swig of my Hedgehog ale. “This is the Westcountry. Ale comes with everything.”

My wife pointed to the menu. “What’s toad in the hole?”

“A toad is like a big frog. Usually they’re brown.”

“Frog?” She turned her nose up in an adorable expression. “I’m not keen on frog.”

I shook my head. “Uh, there’s no frog in it. It’s sausages.”

“I like sausages.” She said, licking her lips.

“You want that?” I asked her. She nodded.

Our food arrived and Pancake attacked her sausages with the gusto of a girl who hadn’t eaten for a week.

I cracked the lid of my pie and tucked into it. “I’ll have to teach you the word ‘gastropub’.” I said, but Pancake was too busy wolfing down sausage.

I was surprised that Pancake finished her food before I did. It was a fairly rare occurrence, but it was generally a good sign that she was forgetting about her long term homesickness. Still, we were making progress, and hadn’t actually eaten at a Thai restaurant in more than two months.

The two girls at the adjacent table laughed so loudly I couldn’t help but look over at them. They looked like they were dressed in work clothes and I guessed they might work at a bakery in the town.

“Good toad?” I asked Pancake.

“Good.” She replied. “I miss Issan sausages, but these were really good.”

The waitress came over to our table. “Do you two want to look at the dessert menu?” She said, handing us both a menu before I had a chance to answer her.

I nodded, suspecting Pancake had room for chocolate cake.

Pancake perused the menu. Her eyes widened and I was sure she’d reached the cakes part of the list. She started laughing hysterically. “What’s this?” She asked me, pointing to the menu.

I laughed too. “Spotted dick?”

She nodded. “Does it have a dick in it?”

I shook my head, trying to wipe the tears out of my eyes. “No, it’s a hot pudding. It’s very traditional here.”

“I’ll try it then.” She said. “I’ll make sure it doesn’t have dick in it.”

The waitress came over again. “Have you made your minds up?” She asked.

“Yes I’ll have the chocolate cake and my wife will have the, uh, the spotted dick.”

Pancake hid her face behind the menu, trying to stifle her laughter. I motioned for her to return the menu.

When the waitress left I told Pancake I’d ordered chocolate cake in case she didn’t think much of the dick. I wasn’t a big dessert fan anyway.

The desserts arrived and Pancake gave me an expression that made it all too obvious she’d have preferred the chocolate cake.

“You gonna eat your dick?” I asked her.

She said nothing.

“Let’s swap desserts then?” I said, taking her steaming plate of pudding with rivers of custard.

Her face lit up as I plonked the chocolate cake in front of her. “You can’t go wrong with chocolate cake.” I said.

We finished the desserts almost simultaneously.

“Full now?” I asked my wife.

She nodded. “Very full.”

I went to the bar and ordered a couple of gin and tonics. Returning to the table I noticed the two 20-something girls who were sat next to us on the adjacent table were now talking to Pancake.

“Oh hi.” I said, greeting them.

“Hi.” They said back in unison.

“We were just wondering where your wife was from.” The slightly taller girl said.

“I said she was from China.” The other girl jutted in.

“Oh you’re so silly!” Her friend replied. “China’s not in Asia. I think she’s from Japan.”

I put the drinks on the table and shook my head. “You’re both wrong. She’s from Thailand.”

Pancake nodded. “I’m from Thailand.”

The girls looked at each other. “Oh my god, we wanna to go to Thailand. Imagine going to a fool moon party.” The shorter girl said.

“Oh god, I heard you can drink vodka out of a bucket, and it’s so warm you just sleep on the beach.” Her friend replied.

I laughed. “I bet you can have good parties on the beach here. Do you live here?”

They both nodded. “Unfortunately yes. It’s boring here. I mean the most exciting thing is our every other Saturday off when we can go on the bus to Bridport.”

They looked at me. “Where are you from?”

“I’m from London.” I told them. “We live there for most of the year. Sometimes we go to Thailand. Pancake here misses home.”

Both girls giggled. “Pancake?”

My wife took another sip of gin and tonic.

“Yes that’s her Thai nickname. Her real name is way too long for me to pronounce.”

They looked at each other.

“Her nickname means ‘surprise’.” I said.

More laughter.

The slightly taller girl introduced herself. “I’m Laura and this here is Steffie.”

“Pleased to meet you.” I said, and Pancake gave them a little wave while sipping her drink.

“Oh, and I’m Ryan by the way. You ladies want more drinks?” I asked, seeing their glasses almost empty.

“Yeah, that would be awesome. We’ll have what you’re drinking.” Steffie said.

We drank and talked about boring small town England, and also how Thailand could also be boring at times due to so many local people having to work such long hours in mundane jobs.

Steffie craned in and lowered her voice. “How about we play truth or dare?”

Laura shot her a look.

“What?” Steffie said.

Pancake looked at me with a wry smile on her face. “I like games.”

Steffie said. “I’ll start.” She turned to Laura. “Where’s the weirdest place you’ve had sex?”

Pancake laughed. “English girls are so open about sex.”

Laura pulled the cushion from behind her and playfully batted her friend with it. “Steffie! You shouldn’t be so vulgar in company.” She scolded her friend. “Besides, you already know the answer.”

Steffie’s eyes widened. “The beach?”

Pancake looked at Laura, then back to me. “We fucked on the beach today, didn’t we darling?”

“Pancake!” I shouted, mimicking Laura’s scolding of her friend.

