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PART ONE

Book 1: The Case of the Prolific Panty Thief


The Visitors

It was a little after 3 pm. I was deep into a mid-afternoon carb-induced slump.

A couple of hours earlier I had eaten a wheel sized pizza and guzzled a 660 ml bottle of local beer at the Pinky Pasta franchise a few doors along from my office. I didn’t usually overindulge at lunchtime, but the weather was cold and I was ravenous.

Alone (as usual) in my tiny office, I was dressed in the sissiest outfit I owned. It was a pink satin maid costume with long sleeves and long pink ribbon loops around the wrists that always seemed to snag on something.

I wore it partly because I had some ideas about doing a bit of mid-afternoon spring cleaning. That idea never materialised, however.

Instead, I sat down on my comfortable office chair, turned on the computer and did the usual rounds of checking the various websites I check on a regular basis.

Emails… no new messages. World news site… no new news of any interest.

Reaching down under the cheap Formica desk that doubled as my global centre of operations, I hitched up my white polyester long knee socks. Damn, they never stayed up.

At the same time I retied the ribbons at the tops of each sock and patted down the white lace trims so they hung down as they were supposed to.

I was looking cute today.

I navigated to the browser tab that was showing my favourite online shopping site. The weather had really got cold these past couple of days. I wanted to look for some grey woolly thigh-high socks that I’d seen a girl wearing while I was in Pinky Pasta. I’d never really developed a fetish for wool and woollens, but being warm would definitely take priority over satisfying a clothing fetish.

Uh, what was that?

A beeping sound woke me from my thoughts.

Damn, it was the intercom.

A visitor? But I hardly ever got visitors!

The management company had promised us a video link to the front door, but nothing had ever been installed. Instead, we just got a crackly voice line and a button that had a roughly 50/50 chance of remotely unlocking the front door.

I was surprised the front door was locked. Usually it was open and people just came in and headed straight to the elevator because they’d been here before.

I pressed the intercom button and said “Hello…?” nervously.

It was a lady’s voice at the other end. “Is that Mr Spencer-san?”

“Er, yes, it is.”

“We were told you might be able to help up. We have a… a… case you might be able to help us with.”

“Oh, Okay” I replied. This sounded interesting, if unusual. My few cases to date had come in by email or phone. None had ever walked in the front door.

“I’m on the 5th floor. Just walk straight out of the elevator and I’m the 2nd door on the left.”

“Okay thank you, we’ll come on up”.

Damn. Visitors. Damn, damn, damn.

I started to do my emergency de-dress procedure. A guy wearing a pink girlie frilly dress wasn’t exactly a great first impression to give a potential new client.

I loved this dress but the cheap Chinese back zip was a bitch to unzip. I did a mock-fairy dance across the floor of my office while trying to force the zipper down enough to get the damned thing over my head. I knew I needed size XXXXL but the order page only went up to XXXL.

I hoped and prayed that the elevator was currently on the 11th floor and would have to slowly amble down to the lobby before ascending again with my mysterious visitors.

Focus. Focus…

At last, the zip budged down enough and I threw the dress over my head and stuffed it into the bottom drawer of my desk.

The shoes were easier. Thankfully I was wearing my shiny black patent ballet pumps because I was thinking of doing some cleaning and heels weren’t made for that. I kicked off the pumps and threw them in the drawer on top of the maid dress.

I kept my white lace panties on. I wasn’t wearing a bra so that saved precious seconds.

I heard muffled voices in the corridor. The elevator must have been ready and waiting for them. I had seconds to find something half decent to wear…

I grabbed the blue men’s shirt and black trousers from the hat stand. I always kept a complete regular guy’s outfit there in case of such emergencies.

Where were my socks?

Damn, damn… damn.

I must have put them in the laundry pile but not replaced them with a new pair from the wardrobe.

I spotted a pair of white slippers by the hat stand. I put them on and forgot about the socks. Ah, this was Japan and a sock-less guy wasn’t anything out of the ordinary.

Just then there was a hesitant knock on the door.

“Just a minute,” I called out.

I was simultaneously trying to do up the buttons on the shirt and pull up the trousers to around my waist.

I had a quick scan of the room to make sure there wasn’t anything, er, weird on display. No, it all looked good.

I fastened a fourth button on the shirt. Ah, it was good enough. I hitched up my trousers so that the unbuttoned remainder of the shirt wouldn’t be too visible. Thankfully after years of chowing down healthy Japanese food, I didn’t have that much of a belly on me, so it wasn’t going to flop out everywhere if there weren’t sufficient buttons to hold it all in place.

There, I was half presentable.

I unbolted the lock and opened the door. A millisecond before it opened I remembered to check that my fly was done up and I flicked my hair to make sure it didn’t look like I’d just got out of bed, or just taken a pink sissy dress off over my head or something.

“Mr Spencer-san?” the woman at the door asked.

“Yes it is. Come on in.”

Both visitors took off their street shoes and entered my tiny office.

Jeez, the guy was freaking huge and I was a little unsure of whether he and his companion would physically fit on my tatty old green futon.

“Please, do sit down. I’m afraid the futon’s had better days but we’ve been though a lot together and I’m hoping she’ll see it out till the end of the year.”

The woman leaned forward and offered her hand. “My name’s Tamura. Tamura Sumashima.”

“Good to meet you Tamura.” I replied, still trying to get my head round the size of her still-silent companion. This was definitely the meatiest guy who’d ever been in this office, well except for my friend Dinky, but he was more blubbery whale than chiselled nightclub bouncer type.

“And this is my colleague Kendo-san.”

“Nice to meet you too, Kendo. Can I get you both some green tea?”

“No - it’s fine. We won’t trouble you for long.” She replied.

“So what seems to be the problem?” I asked them.

Tamura spoke up. “It’s our store. Our department store. You’ve probably heard of it. The name’s Dentokina.”

I’d heard of it of course. It was in Ikebukuro. I went there sometimes as there were some really good places to eat around there and it was a prime location to oggle fashionably dressed ladies.

“Yes I’ve heard of it. It’s really well known.”

“Yes it is.” Replied Tamura. “We have a little problem and we wanted to hire somebody to look into it for us. I mean… discreetly.”

“Well you’ve come to the right place. I respect the confidentiality of my clients. Whatever you tell me won’t go any further.”

“That’s reassuring. Anyway, we have a problem with theft from one of our departments. The lingerie department to be more specific.”

“Oh really?” I said. I knew that particular department. I’d once shopped there when I first came to Tokyo. I still had the pair of micro-thongs I bought there. One was black, the other white. They had turned into true favourites, and I wore them a lot. I remember I’d also bought some silicone gel pads there to make my bras look and feel more realistic too.

Lingerie was good, and very relevant to my interests. This sounded like an interesting case. A really interesting case…

“Do go on…”

“So yes, it started about two months ago. We noticed that our losses due to shoplifting were rising. Every store has some losses, but the ones in our lingerie department were 3-4 times the losses that we were experiencing in the other clothing departments.”

I’d worked on similar cases before. This shouldn’t be too difficult to solve, I thought. Plus they might pay quite well - especially if I found out who the culprit was.

“Okay. I should be able to help. I was involved in quite a few shoplifting cases while I worked in the police department. Some of the cases involved quite high profile locations. Naturally we kept things discreet. You don’t want news getting out - especially if staff are involved.”

Tamura smiled. “That’s… reassuring.” She said softly. I was starting to wonder if she was married. And what was her relationship with Kendo. So far the big guy had just sat there like an over-sized pillow.

I felt I should say something more at this point, but I wasn’t sure what else I could add.

I looked around my office, trying to keep interested in my visitors but at the same time starting to think about the case.

Then I caught sight of them at the side of my small filing cabinet. Uh, oh, I thought.

In my ever so brief pre-visitor sweep of my office I hadn’t noticed my favourite pair of black sissy platform heels were sitting on the floor, flush up against the filing cabinet.

I’d taken them off late last night, as my feet were aching a little but I was hooked on completing a level on the latest first person shooter I’d downloaded.

Oops…

I only hoped they were hidden in plain sight. But with three heart shaped buckles and two oversize clip on bows on each shoe, they were kind of conspicuous. Those shoes were made to be noticed!

I quickly refocused my eyes on my visitors. By now they were fidgeting on the sofa - a sure sign they were getting ready to leave.

“Thank you for coming today. I’ll get started on things right away.”

“That’s great. I hope you can help us. As you know due to the recession and the rise of Internet shopping we’re not in great shape financially. So losing stock is a real problem for us.”

Tamura and Kendo picked up their shoes and moved closer to the door.

As Tamura turned to leave, she opened the oversized beige bag she had been clutching.

“Here, this is for you.” She said in that ever so seductive voice of hers.

“Wow - a gift? Thank you.”

It was a little paper bag in their famous red and black colour scheme. Around one of the twisted paper handles was a gift tag.

“Maybe they will help you get started on the case. Give then to your wife or something.”

“Okay I will,” I replied, as Kendo opened the door and they both started to walk towards the elevator.

Damn, maybe she had seen my sissy heels after all and had guessed they were my wife’s.

Yeah, as if anyone would want to marry me, I thought.


The Gift

I should have started working on the case straight away, but I got a call from my parents back in England. Another Great Aunt on my father’s side had passed away, so I had to hear all about that.

Then I saw that it was time to eat again. so I went down the road for a takeaway Bento box.

I wasn’t even that hungry but I just liked to have a regular routine.

I was chewing on a slightly stale piece of salmon tempura when I suddenly remembered the little gift bag Tamura had given me as she left the office earlier that afternoon.

I retrieved the bag from where I’d left it on the top of the small filing cabinet. It was semi-hidden beneath the leaves of the Ficus that had lived there for the last 3 years. The plant was a moving in gift from a vague acquaintance I used to work with at the police department.

I really need to water that plant, I thought.

I sat down at my desk again and carefully opened the bag. It looked so nice, and I thought I would keep it and keep my collection of anklets and bracelets in it.

At first I thought the bag was empty.

I looked more carefully inside.

At the bottom was some frilly black lace.

I pulled it out from the bottom of the bag.

It was a small lace g-string. The tag said it was from their Platinum Girl collection. On the tag was a small photo of a woman wearing a pair of black satin panties on her very pert Asian ass.

I took hold of the g-string in both hands and stretched the elastic. I was dying to try them on - but would they fit?

I took off my regular guy’s trousers and then my shirt. I always tried new girly clothes on while nude. Sometimes I put on a pair of bedroom heels first, but not today. I didn’t want to risk the delicate fabric of these panties being ripped by the 6 inch heels of my current favourite clear perspex platform pole dancing shoes.

I walked over to the mirrored wall panels near the front door. I’ve no idea why the interior designers of my office thought it was a good idea to put a mirror in my office. Maybe it’s so my secretary (if I had one) could check her lip gloss before our important clients came for that crucial meeting.

Sadly I had neither a secretary nor important clients.

I guessed my current clients might pay me quite well though. But I’d have to make some inroads into solving their case first.

Some boxes of clutter obscured the mirror. I moved them into the other room, the one that could have been a good bedroom but it was in fact full of junk.

Now to the g-string panties…

Putting one hand on the hat stand to steady myself, I slowly drew them over my feet.

I hitched them up and they just about made it over my hips. Almost in place, I separated my buttocks so the narrow ribbon “g “ slotted into my ass crack. Then I smoothed down the front so that there was no ball sack showing.

Finally, I looked in the mirror.

Wow - they looked awesome. The front was sheer except for a small triangle at the base. You could just about make out my cock nestled beneath the lace, but much of my ball sack was hidden under the modesty triangle.

My cock was swelling and I wondered how the small panties would contain my male member.

I felt like masturbating and releasing my pent-up load. But I would wait until tomorrow. I wanted a full tank of sex hormones for the thrill of wearing them tomorrow when I visited the Dentokina department store.

I had a last look in the mirror to admire the panties.

They kind of inspired me to increase my female clothing budget a bit. Surely I deserved a bit more luxury in my life.

I needed more clients though. The rent on this place ate a big whole in my monthly budget. Christmas was coming up too, and I’d have to spend thousands of Yen on shipping stuff to various friends and relatives dotted around the globe.

I put my right hand on the panties and rubbed my fingers between the thin silky nylon material. I would definitely wear these for the rest of the day though. Maybe I’d sleep in them too…


The Uniform

I slept well that night. I didn’t wear the panties to bed after all. Instead I wore a nylon beach dress I’d got in a Bangkok shopping mall and some white thigh-high nylon socks. The dress wasn’t intended as sleepwear but I found the material clingy and supportive and comfortable. I’d made it my regular sleepwear.

Late in the afternoon I prepped my man bag and got ready to go visit Tamura at the Dentokina department store. She’d promised to show me around. Maybe I could suggest some security improvements, and check out the staff members to see if I anyone fitted my profile of a possible insider.

The department store was a fairly long journey from my office.

I was dressed in my usual anonymous guy wear: dark trousers, a blue shirt and a slightly tatty black overcoat.

Beneath my guy clothes I was wearing the black g-string panties that Tamura had bought for me. They felt really good. I was surprised because generally I preferred panties or just pantyhose and no knickers. This g-string was something special indeed.

I’d arranged to meet Tamura at 6 pm at the 3rd floor entrance to the lingerie section.

As soon as I stepped out of the elevator, she saw me and gave a little wave.

“Hey Tamura, how are you?” I asked.

“I’m good. It looks like we’re having a good day. The new winter sleepwear collection is proving to be a big success.”

I nodded. “That’s good. I could do with some new pyjamas. Now perhaps you can show me around.”

If she only knew what I really used for sleepwear, I thought.

Tamura beckoned for me to follow her. “Let’s check out the lingerie department. Oh, if anyone asks, you’re a shop fittings rep and we’re seeing if you could supply us with some new point of sale displays.”

“Sounds good,” I said, thinking that I really knew next to nothing about shop fittings. I did know rather more about lingerie though.

I looked around the department. It was a lot bigger than I’d remembered it.

There was only one way in, and one way out. After leaving the lingerie, you went past the elevators and turned left to go into bedding, and right to enter the every day women’s wear.

I noticed there weren’t any security cameras. In fact I hadn’t noticed any in the entire store.

“So you don’t have cameras then?” I asked Tamura.

“Oh, no, we don’t have those. Our customers enjoy our relative anonymity. Most of the customers spend cash and they know that they’re not going to end up with their shopping habits being discussed on social media.”

That was true I guessed. But it did make catching a shoplifter a lot more difficult.

Tamura continued, “Besides, we’ve never had a major issue with shoplifters before, certainly no worse than other stores. I guess our average customers are pretty honest. They have the cash to buy pretty much whatever they want. We don’t tend to attract that many tourists either. We’re well known, but we’re not as famous as some of the iconic stores in Ginza.”

That was quite a good way of putting it.

“Oh, by the way, I’m sorry I can’t introduce you to the department manager, Nanami. A VIP customer is currently shopping in the department so she has to attend to his every need.”

She must have meant the tall, foreign looking guy who was talking to two of the shop girls next to a display that had a mini waterfall, complete with real running water.

I was entranced by the super hot outfits the store assistants were wearing. They were wearing tight black long sleeved minidresses, opaque hosiery and wore sexy looking neck scarfs.

I had an idea.

“Oh, I could put one of my people in the department to keep an eye on things.”

“Oh, really?” replied Tamura. “That would be so great.”

“Yes I have a girl in mind. She’ll keep a close eye on things while I do some investigating elsewhere. Maybe you’re not the only store being hit by the thefts.”

“That would be really wonderful! If you could hold on for a few minutes I could run and get you a uniform for your girl. I’ll tell the other girls she’s a new trainee. We’re a little short staffed in this department - it gets really busy these days.”

“What size is she? If you know of course.”

“Uh, she’s about my size.” I told Tamura.

“Okay, I’ll see what we have in the stock room.” She replied, then went off to get the uniform. I took another look at the department.

The magician was now pulling pennies out from behind the ears of the shop girls and the few customers who were playing along.

Two tall Russian looking ladies came up to him. I presumed they were his assistants.

The taller one kissed him on the cheek and held up a pair of sheer hot pants on a hanger, twirling it before his eyes so he could check out their front and back.

He laughed and nodded. I guess she had got approval to purchase them. I guess they’d be using his credit card.

I had a little wander around the department. Nobody bothered me. I guess they knew I was with Tamura and not some regular customer.

They had some good stuff here - really good stuff. I made a mental note to do more shopping in bricks and mortar stores rather than just firing up the web browser and shopping online.

Feeling fabrics and sorting through racks of clothes looking for bargains - that was still a lot of fun.

I carried on wandering. I stopped at a really eye catching display. There was a large cardboard cutout of a female circus performer with a sparky leotard and super shiny gloss tights on.

It was called The Circus Collection and it seemed to have a few interesting items that you wouldn’t expect from a regular lingerie department. Of course, this was no ordinary lingerie department. This place was sexy clothes heaven!

The Circus Collection included a couple of shiny catsuits and also some really skimpy satin hot pants. They reminded me of when I had a hot pants phase. I think it lasted 3 years, then I went back to skirts.

I couldn’t resist touching the hot pants.

“Nice, aren’t they?” A woman asked me.

I was miles away. Tamura was standing right next to me. I hadn’t heard her walk up to me.

“Yes they are. Are they a good seller?”

“Oh this stuff sells pretty well. It tends to have higher margins than lingerie too, so we like to pack the store with stuff our wealthiest clients won’t be able to resist, even if it’s not strictly underwear.”

She looked around the store.

“So, do you have a good feel for the place now?”

“Yes. Yes I do. I could send my girl to come and keep an eye on things tomorrow.”

Tamura looked really pleased. “Good - I think we’re a bit short staffed tomorrow as it is. It would be great if she could cover the afternoon and evening. That’s normally when we’re most busy. Most of the incidents have happened in the afternoon.”

“That sounds like a plan.”

Tamura handed me a large cardboard bag. “Here’s your assistant’s uniform. I hope it fits okay. I’m usually good with sizes.”

I took the bag from her. I was feeling increasingly ecstatic with the idea of going undercover in this place. It would be a million times better than sitting in my office waiting for the phone to ring.

“Will you be in the store tomorrow?” I asked.

“Oh no, Kendo and I are driving to Yokohama to look at some spring collections. If your girl has any problems, get her to ask Nanami the department head for help. I’ve told her to expect your girl tomorrow. She keeps telling me the department’s short staffed so she’ll appreciate the extra hands.”

Tamura walked me to the elevator. All but one of the customers got out and started heading for the lingerie department. Already I was eyeing up the customer base for potential shoplifters.

“I hope everything goes well.” Tamura said. “As you can see, this department’s thriving and we need to make sure it continues to be highly profitable.”


The Shoes

I was half-way home and mentally going through the checklist of what I would need to go under cover.

Tamura had said that the uniform was pretty much complete. Because it was autumn, I’d need some black opaque pantyhose, and some black shoes, preferably a pair with some decent heels.

I suddenly realised that the footwear could be a big problem. I didn’t really have any suitable heels. Most of mine were in different colours, or they were for dressing up and strictly for bedroom use - not for standing around in a department store for hours on end.

I realised the Yamanote Line train was just pulling up at Shibuya station. It was the fashion mecca of Tokyo, so I guessed it would be a great place to buy shoes. I didn’t really have a lot of other choice. Usually I bought my shoes online. It was much easier to find guy-friendly sizes that way. Also it didn’t involve the hassle of dealing with shop girls watching your every move, or the usual joy to despair mood swings of finding incredible shoes, only to find that they stopped doing them in anything above a size 24.

I fought my way through the hoards of commuters and shoppers piling their way into the station and headed towards the Hachiko exit. I always liked to take a quick look at the bronze statue of Hachiko the dog. It was also a great place to people watch. But not today - I was in a real hurry. It was getting late and also I was in a dying hurry to try on the famous Dentokina shop girl uniform.

I made it to the famous Shibuya crossroads. There were so many stores here. I decided I’d head to the teen clothing mall across the road. I’d been there on many occasions so I knew that it had several shoe stores inside. I once saw a fabulous pair of black and white strappy heels there. I still think about them sometimes. I should have tried to buy them, but in those days I was really secretive about my crossdressing. Besides, I didn’t think they’d ever have them in my size.

Once in the mall, I walked round and round the floors, ascending the escalators when I had exhausted my options on a particular floor.

This shopping expedition was looking like a complete fail, but I had to press on.

On the fourth floor I found a boutique selling mostly shoes plus a few long socks and other winter legwear. This looked like my best chance.

I entered the store. It had a polished hardwood floor. Presumably it made heels sound awesome as customers tried them on and strutted their stuff round the store.

I looked around. The whole department store was full of trendy fashions but this store was a bit more refined. I was sure I’d find some office-lady type shoes in here.

I walked around the store a couple of times trying not to stop long enough for the shop girls to start hassling me. I needed time to think.

Soon I found a pair that looked fairly suitable. They had a small platform and a single ankle strap. They were also made of the black shiny patent material that I loved so much. They looked really comfortable too, with some white stitched padding to keep the soles of your feet from getting tired.

The shoes on display looked pretty small though.

I beckoned for one of the assistants hovering around me. “Do you have these in a size 26?”

The assistant picked up the right shoe and took it to show the girl on the till.

There was much discussion, and I think they were checking the point of sale machine.

The girl came back. Her name badge said she was called Kato and her hair was braided into a super cute style.

“I’m sorry Sir, they only go up to a size 23.5.”

“Oh, that’s a shame. They’re so pretty.”

“We have some others that go up to a larger size. Should I show you?”

I had to buy something - and tonight. “Yes, please do. My wife broke her office shoes today at work and I have to buy her some replacements. They have the vice-president of sales over from the USA, so she can’t go shopping by herself today.”

I used my backstory. Of course the shoes were for me. Maybe Kato had guessed. Maybe that’s why her and the other girl had talked for so long at the cash desk.

If she knew, then she didn’t let on. I was less bothered about being outed as a crossdresser these days. But I still found buying shoes a little awkward. If I did buy shoes in an offline store then I preferred those big warehouse type stores they had in the USA or the UK. You just find the box containing the style and size you want, then go find an empty aisle to furtively try them on.

I was daydreaming and didn’t notice Kato ushering me over to a display at the back of the store. Here they seemed to have some less trendy shoes. I guess they kept them here and put the more stylish designs at the front of the store.

“Sir, these go up to a size 28.” She said, pointing to a black pair of heels.

“It’s okay, I only need a size 26.”

“Oh, we do those too.” Kato replied, adding on a cute little giggle.

She took one of the shoes off the shelf and gave it to me.

The shoe was in a black matt material. There was no platform and the heel was quite tall. I guessed they were 4 inches, maybe 4.5 inches. They seemed quite high for everyday office lady wear.

On the front of the shoe was a sparkly buckle. I didn’t know if I liked it or not. I wasn’t usually a fan of such ornaments. I didn’t really do bling.

Given the height and the modest bling, maybe they were for special occasions. Like when the vice-president of sales is visiting the office and you have to look your damnedest.

Should I try them on? Kato didn’t give me any clues about whether she had seen through my story. I guess it was quite believable for workaholic Japan.

I wasn’t hugely keen on the shoes but they were kind of the best they seemed to have. Nothing else on the shelving piqued my intuition.

“They look okay. I’ll take them.” I guess I didn’t have too much choice really. I wanted to get home, and they would do for what could be a very temporary assignment. After that I was sure they’d head straight into our local supermarket’s shoe recycling container.

Thankfully they weren’t too expensive considering I was shopping in one of Tokyo’s most iconic fashion districts.

Kato put them in a box for me. While she did so I looked at the hosiery display. Did I have some suitable black tights at home? I was sure that I did, but even if I did I didn’t know if I had any that were truly ladder-free.

A few months ago I had picked up some tights and thigh-high stockings from a department store in London’s Oxford Street. I still had those, but they had largely disappointed me. Most had laddered after just a couple of days of wear.

I went over and selected a pair of black opaque tights that had a girl on the card insert showing off her shiny pins. I chose the M-L size and gave them to Kato.

“I’ll take these as well. My wife has a big day tomorrow so I want to make sure she’s fully prepared.”

Kato smiled and put those on top of the shoe box then put the whole lot in a large cardboard bag with a picture of a cute cat on the side.

I paid with some notes from my wallet. I was wondering if I should keep the receipt and put them on my expenses. I always seemed to be a little shy when it came to billing clients. It’s a wonder I managed to make any money at all.

Kato put the receipt inside the bag then handed it to me with both hands.

“Enjoy your evening.” She said chirpily.

If she only knew…


The Dressing

It was almost 9 pm by the time I got back to my office. Knowing that I had hardly anything worth eating there, I’d stopped off for some Raman noodles at the cheap place just outside the metro station. Luckily it wasn’t too busy, so I was able to put my bags of clothes and shoes on the counter without fear of leaving them behind. That would have been a serious setback.

Juggling bags and keys, I opened the front door to my office then threw all the bags down on the futon.

Now the fun could begin…

I stripped out of my regular guy clothes and hung everything up on the hat stand near the door. There they would stay until I had to go out again dressed as a regular guy, or in the unlikely event that I had some unannounced visitors.

I slipped the pile of clothes out of the big Dentokina carrier bag that Tamura had given me.

It was really impressive that she had really taken time to package everything beautifully. I wondered if she had once started as a shop girl, before moving up into the many layers of management that the store no doubt had.

Carefully I lifted up the long sleeved black dress. The red tissue paper wrapping slowly slid down as I unfolded the dress in order to size it up.

The dress was made from a nylon mix that had a slick sheen in the artificial lighting of my office. The back zip went all the way down to small of the back. I tried pulling the zip down. It slid down effortlessly and was definitely a quality brand, not like many of the cheap outfits I kept buying online used.

Something fell on the floor. I picked it up from where it had half fallen under the futon. It was a small yellow and brown packet of lavender potpourri. This shop thinks of everything, I thought.

There were some other items. There was a black silk scarf intended to be worn around the neck. I was secretly glad the uniform included that because it would completely conceal my Adam’s apple, making me even more passable than usual.

I was also amazed to find she had thrown in a packet of black opaque pantyhose. I needn’t have bought any after all. Still, it was good to have a spare pair.

Finally, I found the shiny red plastic belt. It was coiled up like a sleeping snake. I really looked forward to putting that around my waist. I definitely had a bit of a belt fetish.

Now it was time to have some fun trying on clothes.

I wondered if I should wear a bra with it. I guessed it was a good idea. I should at least make sure the dress looked the part when I was completely dressed for the role.

I went into the spare room and took out a pretty lace white bra from the right hand side of the wardrobe. That was Justine’s side.

The bra came with a matching pair of panties but I didn’t want to take off the black g-string that Tamura had given me. So I kept those on. Was it wrong to wear a non-matching bra and panties?

I hooked up the bra, then pulled it down in place over my chest. It was intended for an A cup girl and had plenty of padding that would take me up to a B cup. I wondered if that would look alright. I had some silicone gel chicken fillets I could stuff into a bra to take it up to a C or even a D cup. I thought a small chest would look fine with the uniform. I didn’t want to be at all memorable for any particular reason - after all, I was supposed to be undercover.

Back in the main room of the office I stood next to the mirrored wall tiles and hoisted the black dress over my head. After a mild case of claustrophobia I found the tops of the sleeves and the head hole and saw light again.

I slid the dress down my chest and brushed it down. It was a perfect fit - almost as if Tamura had guessed it was me going under cover. The snugness of the dress felt awesome, and my cock was starting to take notice.

Doing the zip up took a little while. I did a little dance while I tugged it up my back. The mid-section was tricky as hell, but then it effortlessly slid up to the neckline.

Next I took the tights out of the packet that came with the dress. I’d better wear their official ones, I thought. I could always keep mine in my handbag as a spare.

I carefully tugged the tights up my smooth legs. I’d shaved them the previous morning, and they were still silky smooth.

The tights were soft and I couldn’t resist rubbing them a couple of times.

I pulled them up to over my belly. I’d always had a preference for high waisted tights, and this pair were possibly the best pair I’d worn in years. I just hoped they stayed in place without sagging or rolling down over the waist.

Leg wear in place, I smoothed the dress down and fastened the red belt around my waist. The dress had no belt loops so I had to fasten it corset-tight. I noticed that the belt had a little gold heart-shaped locket hanging down which was very cute. As I walked around the office it made a little jangling sound.