My wife started laughing uncontrollably. Both girls joined in the laughter. A couple who were celebrating their 30th wedding anniversary glanced over.

“Okay. Okay I think it’s my turn.” I said. I turned to Pancake. “I dare you to eat a spoonful of this.”

I passed Pancake a jar of English mustard and picked a spoon out of the cutlery tray.

Steffie mimed a puking impression. “Oh my god I fucking hate mustard.”

Pancake took the jar and unscrewed it. She scooped up a huge dollop of the smooth yellow condiment.

“You don’t need to eat that much.” I said but my wife stuffed the whole lot in her mouth and swallowed.

“Oh my god.” Laura exclaimed. Steffie put her hand in front of her mouth.

My wife’s face was expressionless.

Laura staggered to her feet. “I’ll go to the bar. I’m sure your wife must need another drink after swallowing that.”

I tapped her on the arm. “Here, this will help.” I said, passing her a ten pound note. She batted it away. “Don’t worry, we’ve got plenty of money. We both live with our families and there’s nothing to spend our money on here.”

“Spicy?” I asked Pancake, offering her a drink.

She shook her head. “Not spicy like XO sauce. Remember?”

I rolled my eyes and turned to Steffie. “I once made the mistake of ordering chicken noodles in XO sauce in a Bangkok food court. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever tasted.”

Laura returned with more gin and tonics. “Good job we’re not working tomorrow.” She said.

She turned to my wife. “Your turn.”

My wife looked at the girls. “I dare you both to show your breasts.”

I gave my wife that look. Both of our new friends laughed.

“At last, this game is getting good.” Said Steffie. She unbuttoned her olive blouse then looked around. She clasped her bra cups then pulled them down, making sure Pancake got a good view of her perky C cups.

My wife smiled and I saw her eyes roll upwards.

“Don’t get any ideas now.” I told her.

Steffie pushed her bra over her breasts and looked at her friend. “Your turn now.”

Laura looked around nervously and shook her head.

“Go on.” Urged her friend but I didn’t think Laura was up for this particular challenge.

Pancake smiled at Laura, but no amount of persuading was going to make her change her mind.

“In that case.” Steffie said, feigning disappointment. “I dare you to snog Pancake.”

Laura was open mouthed.

I looked at my wife. She had already stood up from her seat and was clutching her handbag. She went over to where Laura was seated. She took Laura’s hand. “Not here.” She said in a seductive voice.

Laura stood and my wife lead her hand in hand towards the ladies’ room.

“No way!” Steffie exclaimed. “Did you see that?”

I raised my glass to Steffie, and she raised hers. “Cheers.” She said, then blurted out “I’m so sorry, I mean, I hope you don’t think we’re being too familiar.”

I shook my head. “Don’t worry, my wife loves to party. It’s pretty ironic because we actually met at a party.”

Steffie leaned in. “Tell me more about how you guys met.”

“They’ve been gone a long time.” Steffie said, looking at her phone. “Do you think they’re okay?”

The barman rang the bell. “Time ladies and gentlemen.”

Just then my wife and Laura emerged from the ladies’ room. Both had a big smile on their face.

“Where’ve you been?” Steffie scolded her friend. “Your dad’ll be here in a couple of minutes to pick us up.”

Laura straightened her blouse. “We had a girlie talk.”

Steffie lowered her brow. “Seriously? You’re sure it was just a talk?”

The girls gathered their things.

“It’s time we were leaving too.” I said to my wife.

Just then I noticed her pantyhose was ripped from the knee all the way up to the hem of her split dress.

“Don’t forget that.” I said, pointing to the shawl which was now lying in a crumpled state beneath our table.

The girls staggered towards the door. They turned and Laura blew Pancake a kiss. “Thanks for everything.” She called out, and her friend began the interrogation to find out exactly what had happened in the ladies’ room.


Chapter 3: The Nudist Beach

“Ready?” I asked my wife.

She stuffed another bikini into her backpack then gave me the okay sign.

“Are you really going to wear that?” I asked, pointing to her belly which was poking out of a high leg red nylon swimsuit.

“And your underboobs are showing.”

She tugged her swimsuit down and strutted over to her suitcase in her silver platform heels.

“This isn’t Pattaya you know, or even LA.”

She pulled out a red and white striped sarong and wrapped it round her waist.

“That’s better.” I said. “At least now the locals can’t see your bulge.”

We walked down the cobbled streets towards the beach. I stopped to check my phone’s map.

“Damn 4G signal. I should never have gone with this fucking network.” I cursed.

Pancake was staring at all the signs that said what you could and couldn’t do on the beach.

I sidled up beside her and put my arm around her waist. “Yeah we like our petty rules here. It’s what keeps the country together. You’re okay though as it doesn’t say no chicks with dicks.”

She playfully slapped me on the ass at the precise second an elderly couple walked past.

‘What’s the world coming to?’ I heard them mutter as they walked past.

I checked my phone again. “Ah, now it’s working. So it says the nudist beach is to the right. We have to walk half a mile away along the public beach to get to it.”

Pancake looked at her heels. “Walk? No motorcycle taxi?”

I pointed to the sand. “Better take your heels off babe.”

I unfurled the towel and sat down. Pancake looked around.

“Not enough admirers here, eh?” I asked her.

“It’s okay.” She said, taking her sarong off and passing it to me.

“Are you gonna take something off too?” She asked.

I pushed off my right shoe then inverted it so that sand poured out.

She sat down next to me and playfully pushed my shoulder. “Not just your shoe, silly.”