I had a look in the mirror. Wow I looked hot. The dress was so tight - especially around my hips. You could almost make out my cock bulge. Well now it was swelling up and making itself a lot more obvious. I would have to be really careful not to get turned on while I was wearing this little number!

I looked at my feet. There was something missing from the outfit - shoes.

I opened the shoe box and took the wrapped up balls of perfumed tissue paper from out of the soles.

I tried one shoe on, and then the other. Oh, they were high, really high. Once I’d put both shoes on I had a little trouble balancing and had to hold onto the hat stand for balance.

I tried walking in the them. Thanks to my great sense of balance, I was usually pretty accomplished at walking in heels. But these were a challenge.

I slumped down in the futon. The dress gave a small ripping sound. Yikes - I would have to be very careful while wearing it. A wardrobe malfunction could be disastrous. I could blow my cover and reveal way too much about myself.

I felt all the way round the back of the dress but I couldn’t feel any tears. I’d definitely gotten lucky.

Standing again, I tottered over to the mirror. Ah, I’d forgotten the iconic neck scarf. I tied it around my neck then adjusted it so that the lace flower was facing my left shoulder, like the girl on their website I was using as a reference.

I had another look in the mirror - wow I looked really hot now. I rubbed my crotch area a few times. Ah, it felt so nice massaging my male member encased beneath the smooth dress, pantyhose and finally those sheer lace panties.

There was one more thing to try. I clomped over to the spare room and retrieved my black long haired wig from Justine’s side of the wardrobe.

It was my most expensive and highest quality wig. I reserved it for ‘going out’.

I fastened it and had one final look in the mirror. I was ‘complete’ and looked awesome. Tomorrow I’d add on some make up and maybe some jewellery and Justine would be ready for going undercover. It could be her most exciting assignment yet!


The Store

It was 11 am. I said I’d send my undercover girl Justine to work in the department store from 1 pm to 9 pm. It was a pretty long shift, but I was sure ‘Justine’ was up to it.

So far I’d wasted the morning, accomplishing precisely nothing. Now I was cutting it a bit fine for going to ‘work’.

I had a shower, then did my makeup. I wasn’t a makeup expert, but looked pretty good I reckoned.

After quickly putting the uniform on it looked like I was back on schedule again. There was time for one last touch. I rummaged around in my drawer of miscellaneous stuff. Ah, I had thought I had some. I pulled out a bottle of nail varnish that was languishing between a pair of marker pens I was pretty sure no longer worked.

Good, I thought, the colour pretty much exactly matches my red Dentokina belt.

I went to the other room and sat on the futon while I carefully painted my finger nails. I didn’t want to spill any of the bright red pigment on my pristine dress.

Usually I just painted my toenails, but this was a special occasion after all.

At precisely two minutes past 12, I left my office and headed towards the metro station. I grabbed a quick sandwich and a fruit juice from Rabbit Mart.

I must have looked hot, because I could feel many mens’ eyes on me. It was definitely confidence boosting.

I was glad when I stepped into the metro carriage and found it wasn’t at all full. I even found a seat. That was great because these shoes were definitely hard on my feet. I wondered how I would ever manage to stand in them all afternoon and most of the evening. Maybe I should have volunteered for a shorter shift, or spent the morning seeking out a better pair of shoes.

It was far too late for that now.

I got to Dentokina and headed straight to the lingerie department.

I looked round trying to decide who to approach first.

“Yoo hoo!” called out a girl who came racing over to meet me.

“Hi - I’m Misako. Are you the new girl Justine? We’ve been expecting you.”

“Yes,” I replied. “I’m Justine. It’s great to meet you too. I am so looking forward to working here.”

Well that wasn’t a lie at all - this was a likely to be a genuinely awesome assignment.

“Oh, they’ve made a name badge for you. Let’s go and find it. Then I’ll show you around.”

Misako ushered me to the cash desk. She introduced me to two of the other shop girls. I tried to remember their names. It was good that they had name badges.

I didn’t think there were any guys who worked here - well apart from me. Japan is still very traditional and I’d expect the guys would be working in the audio visual department, or maybe in menswear.

As we walked over to the cash desk I was aware of how good the uniform felt. And now I could walk just behind Misako I could also appreciate how hot it looked too. I only hoped my ass looked as good as Misako’s did in that tight little black dress.

“There you go,” she said, handing me my new name badge. I hoped she hadn’t caught a glimpse of me eyeing up her ass.

The name badge was gold. It had my name ‘Justine’ printed in black lettering in English, and also the Japanese katakana equivalent. Next to my name were a little Japanese and American flag to denote that I spoke both Japanese and English.

“It’s good you can speak English. We have so many foreigner customers.”

Misako covered her mouth as she gave a little giggle. “My badge shows I speak English but I’m terrible! I used to skip English class at high school and go shopping with my friends.”

She looked at me. “Are you half-blood? You look exotic.”

I wasn’t sure if she meant it as a complement or not.

I clipped the badge onto the dress, trying to get it as straight as Misako had managed with hers.

“My dad’s English, my mom’s Japanese.” I said, fumbling with the badge. I was scared the pin might accidentally puncture one of my silicone pads I was using to give myself a B cup chest.

“Here, let me help you.” She said, already reaching out to give me some assistance.

She got right up close to me and I could smell that her gorgeous curly hair smelt of strawberries. Our hands touched and I noticed how soft her skin felt.

I had to be careful. She was standing so close to me that I was afraid she might feel the bulge in my panties brushing up against her chest.

For the first time I noticed I was pretty tall in these heels. I towered over Misako, who was wearing some shiny black patent kitten heels. I envied her choice - they looked way more comfortable than my towering heels were.

“There, that’s better.” Misako said. “Now I’ll show you the staff area where you can put your things.”

“Uh,” I replied, then realised I’d brought a handbag along with me. For a second I was in guy mode, basking in the sultry feminine features of who might eventually become my best female friend.

“Okay, let’s go”.

The staff area was quite small, but it had some lockers, a small kitchen area and a table with some of those little plastic stools you never seem to see outside of Asia.

“You can keep your things here. It’s quite safe. We girls trust each other. We’re like sisters.”

That felt reassuring - but was it the truth? In most of the shoplifting cases I’d been involved with over the years quite a significant number of them were staff related.

“So what do I do now?” I asked Misako.

“Oh, Nanami said you could help me check the stock levels of our hosiery collection. Customers hate it if we don’t have their size. You’ve got to watch out. Small to medium sells out real quick, but the taller customers get annoyed if they can’t see their favourite designs in medium to large.”

“Okay, let’s go do that” I said, following Misako onto the shop floor.


The Bitches

It reached 4 pm. Nothing had really happened. It seemed quite a slow day.

I had to do a lot of bending and looking into the drawers beneath the hosiery racks, trying to locate the packets for the designs that needed to be replenished.

I had seen a killer pair of black 20 denier thigh-highs with blood-red lace tops. I vowed to return to the store and buy them some day.

4 pm turned into 4:30 pm. Usually this was the time of day I started to think about dinner. But not today. I had to look sharp - and - goddammit, I had to watch my figure!

A couple of new customers entered the lingerie section. They were both women in their late 30’s, with a lot of makeup and some expensive but fairly tasteless clothing.

The only other customers were a couple of old ladies and a young guy on his own that was acting a little furtively. Every time somebody got remotely close to him he abandoned his browsing of that display and walked around aimlessly till the other people went elsewhere.

Two mannequins wearing black babydolls were obscuring my view of that part of the department. I tried to think of what was on that particular display.

He was back there again.

I stretched my right calf. Damn, these shoes were really uncomfortable. They would have been fine to wear back in my office, where I never need to walk more than a couple of metres. Wearing them all afternoon though - that was starting to look like a real endurance test.

The young guy was bending over and I could no longer see his face. It looked like he was choosing some merchandise.

Aha - I thought, remembering what was there. That was the section for uplifting aids. He was probably a crossdresser buying something to stuff into his bra. The store sold quite a an extensive range of them as so few of their Japanese female customers went beyond a B cup.

I thought of going to assist him but I didn’t want to scare him off, or to blow my cover for that matter.

By now the two ladies had picked up a whole stack of merchandise. I realised there were no baskets in the lingerie department. I guessed the big spenders usually had personal shoppers or assistants to carry around their intended purchases for them.

My feet were starting to ache. Damn these new shoes, I thought. I really needed more time to wear them in, or spent more time choosing ones that would have been more comfortable for this undercover role.

I looked towards the two ladies again. They were now struggling and at one point almost juggling with the expensive merchandise. I walked towards them.

“Here, let me help you with those, ladies.”

Without saying anything, they piled all their shopping on to me. They were so forceful I almost toppled backwards into the slips. I wasn’t used to these heels at all.

“Where is changing room?” One of the ladies enquired in broken English. I guessed they were Chinese.

I tried to point in the direction of the changing rooms but my left arm was buried under various babydolls and nightgowns.

“You take us.” Said the other one.

I turned and they began to follow me. My right hand was trying to stop a satin chemise from slipping onto the floor. I’d only been working in the department for a few hours but I already knew they were one of the priciest items in the whole department.

We reached the changing rooms. A short haired girl called Kimi was on duty just outside the entrance. She waved us through to the changing rooms.

“You - help us choose clothes.” Said the first Chinese lady, beckoning to me.

The changing rooms were large and bulky, and there were a couple of chairs in there, a small table with a bowl of mints and of course a mirror.

I staggered into changing room three and bundled the various items of clothing onto one of the chairs. Then I proceeded to put as much of it as I could on the hangers on the opposite side to the mirror.

They had chosen some of the most expensive items in the store. I was wondering if they were the shoplifters. But somehow these ladies looked like they wanted to be seen spending a lot of money, be it their own or somebody else’s.

The second lady started undressing. She was so brazen that she didn’t even pull the curtain first. Although it was the end dressing room, I was pretty sure she could be seen from the shop floor.

I could not fail to admire her figure though. Damn, those Chinese women really looked after their bodies. They didn’t smoke or drink or eat wheel sized pizzas like the women did in the UK or America. But I found that they were somewhat lacking on the inside, and not nearly as fun as the girls I went to uni in London with.

By now the lady was unhooking her bra. The other lady was sitting down, undoing the straps of her ostentatious platformed heel shoes.

The undressing lady threw her bra on the pegs then rolled down her panties. I caught a glimpse of her still firm B cup breasts. Hers looked so real and awesome and a whole lot better than my couple of silicone packets stuffed into a padded bra.

I lowered my gaze and was about to look at what delights were revealed beneath her knickers. However, at that moment her bra fell off the pegs. I bent down to pick it up off the floor.

The now almost nude lady turned to face me, and I stayed in the crouched position. Then she gripped my head then pushed it towards her pantyless crotch. “Rick. Rick my pussy.”

At first I wasn’t sure what she meant.

“Rick my pussy, bitch.”

She pushed me in further. I felt humiliated and also turned on. I’d never been to a dominatrix but maybe it was something I should get into.

Their English was so bad. I wondered if I should tell them my Mandarin Chinese was pretty good, if a little rusty. I had a gift for languages. When I worked for the police I found a lot of the foreigners I helped were Chinese. They were just so good at getting into trouble.

I reckoned that right now I was in trouble too. The lady’s pussy was hairy and not well manicured and it smelt like old cheese. Ugh. This was not turning into a good day.

I recoiled in disgust.

“Bu hao chi” I said in my best Mandarin. It meant bad eating.

The lady pushed me back and I clattered against the changing room chairs. Ouch, that hurt.

Her face was going red. She was pissed.

She grabbed my hair and pulled. Although I took ages putting it on properly, my wig half came unstuck from my head.

Both ladies laughed at me cruelly.

I got to my feet. What could I do? I couldn’t fight back. I’d just have to take it like the big sissy girl that I was.

I decided to flee, then realised I should retain my composure, and maybe open the curtain first too. I flailed at the curtain. The damn crooked wig was obscuring most of my eyesight.

At last I found the edge of the curtain and I yanked it open and walked briskly out at my fastest speed that wasn’t actually running.

I was close to tears. I’m sure my manly British stiff upper lip I’d inherited from my father’s side wouldn’t let me cry in public. But I was sure my face looked flushed. I hoped my makeup didn’t run. I didn’t think to bring any more with me.

Thankfully none of the other girls were anywhere between me and the exit.

Once out of the department I started running towards the customer washrooms so I could compose myself and reset my wig. Maybe I could sit down on one of the toilets too, and have a well deserved rest. I really needed a break but I wasn’t supposed to go on one until 6:30 pm.

In the washroom I adjusted my wig. It didn’t look as bad as I’d feared.

I was ready to face the world again, or the Dentokina lingerie department at least.

I opened the washroom door.

Damn, the Chinese ladies were just leaving the lingerie department. They both carried large black shopping bags.

Good, I thought. At least they’d bought something.

I thought of hiding out in the washroom but it was too late. They’d already seen me and were about to walk past me on the way to the elevator.

“Bye bye pussy girl” one of them called out to me. They both descended into catty laughter.

I said nothing - witty replies weren’t my forte. Besides, I didn’t want to get fired on my first day. Now that would have been humiliating.

I slowly walked back into the lingerie department.

Misako came up to me. “Are you alright? Those Chinese ladies, they spent so much but they’re really trashy and rude.”

“It’s okay,” I replied. “I’m finding it quite hard work. And my new shoes, they’re not good for standing in.”

“Oh you poor dear, maybe you can take my break time. I’m due to go for a rest at 5:15 pm.”

“No, it’s okay. You have your rest. I’ll manage.” I said, rotating my right ankle around trying to get some circulation going.

“Oh - if you like I could see if we have some flat shoes you could wear. Asaka often wears some as she suffers from poor circulation and gets swollen ankles sometimes. She never locks her locker in the staff room. I’m sure she leaves her flat shoes in there as she wears her trainers too and from work.”

“Wow - that would be great.”

Misako looked at my feet. “Your feet are really big. I’m guessing you’re a 25.”

I was surprised at how accurate she was. “I’m a 26 actually, but you were very close.”

“I know, I used to work in the shoe department, but when a position became free in lingerie I made the switch. Shoes is hard work, this is easier.”

“I can imagine.”

“Let me see if I can find those flat shoes for you,” Misako said as she bounded off towards the direction of the staff room.

I wasn’t particularly tall by Western standards, but my feet were at the upper scale of womens’ shoe sizes in Japan. I wondered if Misako had any inkling as to why my feet were so oversized. It wasn’t too critical if I got my crossdressing cover blown, but it might work against me if the culprit was a member of staff.

While Misako went to fetch the shoes, I waited by the more conservative range of panties. They looked comfortable and homely, like the kind of panties you would wear to bed if you had a thing for panties.

I picked up a pair of big maxi pants. They were in an off-white satin. They were big but soft and I felt somewhat turned on by them. Maybe after a decades long thong craze it was time to try something new.

I flipped the price tag. 1,299 Yen. That wasn’t bad, and well within my budget. I wondered if I’d get too much VPL though if I wore them with the tight black dress I was wearing.

“Do you like them? My mom wears those types of panties.” I hadn’t noticed Misako had come back, and she was holding a pair of what looked like very comfortable flat ballet pumps.

“Uh, I’m not sure.” I replied, quickly putting them back on the rack. For a brief moment I thought I was a regular guy getting caught looking at women’s panties.

“What do you wear under your dress? Your lines are really smooth. I don’t see any outlines of your underwear at all.”

Misako could be really direct, but I kind of loved her for it.

It felt kind of weird to be talking about such female intimates, but I guess it was our job to talk about such things.

I didn’t think I could tell her about the g-string Tamura had given me that I was wearing. It might raise suspicions as to why I was wearing a top of the range intimate item on a shop girl salary. Also I felt slightly ashamed that I was still wearing them because I was pretty sure a real lady would change her underwear at least once a day - maybe more often.

It felt like an eternity but somehow it became 9 pm. I gave the flat shoes back to Misako and put my heels back on for the journey home.

“Let’s hope you have a better day tomorrow, huh.” Misako said as she put on her thick winter coat.

“Yeah, let’s hope so.” I replied, rubbing my ankle. Maybe this case wouldn’t be such a fun one after all.


The Towel

It was a dreary lunchtime. I arrived at Dentokina at 1:12 pm precisely. I was late for my second shift!

I rushed in the main entrance, almost flattening one of the muscular security guards. “Sorry!” I shouted, before hurrying to the elevators.

Damn. There was quite a big queue for the elevators. This would make me even more late. I headed for the direction of the stairs and started racing up them. Today I had taken the risk of wearing my black platform sissy heels - the ones that I swear Tamura must have noticed in my office. They weren’t at all like what any of the other girls wore to work, but they were the right colour, and most of all, they were comfortable. I could even run up several flights of stairs in them!

As I reached the lingerie department, Satomi the assistant department manager was putting out a new line of satin sleepwear. It looked really racy, with sheer fronts and lots of spaghetti-thin straps.

“I’m so sorry I’m late.” I said. “There was an accident at Ebisu station again. I think that’s the 3rd one this month.”

Satomi put down the pair of crotchless panties she was holding. “That’s so sad. It’s a depressing time of year I guess what with the rain and grey skies.”

We both knew that the train company used ‘accident’ as a euphemism for a suicide on the tracks.

“Oh you poor thing, look how wet you are. Let’s go and dry you off, I’ve got a towel in my locker.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I didn’t realise how wet I was. I brought my umbrella of course but it was hard to use it with all the crowds. It’s busy today.”

I followed Satomi to the staff room. My eyes didn’t know whether to focus on her shapely calves or on the hot new line of sleepwear she had been putting out.”

I wanted to know more about it. “Those new outfits are pretty hot, don’t you think?”

Satomi turned and nodded. “They’re really hot. I’d love to try them on. Wearing crotchless panties to bed - that would excite my husband. Or maybe not. He’s so not into me these days. Maybe he’s fucking his new secretary or something. I met her when my husband was working at the Tokyo Motor Show and the slut was wearing less than some of the promo girls. Her bra was so thin that you could make our her nipples beneath her tight satin shirt.”

“Wow, that’s bad.” I said, trying to imagine a slutty secretary trying to outdo the promo Race Queens at the motor show. It was somewhere I’d really have to go one day, but it had ended last week so it would have to wait a whole year to go.

We entered the staff room. None of the other girls were in there.

Satomi went over to her locker. She didn’t lock it - most of the girls didn’t seem to lock theirs either. The girls seemed to trust one another and I was starting to think that it was highly unlikely the serial shoplifter was a member of staff.

Satomi brought out a blue towel and began rubbing my damp clothes, starting at my shoulders. I’m glad she didn’t touch my hair, lest I get any wig malfunctions. Thankfully I’d manage to hold my umbrella at the right angle so that barely any of the driving rain had landed on my head.

I don’t know if Satomi’s rubbing actions were actually drying my damp shoulders but they were definitely having an action elsewhere on my body.

She was a few years older than me but still had a gorgeous slim figure. I guess all that standing around the shop floor for hours on end kept her figure trim.

Satomi motioned for me to sit on one of the little blue plastic stools by the snacking table.

“Sit, sit, and I’ll dry you some more.”

She knelt down and felt all down my hosiery-clad left leg. The rain had really caught the lower third of my body.

Satomi put a thumb inside my left shoe. “Oh, your shoes are soaking wet. Let me take them off for you and dry them.”

She fiddled around with the straps on my black sissy shoes. “Ah, they have poppers on them. Very clever, and convenient. I love these shoes - you must send me the link so I can buy a pair for myself.”

“Would your husband like them?”

“Oh fuck him!” She snorted, gently lifting my left shoe off of my damp, stockinged foot. “Besides, maybe I don’t like guys anymore.”

She put my left shoe on the floor and started softly massaging my foot with the towel.

“How about it? How about we run away and start a lingerie store in Hokkaido?”

I was starting to think about the swelling in my panties and whether it was visible to her. My considerable crossdressing skills didn’t extend to knowing how to properly tuck my penis in for that rounded, feminine look. Not that tucking would have helped as Satomi’s rubbing actions were starting to really turn me on.

Satomi paused the rubbing and looked in the direction of my crotch area. Had she suspected?

Fortunately her glance was just fleeting and she got up and walked back to her locker. She rummaged around for a few seconds then reached in to bring out some items.

I saw she had found a hairdryer and a pair of pink fluffy slippers.

“I keep these for emergencies.” She said.

Satomi walked back from the lockers and put the slippers on the matting next to me. “You can wear these for a while.” She then plugged in the hairdryer and started drying the insides of my sissy shoes. After a minute she playfully blew a blast of hot air in my direction. I was worried my long, black haired wig might be blown clean off my head, but thankfully it stayed in place.

She moved closer to me and stroked my right arm with her finger. “Have you ever, you know, been with another woman?”

“Yes of course.” I said, without thinking. I was thinking about regular guy me, and not Justine me. Well I guess it still counted.

“What was it like?” She said, sitting on the stool next to me.

“Like making love to an angel.” I replied. I don’t know where that came from. I was usually terrible at thinking up cool responses.

She started stroking my arm again, this time with more urgency. Then she moved her arm and cupped my right breast. “You know, these uniforms make me feel so hot and horny. Sometimes if I get home and my husband is out with his colleagues then I’ll just lie on my bed and touch myself until I orgasm.”

I was imagining the scene in my head. It was hot, but I was there too, watching from the wicker rocking chair near the cupboard as she fingered herself through a pair of high end crotchless panties.

Satomi stood up and slowly lifted the lower part of her dress.

“Today I’m wearing these. They make me feel so hot. One time I almost orgasmed while I was dusting the sleepwear mannequins.”

I looked at where she’d hoisted her dress up. She was wearing black opaque thigh-highs instead of regular pantyhose. The lace tops were exquisite and I wondered if they were bought from Dentokina.

Above the thigh-highs she was wearing a pair of pink panties. The material was gauzy and sheer. The waistband had an embroidered lace attachment. What was most interesting about them was that they were crotchless, save for a string of beads that were sucked into her most intimate of places.

I was amazed to see that she was completely shaved down there. It wasn’t just trimmed or manicured Hollywood style. She was completely smooth.

“Aren’t you afraid we might get caught?” I said, trying to furtively look round while also keeping my gaze on her awesome pussy.

She shook her head, then put a hand down and caressed the panties. She slid a finger behind the beads and pulled them out of her moist pussy.

She took hold of my right hand with her other hand and placed it on her most private of places.

“You’re so smooth down there. I didn’t think many Japanese women shaved their privates?” I was thinking of one of my ex-girlfriends who had a veritable forest down there. It didn’t look so great, but I did enjoy the feel of her wiry pubic hairs, especially when she was riding me and I was sucking on her surprisingly large breasts.

“I love being smooth.” She said, moving my fingers so that they played with the beads. “It makes me feel slutty. My husband isn’t keen on it as he thinks it makes me look like a whore. Which I am. I’ve fucked his brother, his boss, and his intern. I’m a fucking cum dumpster.”

She lifted my hand up. It was glistening with pussy juice. She put my hand on my lips. “Taste it. The nectar of the gods.”

“Now show me your panties.” She whispered.

An internal ‘uh-oh’ started building in me. There would be no disguising what was in my panties. She might appreciate how clean shaven down there I was. We were matching smooth buddies. Maybe soon we could become fuck buddies too.

Just then there was a commotion in the store. I put on the fluffy pink bedroom slippers Satomi had taken out of her locker. Satomi smoothed down her dress.

Luckily the slippers just about fitted me.

We raced out of the staff room to see what the hell was going on.

A small crowd of shop girls and customers had formed. One of the female customers was being handed a white floppy-eared rabbit by the guy in the black suit and top hat.

“Bravo, bravo.” Shouted one of the customers, clapping her hands.

I looked at Satomi.

“It’s The Great Splendido. He’s one of our best customers, and the maybe the most popular too. Sometimes he brings gifts for the girls.”

She sighed. “I wish my husband pulled his rabbit out of his hat more often.” Satomi said to me sarcastically, then went over to unpack the rest of the new sleepwear collection.

I went back to looking at the magician. Behind him were two tall girls, a blonde and a brunette. They weren’t Japanese. I guessed they were Russian. The magician wasn’t Japanese either, although he was sporting a Japanese-style moustache. I thought he might be Middle Eastern, although I couldn’t be more specific than that.

Next, it was Misako’s turn for some attention from the magician. She was bobbing up and down like an excited child at a birthday party. He reached into her sleeve and fetched out something from it - a small teddy bear. Misako squealed with delight and got so carried away she stood on tip-toes and almost kissed the guy on the cheek.

I looked around, mindful of my primary directive. All this show of magic could be a serious distraction for a shoplifter. I didn’t spot anybody suspicious, however.

Wait. There was a guy loitering near the changing rooms. He was holding a long sleeved body on a hanger. I wondered if his girlfriend was in the changing room, or whether he was a crossdresser who gave zero fucks and was brazen about trying on ladies’ intimates in a department store. He looked too wealthy to be a shoplifter though.

I saw Kamiko walking over to where Satomi and I had been standing.

“Where were you guys?” She Kamiko asked me. She was clutching her dress and almost standing on one leg.

“I’ve drunk way too much green tea. Now I really need to pee - can you cover for me? That taller Russian lady - she’s one of the magician’s assistants. She wants to try on a catsuit.”

Before I could answer, Kamiko shot off in the direction of the customer washrooms. I only hoped she would make it in time.


The Catsuit

The magic show had reached its conclusion. The taller Russian lady was looking around, as if she was searching for some assistance.

I waved at her and started walking over to where she was standing.

“Hi I’m Justine, how may I be of assistance?”

“Pleased to meet you Justine. I’m Svetlana. I’m one of The Great Splendido’s assistants.”

She winked at me. “I’m his favourite, of course.”

I smiled.

Her right hand was held high. She was holding a hanger with a long lace catsuit dangling from it. She was being careful not to let the bottoms of the legs from dragging along the carpet.

“I need a new stage outfit. Something so hot the audience will remember me for years.”

The catsuit was certainly sexy. It was black with a flowery pattern. There was a silver zip from the collar that went all the way down to the crotch and then around the ass line.

“Can I try this on?”

“Certainly madam,” I said. “Follow me to the changing room. Is there anything else you want to try on today?”

“Oh, no. Just this for now. I might need to accessorise it. But I’ll try it on first.”

I was itching to feel the material. “Shall I take it for you?” I asked, holding out a hand.

“Sure,” She said, handing me the hanger.

I bundled up the material, making sure it didn’t spill onto the floor. It was made from sheer lace that was ultra-light and cascaded off my hands. It was also completely unlined. I desperately wanted to try it on myself.

While we walked towards the changing rooms I looked around the department.

Now The Great Splendido was pulling flowers from out behind Satomi’s ear. There were more customers than usual. Many had been drawn into the department by the antics of the magician.

I thought I should be on high alert in case this was a distraction. But Svetlana had caught up with me so I had to keep walking.

“Is it fun, being a magician’s assistant?” I asked her.

“Oh of course it is. Well, apart from being sawn in half sometimes.”

We reached the changing rooms. Changing room one was free, so I ushered Svetlana inside.

As I hung the catsuit on one of the pegs I had a look at the tag. The brand label was Super Show Girl and it said they only used the finest Belgium lace. I flipped the label to look at the price. 20888 Yen. A price way beyond the means of a lowly shop girl like myself.

I suspected all the auspicious 8’s in the price were to tempt all the Shanghai Princesses we got in Tokyo these days.

While I was inspecting the tag, Svetlana had closed the curtain, taken off her overcoat and was stripping off her bright pink romper suit. Beneath she was wearing a lace white bra, a small pair of sheer white panties and white thigh-high stockings.

I was really starting to enjoy this job.

She started to unzip her knee length black leather boots.

“Hand me the catsuit, will you?” She said.

I hesitated. I was still admiring her body. She had a washboard stomach and no visible scars from being repeatedly sawn in two.

I snapped out of the spell her chiselled torso had on me and handed her the catsuit.

“Here, help me into it.”

It only came in one size and leggy Svetlana was at the tall end of the spectrum when it came to the average height of our customers. I helped her pull the catsuit over her ankles then started to hitch it up her legs. It was going to be a tight fit.

“Do you think the zip goes on the front or the back?”