She stretched over and pulled off my left shoe, then peeled my white tennis socks off my feet.

A middle aged man wearing mostly beige came into sight. He was swinging a metal detector too and fro, intently listening into an ear piece.

“You gonna give him a show?” I asked.

Pancake smiled. “He’s probably not seen boobs in a long time.” She pushed her swimsuit’s arms off her shoulders then pulled them over her B cup breasts.

I reached into the beach bag. “Here, put some of this on.” I said, and tossed her a tube of suntan lotion.

She flipped off the top and squeezed some of the golden liquid into her hand. The metal detector guy kept walking towards our position. Pancake started massaging the lotion into her perky breasts.

I pointed to her perky nipples. “I didn’t think there was so much here to interest you.”

“You’re here.” She said.

“That’s so beautiful.” I sighed.

She tossed me the tube. “Here, do my back.”

The man had stopped walking and retrieved a small trowel from his backpack.

“Bingo.” I said rather more loudly than I’d intended to.

The man looked up and took in the sight of my wife massaging suntan lotion into her boobs.

He smiled and I reciprocated.

“He’s hoping for some luck today.”

“What with digging for treasure?”

“More like seeing some hot nude women.”

I squeezed some suntan lotion out of the tube and rubbed it on my wife’s back, pushing her straightened shoulder length straight hair out of the way.

The guy was digging a rather larger hole than seemed to be warranted. He kept peeping in my wife’s direction.

“You’ve got an admirer there. Why don’t you show him a little more?” I asked.

My wife didn’t usually need to be prompted into a display of flagrant exhibitionism. She stood up on the towel then peeled her high leg swimsuit down over her hips. The guy looked straight towards my wife and caught a full view of her semi-erect penis bouncing up as it cleared the waistband of the swimsuit.

The guy’s mouth dropped open. My wife jumped up and down as she attempted to push the swimsuit down her long slender legs.

“Still got it, babe.” I said as her cock swelled at the thought of some random guy oggling her nakedness.

I slapped her on the ass. “Go and practice your English.”

She cantered over to the guy and I lay back on the towel, propping myself up on my elbows.

They exchanged greetings, but they were out of earshot so wasn’t sure what they were saying.

The guy pointed to the hole. Pancake took the trowel from the guy, crouched down and started digging. The guy waved the metal detector in a corner of the hole. He seemed to have most of his attention focused on my wife’s still pretty erect penis. He’s sure got a good dick detector, I laughed to myself.

Pancake dug a bit more then stuck her hand in the hole. She rooted around for a few seconds then picked something out. She jumped up in the air, then hugged the guy, her cock pushing up against his beer gut. She kissed him on the cheek, then ran back to me.

“Look, I found this. He said I could keep it.” She shoved something flat in my face.

“What is it?” I asked her, trying to focus on it.

She poured about half her bottle of Icelandic spring water over the object.

“Now look.” She said.

“Oh yes, it’s an old penny.” I replied, reaching out my hand.

She dropped it onto my palm. I rubbed the bottom. “It’s really worn, but it looks like it’s from 1922.”

“Wow.” She said, really stretching her long vowel.

“It’s not that exciting. They’re only worth like 40 Baht.”

The guy carried on sweeping the beach.

“What did he say to you?” I asked my wife.

“Oh, he said he’s been coming here for 20 years, but he’s never seen a ladyboy before.”

The guy looked back and I waved.

Pancake pulled her sunglasses case out of the bag. Then she lay back on the towel and pushed her sunglasses up her nose.

I looked at her still erect cock. A drop of pre-cum glistened in the sun. “Like those will cover your nudity.” I said, playfully slapping her thigh.

She looked down at her penis.

“Does that thing ever take a rest?” I asked her.

“It’s having fun. It likes the beach.”

I looked around. “There’s not many people here.”

“Good.” She said, then stretched out her right arm and pushed her hand inside the waistband of my Bermuda shorts. She grasped my cock then gave it a firm squeeze. Soon she was tugging my shorts down and pushing my t shirt over my head.

“You’re horny today.” I remarked.

She flicked my now rock hard cock with a long false nail. “So are you!” Then she cupped my balls in one hand and stroked my cock in the other.

I looked around again.

“Are you worried somebody might see us?” My wife asked.

I shrugged. “I think you’re worrying nobody will see us. There’s nobody around except those people in that small boat. I don’t think they have any binoculars, they seem to be on a fishing trip, not on a sightseeing tour of the Jurassic Coast.”

My wife lay down beside me and I fondled her firm breasts. “This is the life.” I said to her.

She licked the side of my face and continued massaging my cock and balls, her own solid cock pressing against my hip.

I turned to her. “Are you going to tell me about last night?”

She sat up then straddled my waist, pushing her ass down onto my stiff cock.

“Dry hump.” She said, gyrating her hips to squeeze maximum pleasure out of my manhood.

“Well?”

She bent over and kissed me, her perky breasts filling my field of vision. She playfully nipped my ear, then sat up again.

“We fucked.”

“You what?” I asked.

“We fucked.” She said again in a more assertive voice.

“Really?”

“Yes. Sometimes I think about lady.”

“You don’t like men anymore?” I made a crying expression with my fists held against my face.

She slapped my chest. “No silly. I still love you.” She massaged her own now fully erect cock. “Sometimes he misses pussy, you know.”

“Maybe we should audition for a concubine.” I said.

“A what?” She replied, giving me that look if I used an unfamiliar word.

“Oh, a woman you can fuck. Maybe we could both fuck.”

She looked down at her dick. “Do you want me to get pussy?”

I grasped hold of her hips. “Don’t ever change.” I said.

She reached down and started tugging my cock with renewed vigour.

I looked at her pretty face and her jiggling breasts and her long flowing natural hair. She squeezed my balls and I orgasmed, spurting out jizz all over her hand and my chest.

“That was good, babe.” I said, rolling my head back and trying to gather my thoughts.

She flopped down next to me. I gripped her cock in my hand and gently massaged it. I looked and she was rubbing her breasts and rolling her eyes and obviously embarking on her own erotic little fantasy.

“You going to tell me about it?” I asked her.

“Mmmm,” She said and I felt a gooey sticky liquid smear my wrist.

“That was quick.” I said.

“Mmmm,” She said again, then gave me a deep kiss on the lips, her tongue probing my mouth.


Chapter 4: The Public Beach

We trudged back to the public beach.

“Good holiday so far?” I asked my wife.

She gave me a massive smile, the type that made me overstay my Thai visa the first time we met.

“Happy?”

“Happy. I’m hungry.”

I pointed to the row of stores along the promenade. “Let’s go and get something to eat.”

We sat on a bench eating fish and chips.

“Better now?” I asked her.

“Good food. Better than Spotty Dick.”

She looked around the promenade. There were no ladies in bikinis that might renew her sudden interest in women, but then she spotted a store selling all kinds of beach stuff we didn’t need.

“Ryan.” She gripped my arm and pulled me towards the store.

A lime green inflatable mattress caught her eye. It was gently rocking in the sea breeze. Pancake went up to it and stroked it like it was a lost kitten.

“I want one.” She said in her best pouty face.

“I don’t know.” I replied. “I mean, it doesn’t match your swimsuit, and they’re pretty dangerous. I mean you might get blown out to sea.”

I tried to resist, but I knew that face and, what the hell, we were on holiday so I gave in.

The stocky bearded storekeeper handed me a fresh one from the stock room.

“You’ll have to blow it up yourself, I’m afraid.” The storekeeper told me.

“Don’t worry, my wife’s good at blowing.” I said.

The storekeeper smiled, giving my wife’s ass a good look over.

I put the towel down and motioned for my wife to sit. I threw her the deflated mattress. “If you want to use it you’ll have to blow it up yourself.”

She sat down and started stroking my inner thigh. “Will you still love me when I’m old?”

I looked her in the eye. “Will you still love me when I’m old?”

She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. Then she reached over to the beach bag and rummaged around inside it. She pulled out a bright red thong.

“Very nice.” I said, my heart starting to pump. I looked around. “You’ll get a lot of admirers if you wear that on this beach!”

She started slipping out of her high leg red swimsuit.

“Aren’t you going to wear something else with that thong?” I asked her.

She stopped undressing. “You’re right.” She said, and rummaged around in the bag again.

“You like?” She asked, holding up a red choker with a gold heart hanging off of it.

“Very cute.” I said as she fastened it around her neck. Then she peeled off the red swimsuit without a care in the world about who might be looking at her bare breasts.

I looked around to see if any voyeurs had clocked the show my wife was putting on for them.

She pushed the swimsuit over her hips. Now the voyeurs would really get a show.

“He’s having fun today.” I said, pointing to her penis.

She smiled, tugging the swimsuit down her legs. “This beach is good. It’s a lot bigger than Pattaya’s.”

I passed her the thong. “Good job you can wear pretty much anything on the beach here, eh?”

She slipped the thong over her feet and slid it up her smooth legs. Then she pulled it up into position, smoothing it out and making sure her ball sack wasn’t showing out of the side.

She put her headphones in her ears and rolled onto her back.

I stared at her peachy ass, the thong perfectly nestled in her ass crack. Her ass was pretty fucking amazing. It wasn’t as soft and smooth as a biological woman’s could be, but it was still pretty epic.

A jogger in a yellow t shirt and blue canvas shorts approached our part of the beach. He slowed his pace to a crawl. It was clear he thought Pancake’s ass was pretty phenomenal too. As he passed our position he glanced back a couple of times.

I stood up and arched my back. I saw two women were sunbathing in front of a striped windbreak. I looked closely and realised one of the women was wearing a bright purple thong. I wasn’t sure if she’d been encouraged by my wife’s display of immodesty, or whether thong bikinis were a regular sighting on this beach.

I sat down again and opened a can of Hedgehog ale. Marrying Pancake was definitely the best thing I’d ever done with my life. Sure, there were the acceptance problems with friends and family, but our intimate times together made it all worthwhile.

I took another swig of ale and thought about my ageing parents. My mom adored Pancake and was always trying to bake her stuff to make her put on more weight. My dad was more reserved. He was openly polite but I just wondered if he’d ever come clean about his own experiences with ‘cock girls’ as he called them while he was stationed in Singapore. I just wondered how much real ale it would take for him to loosen his tongue.

Pancake sat up and brought my thoughts back to the present. She could never do anything for more than ten minutes.

She reached over and pulled the green mattress towards her. Her breasts jiggled as she fiddled with the vinyl material, looking for the air inlet.

I looked out at the sea. It was fairly calm, but I had reservations about Pancake using the thing in the sea. I made a mental note to make sure our next trip’s accommodation had a pool.

My wife started inflating the mattress.

“You’re going to have to blow harder than that.” I said.