Good point, I thought. I told her I didn’t know. I was new here and I wasn’t very knowledgeable about catsuits. That was a half-truth. I did actually own a couple. One was in a shiny black PVC and the other was that silver liquid metal type material. I didn’t wear them that much. I found that catsuits designed for the female form never had enough body length on them. Plus the temperature in Tokyo never seemed right for wearing catsuits. Either it was too cold, and I shivered beneath the thin man-made materials, or it was too hot and it ended up like walking around in my own personal sauna.

We’d reached her soft and peachy ass and I was trying to hitch it up further. She didn’t mind me groping her - getting the upper section round her hips was proving to be a major endeavour.

“Be careful there, we don’t want it ripping!”

I reassured her. “Don’t worry. We allow our customers to try everything on here. We know it’s a risk sometimes, but we want our customers to be totally happy with the fit of their purchases.”

Svetlana nodded. “I really like this. It’s tight but I feel so hot in it. Keep going, I’m sure it will look awesome when it’s fully on.”

I hitched up the catsuit over her trim waist. She was so tall I was starting to struggle a bit.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take it from here.”

As she pulled it up over her chest, she paused.

“I’ll take my bra off. I want to see how it feels more natural.”

In full view of me she unhooked her bra and casually tossed it onto one of the chairs.

Her C cup breasts were magnificent and her nipples were fully erect. Clearly she was enjoying the experience.

I folded her bra and put it on top of her romper suit.

By now she had put her arms in the catsuit and she was almost full in the thing. I was amazed - it was a perfect fit. The lace had just enough give in it to stretch round her incredible figure.

“Be a doll - zip me up will you?”

The zip was nestled in her ass crack. I reached between her thighs and attempted to pull it forwards. It was a tight squeeze. I held onto one buttock and slid the zip through round her crotch reason.

I could feel a swelling in my own panties. This was starting to seriously turn me on. Maybe I should quit being a half-assed detective and just work here full time, I thought.

As I stood up, I brushed down the front of my dress. It was so tight I was sure that my rock hard cock bulge would be showing. I’d heard that other crossdressers and of course ladyboys got good at tucking their penises in between their legs. I’d never really tried that, except for when I wanted to take some racy selfies of myself to post online.

I tugged the zip up past her sheer panties and I touched something very nice indeed.

“Steady now, I’d better not orgasm in the changing room.”

I looked up at her. Did she really say that?

Carefully I hitched the zip up until she was able to complete the final run over her chest and right up to her neck.

“Now, let’s take a look, eh?” She asked me, and then proceeded to do a series of pouting poses in the mirror.

I was a little dry-mouthed from the excitement.

“It looks… hot. So hot.”

“Is it too revealing for the stage?” She asked.

I was trying not to look at her too much, in case my dress burst at the front and my erect penis flopped into view.

“Go and get Yelena for me, will you?”

I left the changing room. Before I went back onto the shop floor I checked myself out in the mirror next to changing room three. My penis was still pretty huge and there was a definite bulge down there. Damn this tight fitting dress. But I looked pretty fucking hot.

I adjusted my neck scarf and ensured the attached flower was back over my left shoulder.

After a final brushing down of my dress, I turned and went to look for Yelena.

I didn’t have far to walk. Yelena had found a swimsuit she liked the look of. Although it was low season for swimwear, Dentokina kept a modest stock for their customers who would soon be jetting off to Hawaii or Bali for their usual mid-Winter breaks.

When she saw me she held it up. “What do you think? Can I try it on.”

She was practically waving the swimsuit in my face. I didn’t mind one bit. The turquoise and green material was super thin and shimmered in the glare of the store’s bright lighting.

“I love it. Are you going on vacation?” I asked.

“Oh, no. I thought it might be good for wearing on stage. I need to try it on first though. It needs to be comfortable and also stay in place while I do my new hoop spinning act.”

I returned to the changing rooms, this time with Yelena in tow. Svetlana heard us approach and pulled the curtain back fully open.

“What do you think?” Svetlana asked. “Would this catsuit wow the crowds at our next show?”

Yelena handed me the swimsuit and moved up closer to Svetlana so she could examine the catsuit in greater detail.

Yelena poked a finger at Svetlana’s side boob. “You’re wearing a bra?” Yelena asked. “I can’t tell. That material is so good at hiding details. I love it.”

I nodded in agreement. I couldn’t actually tell if Svetlana was wearing her bra, even though I knew that she wasn’t.

Yelena put her hands around Svetlana’s waist, then grabbed both buttocks, squeezing them tight. “This is lovely. It’s so clingy. Like a second skin. I’d love one too, but you know how he likes us to wear different outfits on stage. I’m gonna go for a swimsuit I think. And I’ll find some shiny pantyhose, or maybe fishnets.”

Yelena looked down towards Svetlana’s crotch. “You know,” I have an idea. And with that she went off in search of something.

After a few minutes, Yelena came back, clutching something she’d found in another department.

“Here,” she said to Svetlana. “Put this around you.”

She handed Svetlana a shiny black PVC fanny pack.

Svetlana took the fanny pack, then tied it round her waist. “Oh, you’re a genius Yelena” she said.

I had to admit, it really did look good. Then I realised the other benefit.

Svetlana came to the same conclusion as I had. “Oh wow, now I can go knickerless on stage. And nobody will know. Horny husbands will go home thinking about me and whether or not I was wearing anything at all beneath my sheer lace catsuit.”

“Exactly.” Yelena replied. “And the wives will want to look like me in my shiny clingy swimsuit. Look, it’s completely unlined. I’ll look amazing under the stage lights. That’s why we’re known as the sexiest magic show on earth.”

I resolved to see their next show.

The Russian ladies were almost done with their shopping, and had gone to check out the hosiery display to see if we had some decent fishnet tights in stock.

I returned to the shop floor to see if I was needed elsewhere. It looked pretty quiet. A couple of office ladies sporting black suits and white blouses were shopping for regular work bras. We sold those as well as all the fancy stuff. When the shop got quiet I resolved to take a look myself. I had an hankering to buy a sports-style bra as I liked the way they held my silicone breast boosters firmly in place. Plus they didn’t slip down my manly shoulders like regular bras often did.

Misako was on her break. Another girl I didn’t know the name of was putting a new outfit on one of the mannequins. It looked like a fun job. I wondered if she needed any help.

Yelena came up to me. I turned to face her. Her eyes were big and intense.

“Get me a dozen pairs of panties will you? Any size, any design.”

“Sure.” I said, and went off to find her some panties.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur. Maybe I was tired from a lack of coffee, or the fact that somehow I had missed my afternoon break. By the time the store closed at 9 pm I was almost asleep.

I left the store on autopilot and found myself back in my office. I made a quick cup of instant noodles, then crashed out on the futon.


The Model

The next day, I ate a quick lunch at the Ramen noodle place on the corner opposite Gaiemmae metro station. I’d slept so deeply I found it hard to remember what had happened yesterday.

It was the third day of being dressed in my female Dentokina shop assistant’s uniform. I got a few shy admiring glances from salarymen slurping soba noodles on their lunchbreak. It gave me a thrill to think that they were probably thinking of what it would be to leave their boring life boring wife and have a torrid affair with a hot and slightly exotic looking sales girl.

Today I was on the 1 - 9 pm shift again, so I hoped the noodles would keep me full all afternoon. I ordered a side of half a dozen gyozas just in case.

I had a feeling it could be a long afternoon. That morning I had received a text message from Tamura. There’d been a significant theft of lingerie the day before. Nobody had noticed until one of the eagle eye girls noticed there was an entire empty rail in the store.

What a poor undercover store detective I was turning out to be. I resolved to be more alert. Maybe I’d get a double espresso from one of the many outlets inside Ikebukuro station.

As I slurped on the steaming hot noodles, I eyed my shiny beige handbag I had put down on the counter next to me. The chance of a bag thief here in Tokyo was pretty remote. I was far more worried about thinking air-headed girlie thoughts and then leaving the bag behind. I’d done it before and I lost an awesome wet-look minidress that way. What sucks is that I never even got to try the dress on. That was a harsh lesson indeed.

I shuffled my feet on the railing below the counter. Today I was wearing my favourite black sissy heels again. They were comfortable and I adored them.

I wasn’t alone in my adoration. I noticed a young guy in his mid-20’s giving me the eye. He would start at my shoes, then move his gaze upwards until he got to my dress. I guessed he was a leg man. A shy one too. Every time I looked in his direction he looked away and went back to slurping his noodles.

I started day dreaming about possibilities. I wondered what it would be like to sleep with a guy. What would it be like to hold a cock and to slurp down semen? Would I get freaked out by the fact that, you know, I was fucking or getting fucked by a guy?

Maybe I could make a move and do some weird fucked up experimentation, I thought. But when I turned to give the guy a cheeky wink, he was gone.

The afternoon shift at Dentokina was pretty uneventful. About the only customer of note was a well dressed business guy with a stunning curly haired girl who most was definitely not his wife. She was clinging to him like he was worth a million dollars, which he probably was. They ended up buying some satin sleepwear and an open crotch unitard from the Circus Collection. My inner voyeur definitely wanted to know what they had planned for that little number.

4 pm came and went, and at 5:45 pm I went with Misako to the little coffee shop on the 2nd floor. We dined on expensive cake and little designer macaroons. Even with Misako’s staff discount card, we’d still blown a good portion of our afternoon’s wages. I felt bad about the bill, so I told her I’d won 20,000 Yen in a poetry writing competition, then picked up the entire tab.

Soon it was just before 7 pm. I’d been on my feet for hours, but for the second day running sissy platform heels were doing a cracking job. I felt like I’d easily get through my shift, then have enough energy for the fairly lengthy journey back to base.

The lingerie department was getting busy again. A new customer had walked into the department and was busy thumbing through the rack of bra and panties sets. I was drawn to two things about her: her height and her gorgeous flowing blonde hair. It was obviously dyed, but at the same time it was obvious this was no dye your hair at home kit job.

Two more customers walked in from the direction of the elevator hall. A man wearing a suit and a woman who was obviously not his wife. It seemed to be mistress day here. Maybe this was the best day of the week to persuade your wife that you had an important out of town business meeting.

The woman was giggling and holding onto the man’s arm. It looked like this sugar daddy was going to spend big in the department tonight, and get one hell of a payback later…

It was positively buzzing in here. In fact it had been quite a good day for a mid-week. I had been keeping a mental tally of how many customers I’d helped and how much merchandise I’d sold.

So far my tally was 14 bras, 12 pairs of panties, 8 sleepwear sets, 3 suspender belts and a couple of garters for a lady who was getting married next week.

For an economy in what was said to be a perpetual recession, this place wasn’t doing too badly. In fact I was starting to think that lingerie sales were keeping the whole department store in business. No wonder Tamura was so anxious I get to the bottom of this stock theft case.

I started thinking about clothing again. The sleepwear was really nice this season. Satin was back in vogue and I wondered if I would be entitled to a staff discount card like Misako had. I was really getting into this role!

Then I sighed. Even with a 15% staff discount I couldn’t really justify spending 19,999 Yen on a satin wrap-around nightie, even if the matching French knickers with their little kawaii bows were to absolutely die for. Ouch - that was around 180 US dollars. I could buy a whole wardrobe full of cheap Chinese knock-off lingerie for that price.

I looked round to see if any customers seemed as if they needed my assistance. The Westerner in me kind of wanted me to leave the customers to do their thing, without me bothering them. But that wasn’t what we were there for. Although undercover, I was always aware that the department manager might turn up at any moment and scold me for my lack of hospitality towards the customers.

I needn’t have worried. That second Misako bounded up to me. “That customer over there is a regular” she said, pointing to the tall blonde woman I’d clocked a couple of minutes ago.

“She said she wanted your help in choosing a couple of outfits for her new photo shoot.”

“Oh really?” I replied. “So she’s a model?”

“Uh, sort of. She’s quite well known. She specifically asked for you.”

Just then an old, wealthy looking woman carrying a handbag sized dog came up to us and Misako went off to help her. The grey Yen was big in Japan and ladies of a certain age were some of the department’s best customers. At least they were loyal, and hadn’t turned to online shopping in search of cheap Chinese imports.

I walked over to the customer who wanted something to wear for her new photo shoot. I gave her the once over as I approached her. She was taller than the usual customers, and dare I say it she was more attractive too. She had high cheek bones and unusually perfect white teeth. She was wearing a white faux fox fur coat that reached down to her ankles. I could see that beneath the coat she was wearing a shiny silver dress. It was pretty short and on the verge of being scandalous. But this was Tokyo and you could pretty much get away with wearing anything these days.

As if the dress wasn’t sexy enough, for legwear she was wearing shiny white thigh-high stockings which ended pretty much where the skirt started. I could see most of her stocking tops.

Her heels were hot too. I instantly coveted them and made a mental note to try and find them online when I got home. Maybe I could be super sneaky and take a furtive photo of them, then do a reverse image lookup on them. They were the clear plastic heels the types strippers usually wore. They must have had heels of at least 4 inches in height. The shoes were god-tier strappy, with at least 3 buckles on the foot and a couple on the ankle too.

Just my type of shoe, I thought.

As the lady walked up and down the clothes rack of bras and panties she rocked from side to side on those vertiginous heels.

I approached her, looking slightly up as she seemed to tower over me, like a combination of tall person and major celebrity.

“Hi, I’m Justine. Welcome to Dentokina. How may I be of assistance?”

“Why, aren’t you a cutie,” said the customer.

I smiled, then tried not to blush.

“Well Miss Justine, I need some new lingerie for my new photo shoot. I was thinking of a basque with matching briefs. Maybe some stockings too. So I’ll need a suspender belt.”

I was going through my mental library of everything I’d seen in the store so far.

“Oh, and I’ll need three sets of everything, in case anything I’m wearing gets ripped.

I was wondering what kind of photo shoot she was intending to do.

I had an idea. “Did you see our Glam Gal range? I think it’s pretty hot.”

“No I haven’t seen that. Where is it?”

I looked around.

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” She asked.

“Uh huh. This is only my third day working here.”

“Oh bless you. I remember my first time too.”

That sounded interesting, but I was too fixated on remembering where the Glam Girl range was. I knew it was somewhere in the store. Misako had showed the range to me, confiding in me that she’d once sneaked a bra and thong panties set out stuffed in her pantyhose, then she tried them on in the customer’s toilets during her lunch break.

“Ah, I remember now - they’re by the coffee machine and water cooler.”

We walked around the store to the Glam Girl range.

The tall model turned to face me. “You can call me Ruka.”