Her cheeks reddened as the mattress started unfolding. She stood up as the mattress gained in size. I flipped my phone’s cover open and took a few photos of my topless wife grappling with the inflatable.

She turned away from me and bent over to show me her ass. I took a couple of shots.

“Hey, it’s deflating.” I shouted, pointing to the inflatable. She laughed and collapsed on the towel.

I put my phone down and gave her chance to inflate it fully.

I rummaged around in the beach bag and pulled out her black and turquoise halter swimsuit. “Here, you’d better wear that if you’re going in the sea. I don’t want Nemo fondling your bare breasts.”

She sat down on the towel again and pulled her thong over her hips then put the swimsuit on.

“Here, I’ll help you.” I pushed her hair up while she fastened the halter top round her neck.

I patted her behind. “You look great in that. But be very careful in the sea, those things can be dangerous.”

“Okay I will.” She said, blowing me a kiss then and skipping down to the shore with the inflatable bed tucked under her right arm.

My phone buzzed and I picked it up. My mom was wondering how our vacation was going and did we have time to pop in on the way back. I guessed she worried about me in the same way I worried about Pancake. I wondered if Pancake’s mom worried about her own child as much. My wife didn’t really talk about specific members of her family, with the exception of her two elder sisters, who were both real biological females. Maybe they’d dressed up their younger brother when he was a kid, and made him play with their dolls.

I checked my social media to see if I was missing anything happening in London. A friend was getting married but I decided I’d had enough of everyone gawping at my Thai mail order bride as so many people referred to her.

I put my phone down and looked towards the sea. I couldn’t see Pancake.

I stood up. I still couldn’t see her.

I started to panic. Damn, I wished I’d brought my binoculars.

Some guys started getting very animated down on the shoreline. They were pushing a speedboat into the sea with some urgency.

I spotted a hand waving in the sea. I realised it was Pancake. My dumb ladyboy had somehow drifted out beyond the last rocks and was drifting out to sea.

I picked up my phone and sprinted down to the shore. As I arrived the boat’s engine started with a roar and a puff of black smoke. I realised the two guys on board had seen my wife waving and were in the process of rescuing her.

I stood on the shoreline motionless. In what seemed like an eternity they reached Pancake and hauled her ass out of the water followed by her line green inflatable.

I waited for the boat to come ashore. The guys jumped down from the boat and manhandled Pancake off the bow. I was amazed and not a little annoyed to see she was still clutching the inflatable that had nearly claimed her life.

She stood by the boat unsure what to say to me.

The guy closest to me pointed to Pancake. “This your wife sir?”

I nodded and covered my face with my hands. “I’m so sorry.” I said. “My wife is a total idiot. She’s not used to living in this country.”

The tall guy shook his head. “Not to worry. Anything for a pretty lady. She’s very striking. Where did you get her.”

“Get her? Oh, we met in Thailand.”

“Oh fancy that. I’d love to go there and find me a mail order bride. It gets lonely down here, especially in the winter.”

“I can imagine.” I said. “Anyway, thanks again for saving her life.”

“No worries. We’re about to go out and show off in our speedboat. It makes up for our tiny cocks.”

I laughed and the guy winked at me. I guess he knew my wife’s secret.

“Come on Pancake.” I said. I put my arm around my wife and lead her away.


Chapter 5: The Blazing Row

“You stupid bitch!” I shouted at her when we were out of earshot. “You could have drowned.”

She started with the fake tears.

“And you can stop those you silly slag.”

I looked at her crotch. “And if you’re getting turned on by the whole incident then I’m even more outraged.”

She put on her demure look, the same expression she used when I’d discovered she’d memorised my credit card’s pin number.

She looked me straight in the eye. “Punish me.”

I was furious with my wife. She had caused me huge embarrassment, and I was mortified to think I might have lost her forever. But my love for her ran deep. I’d been jerked around in so many other relationships, but she was just so refreshingly honest, especially compared to the biological women I’d dated, and even been engaged to on one occasion.

I let the air out of the inflatable mattress. “I’m gonna take it home with us. If you’ve been a bad girl then you’ll have to sleep on it.”

I pointed to her belly. “Now strip. Take that swimsuit off.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Strip.”

She pulled the halter strap over her head and slowly pushed the swimsuit down over her breasts.

“All the way.” I said in a firm voice.

She hesitantly pushed the material down her waist then over her hips. Her cock sprang up as the material cleared her groin.

I shook my head. “I can’t believe this disgraceful display is turning you on.” I said.

She slumped on the sand, one arm covering her naked breasts.

“I’m going back to the hotel. Stay here and sunbathe for at least thirty minutes. Then find your own fucking way back to the fucking guesthouse.”

I picked up the beach bag and took out her heels. I tossed them into the remains of a sandcastle. “You can keep your whore heels.”

I grabbed her black and turquoise halter swimsuit and handed her mobile phone to her. “You can keep your phone too, but don’t go whoring yourself on any dating apps.”

“See you later.” I said and blew her a kiss.

I started walking towards the town, scrunching her bathing suit in my hands.

I walked past a few teenagers having a barbecue. I had an idea.

I retraced my steps then flung my wife’s swimsuit onto the barbecue coals. I watched the material burn in a blaze of orange flame.

The teens looked at me open mouthed.

“My wife’s been a bad girl and needs to be taught a lesson.” I told them.

I took my wallet out of my shorts and flipped them a tenner. “Go get some beer.” I said.

“Cheers mate.” Said one of the group, pocketing the note.


Chapter 6: The Lost

I sauntered up the hill to the guesthouse, stopping en route to buy a crate of 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.

I pushed back the net curtain on the window. My phone pinged. It was a message from Pancake:

I’ve finished sunbathing, now wot?

I sent her a message back:

Come to hotel. Don’t be seen. I bought beer.

I cracked open a beer and pulled up a chair to the window. Now this could get interesting.

I sat and waited. A few people drifted away from the beach in cars or by walking to the bus stop.

No Pancake.

I wondered if I should call her. Experience had taught me however that Pancake did things on Thailand time.

I cracked open another beer. I looked at my phone. What the fuck was she doing?

I glanced at my shoes, wondering if I should go and look for her. Thank god I had the inflatable so she couldn’t have floated out to sea in a theatrical cry for help or something.

I looked again at the beach. There were two more figures approaching the main road. One was a guy, and the other was a woman draped in a long raincoat that definitely wasn’t seasonal for this time of year.

I squinted and looked more closely. Yes, it was Pancake and she was talking to a mystery guy.

What the hell was going on? My heart beat faster. Had she found a new guy?

They crossed the road, and appeared to be walking in the direction of our guesthouse.

As they approached I could see that Pancake had forgotten to fasten up her coat. I caught a glimpse of her cock, swinging free and carefree. I chuckled. That was my chaotic ladyboy wife.

They stopped walking and were discussing something.

A young couple passed them and I could see the guy looking straight at my wife. I wondered if he had also caught a glimpse of my wife’s exposed penis.

The guy’s partner put her arm in his and they carried on walking down towards the beach. The guy glanced back, so I was pretty sure something about Pancake had captivated him.

At last my wife and the mystery guy started strolling towards the guesthouse. Now I could make him out a lot more. He was about my age, but had a trendy hipster style beard and was dressed in smart casual wear.

I stepped back from the window as I didn’t want my wife to know how much I missed her. They kept approaching the guesthouse then disappeared out of view as the balcony obscured the final couple of metres of the pathway. I wondered if I should go down to the reception area. Pancake’s English was much better these days, although she struggled with tenses and it was always difficult to know if she had done something or was going to do it.

Around five minutes after my last confirmed sighting of my wife I heard the corridor outside creak. There was a fumbled attempt to open the door and then laughter - my wife’s raucous laugh.

The door sprung open and Pancake appeared in the doorway, larger than life. I couldn’t help but smile. I looked down and pointed to her crotch. “Your dick’s showing.”

She laughed even more, then peeled the coat off and threw it towards the bed. It landed in a crumpled heap by the almost completely deflated lime green bed.

My wife rocked on her heels. “Did you miss me?” She asked, massaging her cock and flicking her nipples with her long fingernails.

I was furious with her, but at the same time she was my beloved wife, liability or not.

She turned and went out in the corridor, without a thought in the world about who might see her perky nipples or her now semi-erect penis.

She returned holding the hand of the guy who I’d seen her with walking up from the beach.

“This is Claude.” My wife said, ushering him into the room.

“Very nice to meet you.” The guy said with a strong French accent.

“He’s on holiday too.” My wife said, stroking his spiky dark hair.

My wife strolled over to the TV table and took a couple of beers out of the crate. She tossed one to our new visitor and opened one for herself.

“Fuck the beach. Now let’s have some real fun.” she said. With that she did a twirl and kicked the door shut with her heel.


Chapter 7: The Found

“So what’s the plan?” I asked my wife, taking another sip from my can of beer.

“Remember what we talked about on our first wedding anniversary?” She asked me.

I nodded with a heightening sense of anticipation.

“Let’s do it.” She said. She took a long swig of beer and put her can down next to the TV. She walked behind our guest and slid his jacket off his shoulders.

She looked at me. “Sit.” She said, motioning towards the comfy armchair at the far side of the bed.

I sat down and my wife started unbuttoning Claude’s shirt. The guy had a decent chest. He was no bodybuilder, but it was pretty obvious he’d been working out. His chest was hairless too, and I imagined he was a regular at some Gaelic salon that was big into mansculpting.

“You don’t mind?” He asked me in his thick accent.

I took a swig of beer.

“I saw your wife on the beach nude. She didn’t look happy. When I looked closer I saw she was ladyboy. It’s always been a fantasy of mine to visit Thailand.”

“Try before you buy, huh?” I asked.

“You sure you’re okay with this?” He asked again.

We’d talked about a threesome over a boozy anniversary dinner but I was more the cerebral type whereas my wife would actually get on and do the shit we talked about. It felt really weird to have a strange guy in our room but my heightened state of arousal was telling me that a part of me was very okay with this.

I nodded and grinned at Pancake. She licked her lips and unbuckled Claude’s belt. She tugged at the waistband of his trousers and they slid down his legs.

“Oooo look.” Pancake said with a tone of amazement. She pointed at Claude’s shins.

“Yeah, they’re called sock suspenders.” I said.

My wife pushed Claude’s trousers down around his ankles so she could get a better look. She pulled the black garter on his left leg then released it.

“Ouch!” Claude exclaimed, wincing.

“Pancake!” I shouted.

She motioned for him to step out of his trousers then started massaging his boxer shorts. “Mmmm, silk.” She said, then kissed his fly.

“Feeling better?” She asked him. “Sorry I hurt you just then.”

Claude grinned and put a hand on my wife’s left breast.

“You can squeeze harder.” My wife said, guiding his other hand towards her right breast.