“Pleased to meet you, Ruka.”

We had reached the Glam Girl range. It had a little alcove in which customers could walk into and be surrounded by 3 shelves of gorgeous lingerie. The display was split by colour: pink, blue and white.

Some of it was really racy. I picked up a lace baby doll from the blue selection. There was a matching pair of panties on the hanger too.

“This is really pretty. Look it comes with panties.”

Ruka nodded. “They’re quite nice, but I’m not sure they’re really me.”

She stepped forward and took a white bra off of the centre of the display and held it up to her chest.

“Now this is more like it.”

She’d chosen arguably the sexiest item in the display. It was an open cup bra with thin straps and a little bit of lace between the breasts.

She faced me and danced a little with it still held up against her chest.

“Do you like it? Do you think I’d look awesome in it?”

I was about to answer, though I didn’t yet know what to say. I wasn’t that good in coming up with memorable one liners.

It wasn’t a problem though because then she turned, bent her knees a little and whispered in my ear. “For the shoot I want to wear my cute red devil horns and I’ve got a twisted tail that I can plug into my asshole. What I really want is some red or black lingerie to go with those accessories. The skimpier the better!”

“Okay”, I said, slightly taken back by her talk of stuff being plugged into her asshole. I took the bra from her and put it back on the display. “Let’s take a look around and see if we have anything more suitable.”

Ruka put her arm around my waist, giving it a squeeze.

I was starting to be both a little intimidated and also in awe of her.

That bodily contact got my mind racing and I was also aware that the blood was starting to pump elsewhere. Ruka was incredibly hot and I was starting to notice just how toned her body was.

I remembered then that Misako had shown me a range of wet look lingerie. I remembered she had giggled a lot and said it was more suitable for display in a Shinjuku sex shop. I wondered how much of that she’d managed to try on in her lunch break, or whether she’d taken some home to try on. Maybe she could… no, I couldn’t bear to think that she might be the panty thief.

Ruka’s eyes lit up as soon as she saw the display I’d suggested to her. There was a good range of items, all in a slinky wet look material. It was light, it was clingy, it was fairly sheer and it was sexy as hell.

“Now this is what I came here for. I knew you’d have some awesome stuff.”

I let Ruka do her kid in the candy store thing while I looked round to see if anything else was happening.

Misako was three aisles away from me. This time she was helping a luvvy-dovey couple choose some some bridal lingerie. They all seemed to be getting on so well I wondered if they would invited her back for a threesome. Or maybe that was more Satomi’s thing.

“See anything you like?” I asked my own customer, the glamazonian model known as Ruka.

“I like everything. Help me choose something or I’ll be here until closing time!”

I had a look at the display. There was so much awesome clothing here.

I took one item from the display, then handed her the hanger. “How about this underwired slip? The wet look material looks fabulous on the front. At the back it has some silver chains which are really hot.”

Like with the open cup bra from the Glam Girl range, she held up the slip against her chest and started a mini dance.

She seemed pleased with the item. “I like how it shimmers when it moves. And it’s sexy but not too revealing. That would be a great top to wear at the start of the shoot.”

I nodded. It’s awesome. Do you want to try it on?

“Sure.” She replied, hugging the slip as if she had already decided it was hers.

“Now let’s find something to go with it.” I told her, crazily trying to think what would be most suitable item to go with the shimmery slip.

“What about these hot pants?” I asked her. “You could wear those then…” I reached down to the lowest rank of the display. “Look - you could wear this g-string under the hot pants. It’s high rise and has a heart chain at the back to hold it all in place. It would be really sexy if that was just about visible above the hot pants.”

I handed Ruka the hot pants, followed by the g-string.

“Good stuff.” Said Ruka, holding up everything against her body to see how it might look.

“One more thing.” I said, looking at the hosiery part of the collection. “How about these thigh-highs?” They were in the same shimmery wet look material as the other items. “I know you talked about stockings, but these are super hot. They’ll look great when photographed. You don’t need a suspender belt either.”

“Oooo, you’re a great sales girl. I hope you’re on commission!”

I motioned towards the direction of the changing rooms. “Do you want to try everything on?”

“Definitely! Let’s go.”


The Surprise

All of the changing rooms were free, so I ushered Ruka into the third one. I guess everybody chose this one if it was available.

As we walked past Airi she winked at me. That was interesting, I thought.

Ruka was still holding all of the clothing, as if she had already bought them. Assuming the sizing was good, I could see some good sales being made here.

We entered the changing room and I put the cardboard tube of thigh-high stockings on a chair. Ruka hung the clothes on the hangers next to the mirror. Then she started taking off her coat. This gal was wasting no time at all.

She hung her expensive imitation fur coat on the only free hanger and carefully slid the thin spaghetti straps of her minidress off of her broad shoulders.

I was about to leave her to it, but she gently touched my right shoulder.

“Be a doll and go and get me a suspender belt. I guess the thigh-highs will stay up, but the director has a thing for them. I should really try one on for size.”

“Okay” I said, and went back to the wet look hosiery display to fetch a matching suspender belt.

As I walked through the department I was mindful of my primary objective. I scanned for shoplifters or would-be shoplifters. There were a fair number of older women in the store. Maybe it was pensioner’s discount day or something. Celebrities aside, the department made a lot of money from the older women. Ladies of a certain age were always willing to spend big to look and feel like the goddesses they once were.

Nanami the department manager greeted me. “How are you doing? Is Ruka behaving herself? She can be a diva at times.”

“Oh she’s great.” I replied. “I found her some outfits she really likes. I’m sure I’ll make a few sales.”

Nanami smiled. “You’ll soon be her favourite, I’m sure.”

I retrieved a suspender belt from the display. I sneaked a look at the price tag. 7000 Yen. Ouch. It was extremely high quality though, with eight suspender clasps. If you wore stockings with this belt then there was no way in hell they were going to slip down your legs at an inopportune moment.

The suspender belt reminded me of one I’d bought in the UK years back. It was one of the first items of female clothing I’d ever bought online. I loved it so much I wore it beneath my regular guy clothes on many occasions. It was like a faithful friend to me, and never let me down.

While admiring the suspender belt I caught sight of a little split micro-skirt and wondered if Ruka would like to try that on too. I’d owned a few of those in my time. Usually I bought them as part of a swimwear set. I think they were called bikini cover up skirts. Usually they were made from the shiny and stretchy mix of 80% nylon and 20% elastane.

I returned to the changing room. The curtain of the third cubicle was closed. Having not worked in a clothing store before, I wondered what the etiquette for contacting the customer inside was. I couldn’t exactly knock on the curtain or peer through a letter box to make sure that my customer was indeed still in there.

Fortunately I need not have worried because at that moment I saw a hand reach above the curtain pole then tug back the curtain with a not insignificant amount of force.

“What do you think?” Asked Ruka.

My eyes went on stalks and I’m sure my mouth opened too.

Ruka looked stunning and there was no doubt in my mind that she was a photographer’s dream model.

Her chest was proudly sporting the slip. The underwiring made her breasts really stand out and I suspected there was some silicone involved there too.

I looked down her washboard stomach and towards the hot pants. Wow, they were deserving of the name. She looked smoking hot.

I didn’t risk looking down any more but I noticed she hadn’t tried on the thigh-high stockings yet. Instead she was tottering around barelegged on those tall platform heels of hers.

“Here, I got you a suspender belt. Oh, and I…” I was struggling to get the words out. “I thought you might like to try this skirt on as well.”

Ruka eyed the skirt and nodded. “You’ve got a good eye. Maybe I should hire you as my stylist.”

I was mentally imagining my new life as Ruka’s stylist when I felt her broad hands on my shoulders.

“Here, come and help me put the thigh-highs on.”

Ruka sat down on one of the chairs and sat there intently looking at me.

I took one of the thigh-highs and stretched it out. Ruka’s feet were big and these one-size fits most thigh-highs could be a challenge to get on. I knew this from personal experience, having bought a few pairs like them online. These were much higher quality though, and I had a lot more faith in them.

I put one of the pair over Ruka’s left foot, taking care to ensure the toe stitching was perfectly aligned with her toes. I’m not really a foot fetish guy, but I really admired her purple nail polish and perfectly manicured toes. I made a mental note to try getting a pedicure while fully dressed in female clothing. It would be a really fun thing to do.

Next came the hardest part - pushing the material over the ball of her foot. It was hard going and I wondered if it would be easier if she would put them on herself.

I was making good progress though. Pulling and half-pushing the stocking up her leg wasn’t as hard as I thought it was going to be. Her skin was super smooth and the material slid up her shin really easily. Over the knee it went and then I made a good go at making sure the material looked really smooth around her muscular thighs. Wow - this gal had thighs to die for.

“What do you think?” I asked her. Throughout the process she had been strangely quiet, as if she was contemplating some major decision. Or maybe she was staring at me, imagining possibilities…

I was starting to think that while I was in here with Ruka, I wasn’t keeping an eye on the shop floor. So I put on the second thigh-high stocking as quickly as was humanly possible.

“Okay they’re nearly good. Do you want to stand up and I’ll make the final adjustments?”

Ruka obliged and I knelt down while I smoothed out any creases in the material. It felt really good touching it. The material was so smooth and I was starting to feel more than a little turned on by the combination of the tactile material and Ruka’s awesome physique.

“Do you think I need a suspender belt? I mean, I know the director likes them but I don’t want the belt to get in the way of… the action.”

“Uh, I think these will stay up without one.” I said. I should have been more affirmative. I was absolutely certain these stockings weren’t going to move an inch. They were practically glued onto her thighs.

Ruka turned round again, then looked in the mirror. “Wow, they are good. I look sensational. The shoot will be awesome.”

She struck a series of poses and I stood up again.

“There’s just a little air pocket on the left one. Can you smooth it out?”

I looked at her upper thigh. Sure enough there was a tiny little crease in the material. I went to smooth it out. Ruka caught my hand.

“Do you like this material? Do you wanna feel it some more?”

A lump formed in my throat.

“Uh, yes. It’s so smooth.”

She clutched my hand then put it on her upper crotch area. Then she slowly started moving my hand around the material of the hot pants. It felt so good. She took her hand away. I put my other hand on the material, and started caressing her. I was forgetting about being a lowly shop girl. Now I was in the early stages of foreplay with a super hot model. A million thoughts entered my head. Was this right? Did the other girls ever do this? How many customers had Satomi snogged over the years?

Ruka dragged me out of my inner thoughts and back into the real world.

“You’re a special girl,” She said. “And I’m a special girl too. Do you wanna see why?”

I nodded. My mouth was dry with the moment.

She peeled off the hot pants revealing the g-string I’d recommended she try on too. It was tiny, it was sheer and… what was that?

Ruka shifted her legs and the panties could no longer keep her secret from me. Her semi-erect penis shot up to a 45 degree angle, turning the g-string panties into a tent that was way too small for its occupant.

Jeez… it was huge. I’d watched plenty of pornos in my time, but this was probably the first time I’d actually come this close to a cock that wasn’t my own.

I was taken aback, and staggered backwards on my haunched heels.

“You’re… a ladyboy? But you’re so… passable!” I gasped.

I stared at her penis. By now it was enormous.

“It’s okay, you can touch it if you like.”

I hesitated. The only cock I’d touched in my life was my own. Was I turning gay? Did it count if the cock belonged to a ladyboy? Did it even matter?

I reached out and lightly stroked it. It felt heavy and more muscular than my own, as if it had done some serious gym time.

“Don’t worry, you won’t break it. That thing’s taken a real beating over the years. And not just from my own hands…”

I started jerking it off, much as I would do to my own cock if I was in the office watching Japanese porn movies. Only my cock never seemed to get this stiff. Ruka’s was solid and rigid like a tree trunk.

She put an arm around my back and drew me up so close I couldn’t quite focus on her face. “Now show me yours.” She said.

“Uh?”

She moved her other hand down so that it was touching my crotch. Then she started caressing me with the expertise only a certain kind of ‘model’ could ever hope to achieve.

“I know your secret. We are kindred sisters.”

My secret was about to explode out of my expensive g-string panties. I clutched my dress with both hands and hitched it up to the waistband of my pantyhose.

Ruka whispered into my ear. “I love a girl in uniform.”

She knelt down in front of me and rolled down my opaque pantyhose till it reached mid-thigh.

Then she grabbed my ass cheeks with both hands and drew me forward. She tongued my panties, and I could feel its rasping edge through the lace against my ball sacks.

She paused and looked up at me. “I have these exact same panties. Sometimes I sleep in them. Sometimes when I’m feeling horny I’ll rub myself until I cum all over them.”

Then she slowly pulled my panties down. “I know how much they cost. I don’t want to ruin them for you.”

My penis pivoted upwards and she put her left hand on it and cupped my balls in the other. She massaged me and I was pretty sure it had never been this erect.

This day was turning into one that was full of surprises.

I forgot where the hell I was. I moaned in ecstasy. It felt so good.

“Is everything all right in there?”

It was Airi the changing room assistant.

“Yes we’re fine. We just put the hot pants on backwards.”

Ruka kissed me on the cheek. “Quick thinking, girlfriend.”

She resumed jerking me off. Her hand actions became more frantic. It felt amazing. She ran her other hand up and down my chest. She squeezed my bra with its fake silicone padding.

“Almost as authentic as mine.” She remarked.

Ruka then put her hand on her chest and rubbed the material of the clingy slip. The material was gorgeous and I resolved to try and find a party dress made out of the same material. It would be great to wear it in the office from time to time.

“Do you like this?” She said, and swiftly took off her top in a way that only a professional model would be able to do.

I was facing two perfect breasts. They were at least a size D, maybe more. Wherever she had got them done, the surgeon was a sculpture of Michaelangelo quality.

“Wow.” I said, unable to think of anything more profound.

Ruka put a hand behind my head then pushed my head into her magnificent breasts.

Her other hand carried on jerking me off. This felt incredible. Why had I not experimented with a ladyboy before? I was in the right part of the world. I had money. I didn’t have a wife who would be really suspicious about me having a thing for dick girls.

Ruka ran her thumb around my exposed head and I couldn’t keep it in anymore. I orgasmed and trails of cum shot out all over her legs. Maybe some ended up on the floor too.

“Damn,” I said. I’d come so hard I was seeing stars.