“Feel great, don’t they?” I asked him, taking another sip of beer.
“Yes they feel so natural.”

“One of her ex-boyfriends paid for them.” I said. “He was a Belgian. He had a tiny dick though, didn’t he Pancake?”

“Eh?” My wife exclaimed, looking at me.

“Philippe.”

My wife’s eyes rolled. “His dick was small but his wallet was huge.”

She put a firm hand on Claude’s boxer shorts and squeezed his package. “You’re big.”

Claude looked down at my wife’s cock. “You’re also very large.” He slipped out of his shirt and stared at Pancake like she was the hottest thing he had ever seen.

Pancake tugged at his silk boxer shorts and his dick shot up to attention. The shorts slid down his legs and Pancake cupped his balls in her hand, massaging them and no doubt comparing them to mine and every other farang she’d fucked.

“Smooth.” She mewed as her hands massaged his shaved ball sack. She rubbed the back of her index finger down his neatly shaved landing strip of pubic hair.

“Should I grow my hair back darling?” Pancake asked me, looking down at her own hairless cock and balls.

I started rubbing my own privates through the shiny material of my Bermuda shorts.

Pancake laughed. “Thinking of your own cock now?”

Pancake stretched to full height. In her heels she was an inch or two taller than Claude. She put her arms on his shoulders and pushed him to his knees. “I’m your princess.” My wife said and Claude opened his mouth as my wife pushed her cock deep inside his mouth.

Claude gagged and my wife withdrew.

“Sorry, I’ve not, uh, sucked a dick before.” He said, wiping away some spittle from the side of his mouth.

My wife motioned for Claude to stand up. “This is how you do it.” She said, then wrapped her arm round his backside and engulfed his entire cock in her gaping mouth.

Claude gasped and looked down to see my wife deep throating his cock like the pro that she was. She gurgled then retched as pre-cum and spittle and no doubt some of her part digested fish and chips intermingled.

I stroked my cock with more urgency. I was worried that my wife was taking a real shine to our European guest, but at the same time seeing my wife pleasuring another man was an intense turn-on.

Claude had just about forgotten my presence in the room and started thrusting then put his hands on my wife’s head, pushing her so deep that I thought she might swallow his balls too.

He let out a deep moan and my wife gagged and pulled her head back. She turned her head and retched and a sticky mess dropped out of her smudged lipstick lined mouth and onto the rug.

“You’re paying the cleaning bill.” I told my wife as she wiped the tears away from her eyes.

Claude seemed hesitant but then my wife put her hand around his cock and started jerking him till he got as hard as he was a few moments ago. Then she opened her mouth wide and guided it over Claude’s throbbing member.

I pulled down my Bermuda shorts and started massaging my balls. I’d deep throated my wife on numerous occasions but now it was like I was an observer of our own intimate fun and games.

Claude looked like he was about to cum so my wife withdrew and took his hand. She guided him onto the bed. Then she took my hand. “Let’s play.”

She walked over and retrieved her handbag from the beach bag. She opened it and took out a green condom packet and a small tube of lube. My wife put the condom packet in her mouth and walked back to the bed. She climbed onto the bed and stroked Claude’s cock, reaching through his legs and massaging the area between his ass and balls. Claude’s eyes widened and his cock stiffened.

My wife opened the packet and put the condom between her lips.

I climbed on the bed and stroked her ass. “Watch this party trick.” I said.

My wife grabbed hold of Claude’s hips then pushed her mouth onto his solid cock.

“Wow, amazing.” She said as he watched my wife roll the latex down his penis.

“Good girl, you’ve got it all the way down this time.” I said, slapping her ass. I took the tube of lube and squirted some gel on my fingers. I massaged it into her asshole while she assumed a doggy position.

I motioned for Claude to move towards my wife’s spreading ass. “She’s all yours.” I said.

My wife smiled as Claude pushed his cock into her experienced asshole.

“Oh fuck.” He said as my wife’s anal muscles tightened around his member.

I stroked my wife’s hair as Claude began thrusting. I knelt on the bed and pushed my own throbbing cock into my wife’s mouth.

“Happy second anniversary.” I said, taking her head in my hands and pushing my cock so deep I could feel the back of her throat. She gagged and that only made me push deeper. My whore of a wife was getting what she truly deserved after that disgraceful neglect of her precious own life on the beach.

Claude slapped my wife’s ass.

“Harder.” I said. “Give her a spanking, the fucking bitch needs to be disciplined.”

I slapped her face with the palm of my hand. “Don’t fucking ever do that again you fucking bitch.”

I motioned with my head towards my wife’s cock. “You can stroke it too if you want.”

I pushed a little too hard into my wife’s mouth and she gagged. I felt a warm flow of chunky liquid around my cock and instinctively withdrew.

My wife coughed and spewed all over the bedspread.

“You’re paying for that you fucking whore.” I said, taking a handful of her hair and making her sure she had seen the disgusting mess she’d thrown up.

Claude seemed to lose his stroke and stopped thrusting. My wife pulled forward and rolled over, getting the mixture of pre-cum and spittle and vomit entangled in her hair.

She stuck her feet up in the air. “Wow, you’re flexible.” Claude remarked, rolling the condom back fully down his cock.

My wife parted her legs like a filthy gymnast. Claude pushed his cock back into her asshole. Now he was like a raging bull, maybe stirred on by being able to see my wife’s own stiff cock and her expensively sculpted breasts jiggling as he thrust into her tight little asshole.

I took hold of her hair then realised I’d stuck my hand in the gooey mess. I slapped her face again. “Messy bitch.”

She reached out and started stroking my cock in one hand, and reached down and massaged her own rock solid dick in the other. My wife was plainly enjoying this session as she gripped my cock harder than I’d ever felt her do so before.

I looked at Claude thrusting into my wife and how erect she was and how massive the smile on her face was. I crawled over to her so she could suck my dick some more. She took my cock in her hand and tugged it so hard that I orgasmed, spurting out cum all over my wife’s face.

She put her hand to her face and felt the cum on her cheeks, on her lips and even some on her eye lash. It was in her hair and on the sheets and even splashed her ear.

She looked at Claude. “Big strong French man. Fuck my asshole!”

Claude gripped her hips pushing him deeper into her ass. My wife squealed in delight and guided his hands onto her own cock. Claude tugged at my wife’s penis, massaging it and enjoying that unique moment in your life when you actually touch an aroused cock that isn’t your own.

My wife bent her spine so she could caress Claude’s smooth chest and play with his wiry public hairs.

She teased his nipples with her long pink fingernails. He seemed like he could take it no more. He arched his back and let out a huge moan, then orgasmed hard, pumping an expanding condom full of semen into my wife’s ass.

I massaged my wife’s breasts. “Good anniversary?” I asked her.

“Wonderful.” She said, motioning to her cock. “Finish me.” She said.

I stroked her cock and squeezed her balls.

“Am I forgiven?” She asked me, fluttering her eyelids.

“Yeah, but don’t get that cum in your eye.” I said with a grin.

“Ooo baby.” She said and a long opaque line of cum spurted out of her cock landing along her chest and splashing her breasts.

Claude rolled over and lay on the bed. “Fuck.” He said, holding his hands to his temples.

My wife leaned over and ran her long fingernails down his chest. “My friend would love to meet you.” She said.

“Are you talking about Annie?” I asked her.

She nodded, stroking Claude’s re-stiffening cock.

I went to the bathroom and pulled half the toilet paper off the roll. “You messy slut.” I said, grinning at my wife.

“What’s Annie like?” Claude asked me.

“Oh, about five ten with D cup breasts and a frigging massive cock. She’s sweet as hell but we had to bribe the cops to keep her out of jail after some Russian prick started trash talking about her on Pattaya seafront.”

Claude put his hand on my wife’s ass and I thought he was going to go again.

I took a well deserved swig of beer. “Yeah it turns out Annie’s knowledge of the Russian language is matched only by her kick boxing prowess.”

I slumped in the armchair watching my wife explore our new friend’s body. “My wife will hook you up with her. She’s in the countryside at the moment. She went to lay low for a while.”

My wife kissed Claude on the cheek and went to find her phone.

Claude’s eyes followed my wife’s ass around the room.

“Fuck!” She cried out as she almost toppled off her heels.

“You can take those off, you know.” I said to her as I drank more beer.

Claude sat up on the bed and looked at his stiffening cock. “Uh, this isn’t gay what we’re doing is it?”

I laughed. “I thought you French guys were into that, what with the kissing and stuff.”

He smiled.

My wife flicked through her phone. Then she pushed the screen in Claude’s face.

“Mon dieu. A striking lady. Those legs… wow!”

My wife scrolled some more.

Claude’s eyes widened.

I shook my head. “I don’t know if other guy’s wives have their friends’ cock photos on their phones.”

Claude reached up to kiss my wife. “Thanks for everything.”

He turned to me. “Uh, what do we do now?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. Surprisingly we’ve not had a threesome before.”

I took a swig of beer. “Maybe you go off with my wife and I marry Annie.”

Claude laughed. “I really want to meet her sometime. Maybe in the new year? Isn’t that a good time to visit Thailand?”

I nodded. “It’s glorious that time of year. But it won’t be as fun as sleepy Dorset.”


Chapter 8: The Breakfast

“More sausage, son?” Asked the guesthouse owner.

“Huh?” I said, still thinking about yesterday’s threesome.

The guesthouse owner thrust a frying pan in my face.

“Oh, no, sorry I had enough sausage yesterday.”

I looked at Pancake to see if she’d got the joke but she was too busy scrolling through her social media feed.

“Go across the road and get us some snacks for the train journey.” I told my wife, handing her a tenner.

She smiled and took the crisp note out of my hand.

“And don’t just get a pack of cigarettes.” I added as she sashayed her way across the lobby.

The guesthouse owner handed me a receipt. “Thanks for booking with us. I hope you come again.”

He leaned over. “Uh, if you don’t mind me asking, is your wife a, uh.”

“She’s from Thailand, yes. A Thai bride.”

He put his hand next to his mouth, as if to prevent being overheard.

“You know, ever since my wife passed away I’ve been interested in finding me one of those, uh…”

“Mail order brides?”

“Oh no, you know, a chick. A chick with a dick.”

I laughed. “Oh I know what you mean. Yes she’s one of those too.”

“Amazing.” He exclaimed. “I never thought we’d get one of those staying here. I mean we’ve had gay couples before. My wife never approved of those, bless her.”

My wife re-entered the lobby clutching two four packs of lager. “I got change too.”

I laughed “A liquid lunch, huh?”

I looked at her flimsy black running shorts. “Your cock’s showing out of the bottom of those.”

The guesthouse owner’s eyes lit up.

I shook my head. “Well you know, when you marry one of these your life is never anything less than dull.”
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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


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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