Although I was spent I got carried away and put a hand on her still almost fully erect penis. I started massaging it.

She kissed me on the forehead. “Baby, I gotta save my juice for next week.”

I came out of the spell she had cast on me. Then I realised there was my semen all over the thigh-high stocking on her right leg. I fumbled about trying to find the concealed pocket in my dress.

Ah, there it was. I pulled out a tissue and wiped down the stocking. There was so much man juice the tissue quickly became saturated. I didn’t have any more tissues on me.

Ruka curled an index finger and picked off a large globule of cum from her thigh. Then she put it in her mouth.

“I love the taste of cum. Especially cute girl cum.”

“I’m sorry. I think they’re ruined. They might take the costs out of my wages.”

“Don’t worry doll. I’ll take them. I’ll wash them when I get home. In fact, I might wear them now, if that’s okay. Uh, it would be good if you take the tags off first though. I’m happy to be seen around town in cum stained stockings, but leaving the tags on would make me look like a cheap whore.”

She reached over and retrieved her dress from the peg. Then she kissed me on the forehead again.

“Don’t worry, your big secret is safe with me. It’s great to see t-girls are in every walk of life. I sometimes wish I had a more respectable job. Fucking guys and sometimes girls on camera pays well but it’s a shitty, soulless business at times.”

She paused, then continued speaking. “I tell you what. Go find an outfit you like and I’ll buy it for you. Get me an identical one. Then we can think of each other while we lie in our beds wearing the identical outfits.”

I checked myself in the mirror, looking carefully to make sure there were no globules of semen on my dress or tights.

I was good to go. I made sure Ruka was at least respectable then reached up to pull the curtain back.

Ruka grabbed my hand, pulled it close to her and then kissed it.

“You know, sissy girl on girl crossdressing movies are super popular with my admirers. If you ever want to make a bit of side-money, just give me a call.”

She reached down and took her business card out of her bag.

I took it in both hands and examined it carefully, as is customary in Japan.

It was pink and had a glamour shot of her on one side. On the other it simply said ‘Ruka - fuck of the century’ and had her website address.

“Just a minute,” She said, and took the card from me. She took out a pen and scribbled her phone number on one side, then drew a heart.

“If you want a job, or just wanna hang out, give me a call.”

Gradually, the numbers of customers dwindled away. The department manager Nanami stood over the main till as it streamed out a paper summary of the day’s takings.

I went over to the cash desk, half hoping that I might be allowed to return home. I was feeling really hungry and more than a little tired.

“Well done girls,” she said, “we had a really good day.”

Satomi came over to the cash desk. “All the stock levels are as expected.”

Nanami looked really pleased. Then she turned to me and said “well done to our new girl. She got some excellent feedback from one of our regular customers.”

I felt my cheeks going slightly red at the attention.

“I don’t know how you kept the princess happy but she bought twice as much as she usually does…”

Misako clapped her hands with glee. “Well done Justine-chan. You did so well on your third day here!”

Airi winked at me. I wondered at how many sexy changing room stories she had accumulated over the time she’d been working here.

Nanami motioned towards my cute sissy platform shoes. “If anyone likes wearing shoes like these then do please wear them to work. The customers really thought they looked great.”

By now I was really struggling to contain my blushing. This was way more attention that I really needed. I didn’t need to get my cover blown.

I waved my left hand to try and downplay my efforts.

“Thank you, everyone” I said, “I’ve had a really good day. I hope I’ll see you all again tomorrow.”

If they only knew what had really gone on in that changing room…


The Invite

I slept so soundly that night that when I woke up I couldn’t even remember my dream. Being a shop girl was a tiring occupation, especially when you starting giving a little extra something to your customers.

I reached down to where I’d left my phone on top of my now super popular sissy shoes. I was surprised when I saw that it was 9:54 am already. I usually liked to get up much earlier, then have a mid-afternoon slumber. But I couldn’t do that today. Instead I was back on the 1 pm - 9 pm shift at the lingerie department.

I remembered Satomi telling us yesterday that no stock was missing. I reckoned this case might turn into one of those slow to solve things. I just hoped I’d get paid for all the extra effort I was putting in. At the very least I guessed I’d get paid my shop assistant girl wages, meagre as they probably were going to be.

I booted up my computer while trying to stuff half a dozen chocolate sticks into my mouth. The office was getting dangerously low on food, but I didn’t have time to shop. I logged into my email account. No messages. No new clients. Well I could at least devote my entire efforts to solving this case.

Soon I was back in the lingerie department. There was the usual mix of customers. I put some stock out and kept a lookout for anything out of the ordinary.

It reached 3 pm. Nothing much had happened. I was beginning to believe that I was actually a shop girl, and not an undercover detective.

I seemed to be losing weight too. I didn’t know it was due to all that standing around, or whether it was not finding time to go shopping for beer and potato chips and stuff.

One thing I did start to suspect from my week of living in a lingerie department - there were one heck of a lot of crossdressers in town. Maybe it was the same in any town.

Misako finished helping a boyfriend get something special for his girlfriend’s birthday, then came over to chat to me.

“Slow day, huh.” I said to her.

“Yeah, plenty of customers but nobody’s really buying that much. There’s been hardly any of our big spending regulars in.”

At 5 pm I went to the staff room with Misako and we ate instant noodles together. That restored my daily budget after yesterday’s splurge on expensive cakes and macaroons in the 2nd floor cafe.

Around 7 pm I did my best sale of the day. A couple of gay guys came in and really splashed the cash on the new La Homme Man collection of skimpy men’s underwear. I was really pleased, and could even overlook the dubious language that the company were using for their branding.

I must have impressed them or something because they got the buying bug and even bought a couple of pairs of black silk stockings and a luxury suspender belt. I guessed they were going to have a fun time later. Did gay guys also crossdress? And after getting hand relief from a ladyboy, was I now gay too? There were so many things I’d have to look up on the Internet when I got back home.

After those guys nobody much else needed my assistance. There was no new stock to put out either, so the remaining couple of hours of the day were really starting to drag.

Just before closing time I spotted the two Russian girls from yesterday walking past the department.

“Hi ladies I said. Where are you going? It’s been really dull here this afternoon.”

Svetlana replied. “Oh we just went to the Lobster and Avocado franchise on the 6th floor.”

“Ugh,” I said. “That’s one fusion food restaurant I think I’ll miss.”

Svetlana rubbed her belly. “Ah, it was good. We’re both stuffed. In fact we’ve been walking down the stairs instead of taking the elevator.”

Svetlana walked closer to me and put her arm around my shoulder. She smelled of alcohol and a flowery perfume.

“What time do you get off work? It must be closing time soon. The restaurant said we should leave.”

Yelena laughed. “I think that was because you cleaned them out of saké.”

I looked at my watch. “It’s only another 10 minutes. You have time for a bit of last minute shopping.”

Svetlana shook her head. “We spent our last Yen in the restaurant. Piz-dets. Lobsters got expensive.”

I nodded. “This is Japan. Everything is freaking expensive.”

Both girls nodded in unison. Yelena said “We can’t afford a decent night out here, we’re going back to our apartment.”

Svetlana briefly checked her mobile.

“Uh, do you want to join us? Unless you have some other plans.”

I shook my head. “No plans.”


The Game

The girls lived in hi-rise to the west of Shinjuku’s famous nightlife district. But I had very little cash on me and the girls were temporarily broke. We walked from Akebonobashi metro station to their apartment complex. It took us a while because Yelena had to pee and it took a few minutes to find a bush she could squat behind.

When we got to their apartment front door, I took off my shoes and put them in the rack.

“So The Great Splendido’s not at home then?” I asked as I stepped over the threshold.

“Oh no.” Yelena said, shaking her head. “He doesn’t live with us. He loves the seaside and he rents a place in Kamakura.”

I heard a cat miaowing from inside the apartment.

“We look after his menagerie though, and we have a few props here. That’s part of our job, to cart his stuff around for him when he’s doing his street magician stuff.”

The girls entered the apartment and I followed them in. It wasn’t bad, but it was small and on the verge of being shabby. Stuff was piled up in every corner of the living room and the kitchenette, like they had put off spring cleaning for a considerable amount of time.

A considerable part of the tiny kitchenette was taken up by a large free-standing wicker bird cage. There were 3 or maybe 4 white doves inside. It was hard to tell while they were snuggled together and softly dozing.

“Oh, “ I said. “I thought the doves were magicked out of thin air.”

Yelena lifted up the black and white cat. “Akira’s starving. I knew we should have left more food for him. Did you miss mommy?”

Uh oh. Another Akira. The same as my dumb middle-name. I didn’t let on.

Svetlana motioned to the futon. “Please, sit down. I expect you’re exhausted after standing around in that store all day. I’m not sure how you do it. I get tired just standing still while Baqil throws knives at me.

“Baqil? Oh that’s his name?”

“Yeah, our boss. We’ve been working with him for three years now. We were here semi-illegally, then he stepped in and got us legit visas.”

“Semi-illegally?” I asked. I’d had a lot of dealings with Russian girls in my job with the police department. I knew there was no ‘semi’ in ‘semi-illegal’.

Yelena went to feed Akira while Svetlana fetched some saké from the fridge and three tumblers.

“Oops!” She said, crashing in an alarming fashion against the birdcage and almost dropping the tumblers on the marbled floor of the kitchenette. The birds’ toy swing rocked backwards and forwards, but the birds themselves didn’t seem unduly alarmed. Maybe stage birds were made of stronger stuff.

“So Baki. No, Baqil. Do you have to do any, you know, extras for him?”

Yelena grimaced. “Oh no, he’s totally gay. He likes fucking young guys from South East Asia. That’s why we have to do so many tours of Thailand and the Philippines.”

Svetlana added “we’re kind of like his alibis. Who would suspect that a guy with two beautiful and stunning female assistants would be anything other than a regular heterosexual.”

We drank pretty much a whole bottle of saké between us. Then we started on some imported vodka. The alcohol was going down surprisingly well, especially on a stomach full of little but the few instant noodles I’d eaten hours earlier.

Svetlana looked at the ceiling for a few seconds. “I know. How about we play truth or dare?”

She turned to me. “Don’t look so worried, Justine!”

I wasn’t a big fan of party games. But what the heck. The alcohol was flowing and it was just so nice to sit down and rest my weary legs.

“I’ll start.” Svetlana said. “I dare Yelena to… Dance with no music for one minute.”

“Ah, you started with a safe one then.” Yelena said, standing up and preparing to do the dare.

She danced for what seemed to be like a minute. After so much alcohol, the dancing wasn’t that great. Akira thought as much and fled to the safety of one of the girls’ bedrooms.

Then it was my turn. Svetlana turned to me. “This time a truth. Where’s the craziest place you’ve had sex?”

I wasn’t one to speak openly about my sex life. There wasn’t a whole lot to tell if the truth be known. Since I started this detective agency things were looking up, however.

The alcohol was turning into truth serum for me. I couldn’t keep it a secret any longer.

“I had sex in the Dentokina changing rooms.”

Both girls gasped.

“No way!” they both said, almost in unison.

“Yes way. I got jerked off…” Then I remembered I was supposed to be a girl. This was so confusing at the best of times. The alcohol was making it impossible to remember who I really was.

“I mean I jerked around with a customer. A model.”

“Lesbian sex. Oh that’s so hot.” Yelena said.

Svetlana wanted to know more. “Does it happen often?”

I was thinking about some of the stuff that had happened there over the past few days. I nodded. “I think all those sexy outfits make the customers super horny. The staff too.”

Mentioning the staff made me think of Satomi and her beautiful bald pussy. Then I remembered I was in an apartment with two stunning Russian ladies. I didn’t need my vault memories right now.

“Is it my turn?” I asked them.

Both girls nodded.

I thought for a few seconds. “Okay. I dare you both to… swap clothes.” I wondered if that was lame and cliched.

The girls didn’t think so. Almost immediately they stood up and started undressing.

I wasn’t sure if I needed to specify the rules. Could it be dresses only or underwear too?

It looked like I didn’t have to. Yelena unhooked her lacy yellow bra then waved it at Svetlana who was still peeling off her tight black bodycon mini-dress.

Yelena staggered around on her feet. Maybe the drink was really starting to get the better of her. She looked at Svetlana again. She was now hopping around trying to get the dress down below her panties. She wasn’t making too much progress.

She cursed Svetlana. “Svo-lach. You’re such a bitch.” Then she threw her bra at me. It landed squarely on my face. Both girls laughed.

Yelena stagged over to me, stubbed her toe on the futon leg, then collapsed on top of me. “Let’s swap clothes instead,” She said, pawing at my dress. “I’ve always had a thing for your store’s uniforms. Those tight little dresses, and those flowery neck ties. I’m gonna swap clothes with you.”

With that she started tugging my dress up. I made a pathetic attempt to stop her, but she had me pinned down and my perfect C cup breasts were just inches from my face.

I glanced over to Svetlana. She had managed to get her dress off and was now slumped on the other futon with a tumbler of vodka in one hand. Her other hand was massaging her crotch. “Good show guys!” she called out.

Yelena was winning the battle with my dress and it slid over my black opaque pantyhose and the white sissy panties I was wearing. Then she put both hands on the thick waistband of my opaque tights and yanked them down over my thighs. She traced a figure of 8 with her forefinger over the front of my panties.

These panties weren’t nearly as sheer as the pair that Tamura had bought for me. But it was pretty obvious that I was packing a little extra something in those panties.

“What’s this?” Yelena shrieked with delight. “Hey Svetlana - our shop girl has bought us a very special gift!”

Svetlana put her tumbler down and pushed herself forward on the futon.

“Ooo, you’re a really naughty shop girl,” Yelena said playfully, and bent over to kiss me on the nose.

By now Svetlana was just about standing. My cock was so swollen it was pretty obvious I had a massive bulge in my panties. “Here, let me see.” She said, staggering over to the futon Yelena and I were on.

Yelena pulled on the waistband of my panties. She briefly fingered the cute little bow then put her other hand inside my panties. There was no doubt where her hand was going. She cupped my balls and gave them a squeeze. “You’re one special shop girl.” With that she gave my balls another squeeze then stood up. She peeled off her sheer tan tights then staggered around on the rug trying to get them down below her knees.

“Zho-pa!” she called out then made several more, mostly unintelligible Russian curses. Then she collapsed onto the rug, tugging at the pantyhose to try and get it free from her legs.

Meanwhile Svetlana came over to me and straddled me on the futon. Unlike Yelena she was wearing thigh-high stockings. They made her legs look brown and shiny and awesome. Her plain white thong panties were so smooth but also so tight I could make out a good impression of her pussy.

She took hold of my swollen member in one hand. “Well what do we have here? You’re a special kind of girl indeed. Does your boss know?”

I nodded my head. My brain was fuzzy from alcohol and the situation I was in. I thought of a quick cover story.

“We get so many crossdressers and trans-girls shopping for female clothing that they hired me to help them choose outfits that will fit them.”

“Oh that’s so lame!” Svetlana exclaimed, reaching back to unhook her plain white sports bra.

“How so?” I asked, reaching up to see if I could help her unhook her bra for her. I drew her body closer to mine. She was so damned in shape. I wondered how many hours she spent in the gym, toning her abs to perfection.

“I reckon you secretly dressed up.” Svetlana told me, playfully drumming her forefinger on my nose as she said each word.

I was worried my cover might be blown. I rubbed the back of my left hand down her crotch. That made her emit a small moan.

“You dressed up as a shop girl so you could watch scantily clad ladies undress and try on sexy little outfits.”

She kissed me. It was a good kiss, like she’d gotten plenty of practice over the years.

She drew back then took my cock in her left hand and pushed it around the elastic of her white nylon thong panties. I caught a good glimpse of her erogenous zone. It was smooth and clean shaven. I guess she couldn’t risk a stray pubic hair or three causing a wardrobe malfunction on stage.

She pushed me inside of her.

“Fuck me, shop girl. Fuck me till I orgasm.”

Her pussy was tight and thrusting inside her felt divine.

Yelena started massaging my chest and squeezed my bra cups filled with their fake silicone breast enhancers.

Svetlana rode me for a couple of minutes. Thankfully the alcohol had dulled my inner workings somewhat and I didn’t manage to cum. My cock was pretty hard, but not like it had been yesterday when I was sober and in that changing room with Ruka.

I worried I was disappointing for Svetlana. But I guessed she’d had her pick of hot guys and now wanted to try someone different. Blondes were a rarity in Tokyo and she’d have no shortage of both Japanese and expat alpha males desperate to fill those tight holes with cum.

Svetlana stood up and motioned for me to stand. Yelena also stood and somehow managed to get her panties down around her ankles. I looked at Yelena’s pussy. She had a little landing strip of nicely trimmed pubic hair and a star tattoo on the left side of her bikini line.

“Very nice.” I commented. Sometimes I wondered if I should get a tattoo. I’d love a slag tag on my lower back, even though it would be hidden from my view for most of the time.

Svetlana staggered backwards a little and reached over to the coffee table to take a swig out of her tumbler. Meanwhile, Yelena pulled my dress upwards. “Now it’s my turn, you slutty shop girl.”

She yanked up my dress exposing my stuffed bra. It was pulled up so far I couldn’t see what was going on. “Mind my arms” I said. The dress was quite a tight fit. I didn’t have a spare one either, so I wanted to make sure it wasn’t wrecked ahead of tomorrow’s shift at Dentokina.

“I wonder how many other of your shop girl friends have secrets like this?” Yelena asked, poking at my heavily padded bra.

Svetlana laughed.

I thought about telling them that Satomi could very well be up for a hot lesbian threesome. But I felt a sense of duty to my new colleagues, and didn’t want to gossip about them behind their backs.

In the end I said nothing, but mainly because my mouth was totally obscured by my pulled up dress.

I felt Svetlana stand next to me. “Here, I’ll do it” She said and pulled my dress over my head, the sleeves following as they slid up my arms and over my hands.

Yelena bent down and pulled off my opaque tights and then my panties. She drew them close to her face then drew a long intake of breath. “Mmm they smell of cum and lingerie store. There’s a hint of piss too. They should bottle it and call it ‘eau de shop girl’”.

Yelena stood up and kissed Svetlana. “Remember those airline pilots?”

Svetlana laughed and pushed me onto the futon. Now I was totally naked, save for my wig, necktie and a little chain necklace I’d bought when I was in New York.

Yelena made the first next move. She straddled me then started kissing me, pushing her tongue deep into my mouth. Despite the copious alcohol she had consumed she was still full of energy.

As she pulled her head back to push her long hair out of her eyes I leaned forward and teased her left breast with my tongue. She pushed forward and soon I had a face full of firm breast. I gripped her erect nipple with my teeth and drew a circular pattern around it with my tongue.

“Oh, you’re a good lesbian lover” She gasped, feeling around my crotch area for my penis. When she found it she put it inside her. It went in easily and I started thrusting upwards.

Svetlana sat down close to me. She kissed the side of my face then teased my ear using the tip of her tongue. With one hand she played with my neck tie. She put her hand through it then pulled it tighter than I would ever dare tie it.

The sudden reduction in oxygen to my brain felt exhilarating. I was naked in an apartment with two stunning Russian girls.

I pumped Yelena harder. I gripped her hips and ground ever deeper inside her.

I could hold on no longer and orgasmed, letting out a huge unladylike moan.

Yelena squealed with delight and arched her back so much I thought she would snap.

Svetlana clamped her mouth over mine and tried to deep throat me with her tongue.

“Thanks for a memorable evening, shop girl.”

Both girls sat back on the futon, curling up close to me. Svetlana played with my almost spent cock and tried to coax it back to life.

Yelena slowly massaged my chest, scratching me with her long fingernails. I went to gaze into her beautiful brown eyes, but I could see that her eyelids were practically closed.

We lay like that for maybe 20 minutes, or maybe it was an hour or two. Finally Svetlana staggered to her feet and went into the larger bedroom.

She came out wearing a purple silk peacock print kimono and a matching pair of g-string panties. She tied the waistband tightly then threw a cream coloured version of the kimono and panties set at Yelena.

“Time for bed, sweetie.” She said, kissing her gently on her cheek.

Yelena came to, and took hold of the kimono, trying to look for the arm holes.

“You okay to sleep out here?” Svetlana asked me. “In the morning, I’ll make you some fried eggs and some coffee.”

“I’ll look forward to it.” I replied, deciding which futon would be better to sleep on. In the end I decided to stay where I was. I was too tired to even find some clothes to put on. I closed my eyes and I was asleep in seconds.


The Dove

I was half asleep in that kind of disturbed sleep you get when you’ve drunk way too much alcohol. Some stuff was going on. Was it in my dream? No it was real.

I prised my dry eyelids open, then looked around. I was alone in the living room, sleeping or trying to sleep on the futon. Damn, I didn’t even have any clothes on. Somehow a sheet had appeared over me. I didn’t remember putting it over me, or where it had come from.

Some sort of noise was coming from the smaller bedroom. I raised myself to standing level, then gingerly crept over to the bedroom door. The lights outside were bright enough for me to see quite well.

When I fully opened the door I could see the Akira the cat on the bed. It totally ignored me as I looked in. Then I saw it was fixated on the air conditioner unit affixed to the wall next to the window.

“Oh my god,” I mouthed. One of the magician’s white doves had somehow got out of the birdcage and was strutting its stuff up and down on the air conditioner unit, as if engaged in an effort to troll the cat. Svetlana must have knocked the door latch when she crashed into it earlier in the evening.

I tried to think about what to do. At least the bird was safe - for now. There were a couple of feathers on the bed, so I’m not sure what had happened while I was rousing from my sleep.

There was something else on the bed too. Something familiar.

I carefully pushed the door further back. There was a lot of junk in this room - much like my spare room at home. I knew this was Yelena’s room, but maybe she spent rather more time sleeping in Svetlana’s room. Maybe what happened tonight was a regular thing.

Yes. Now I could see them. There were at least a dozen pairs of panties on the bed - many still on their hangers. Dentokina hangers.

I walked further into the room. Finally the cat saw me and broke off her bird fixation. He seemed a little irritated to be disturbed, but then put his tail straight up and started strolling towards me for a head rub.

I picked up a couple of the pairs of panties from the bed. I recognised the brand, but I didn’t remember her or Svetlana buying any. Besides, after a more careful examination of the packaging I realised they were all different sizes. Both girls wore Large sizes, yet I found plenty of Smalls and a few Mediums on the bed.

I saw there were a couple of stuffed carrier bags by the bedside table. I tiptoed over while trying to keep Akira happy and avoid the miscellaneous junk dotted all over the floor mats.

Both bags were stuffed with all kinds of sexy lingerie - from my store!

Was I in the lingerie thief’s or thieves’ lair?

I quickly went back into the living room. I looked around, making sure that I or the cat hadn’t woken up the girls.

No, they were likely to be fast asleep.

Fumbling around in semi-darkness, I retrieved my phone. Then I crept back into the bedroom and took a few photos of what I had found in there. I took a video too - mindful that they seemed to come out better in low light settings. I didn’t want to use the flash in case it woke up the girls or freaked out the cat. And the bird - I’d almost forgotten about that.

So had I solved the case? I guessed I had, but I’d need to be extremely careful in how I handled it. That would require a clear head, which was something I definitely did not have right now.

I looked at my phone again. It was 4:54am. The train service would start up again soon.

That gave me an idea. I grabbed the message pad from the coffee table beside the futon and began writing…

Dear Girls,

Thanks for an amazing evening.

I went back to my apartment. We are short staffed and I need to do a full day’s shift.

See you soon,

Justine xxx.

I left the note in the centre of the coffee table, gathered up my things and left.


The Showdown

I was fortunate that by the time I reached Shinjuku-gyoemmae metro station the trains were already running. I was surprised at how many salarymen were already on their way to work. At least my job was more interesting, even if I made a fraction of what they did. And I got to wear some pretty outfits. I wondered how many of them had a secret stash of girlie clothes in a locker somewhere, hidden out of sight of their nosey wives.

I stopped daydreaming and became more focused on my body. I felt pretty lousy - a combination of the alcohol and the remorse at having laid a trap for one or both of the girls. Much as I liked them, I reminded myself that as a detective (of sorts) I had a duty to report any lawbreaking I might encounter during my activities, lest I be accused of being an accessory to the crime.

My plan was that hopefully the perpetrator would come to the conclusion that a store with staff shortages could be an easy target for her shoplifting.

As I rode the train back to my apartment I started to think of all the possible plot holes. Was it definitely Yelena who was the shoplifter? Did Svetlana know? And did The Great Splendido know anything of the misdemeanours? Maybe he was using his stage magic or something to distract everyone in the store while the girls went about their dirty deeds.

I felt no better when I entered my office. I figured I could sleep for an hour then return to the department store. Then I thought I could probably sleep for longer. I very much doubted that the girls would hit the store so early in the morning. They were night owls after all.

My mouth felt like I’d been sucking on an old teabag so I went into the bathroom to brush my teeth. I looked in the mirror. Ugh. My makeup had shifted and I was looking pretty rough.

I sniffed my armpit. The Dentokina dress smelt of cheap perfume and cigarettes. Classy. I took it off and hand washed it. Then I used my hairdryer to blow it as dry as I could get it. Maybe that was a trick I’d picked up from Satomi. Unfortunately I’d have to put up with a damp dress for a while. I only hoped I wouldn’t get a fever.

It was half past ten in the morning when I arrived at the department store. I felt like shit, but the coffee I’d grabbed en route was starting to help.

Airi said ‘Hi’ to me as I entered the lingerie department.

“Did you have a good evening? I heard you left with those magician’s assistants. They’re trouble I reckon.”

I gave an awkward ‘If you only knew’ kind of smile.

The morning dragged on. At lunchtime I risked going to the customer restaurant on the 6th floor and having some really filling Western style pasta. I figured if the magician and his entourage were to show their faces round here today, then it wouldn’t be at lunchtime.

The afternoon shoppers started appearing soon after lunch. The department was really busy, and that kept my mind off wanting to crawl into a changing room and die.

There were plenty of couples in the store today. Maybe they had taken the afternoon off to make preparations for their wedding days. I remember helping at least five couples choose bridal lingerie. Then there was the older couple who were really open about his panty fetish. I ended up selling them a dozen pairs of comfortable satin knickers. It made me wish I could find a girl who was so open to the idea of me wearing all kinds of feminine outfits. Maybe she would even go as far as letting me wear her clothes.

At 3 pm I spotted Svetlana and Yelena entering the lingerie department. Was the trap I set for them going to work?

I had to be vigilant. I hadn’t told anyone else about my suspicions. I didn’t want Airi or Satomi or any of the other girls acting like private detectives. For this to work the shop girls had to act naturally.

Svetlana spotted me and waved. They gradually made their way over to where I was standing, pausing to look at some things that caught their eye. The mannequin that had got some new lingerie a couple of days ago was proving nearly as popular a model as Ruka was. I thought dressing the mannequin in an open cup bra, nipple pasties and crotchless panties was a little daring for a department store, but the merchandise was flying off the shelves of that particular collection.

“Hey girls,” I said. “Where’s the boss man?”

“Oh, he’s in bed. I think he has the flu or something.” Svetlana said

“Or a new boyfriend” Yelena added.

Svetlana laughed.

“Mind if we look around?” Yelena said. “It’s getting so cold. We need some warmer sleepwear.”

“Sure, go ahead.” I said. “We’re short on staff today. A couple of girls have the flu. It’s that time of year.”

“We know, we got your note.”

So the trap was set.

I’d just have to stay vigilant.

It was Misako’s day off and I was covering for her. I was putting out new silk panties on the wall display in the corner of the department by the socks.

I wasn’t making much progress putting the panties out. Each time I took one pair out of the wholesaler’s box I couldn’t resist running my hands down the thin and clingy material. They were mostly part of the Cutie Gal collection. Each pair had a little silver charm hanging from the waistband. This was supposed to make each pair of panties unique, and maybe collectible.

At 3,499 Yen per pair you’d have to be a high flying lawyer or a girl with a loaded sugar daddy to be able to collect a whole panty drawer full of these.

The downside to this particular task is that it was making it quite difficult to track the Russian girls’ movements, given that I had my back to almost the entire department.

I needn’t have worried though because at that moment Yelena bounded up to me and took a pair of the new range of panties off the wall.

“Wow these are cute!”

I turned to face her. “Yes they’re cool. Every pair has a different charm.”

She examined the pair of panties she was holding. “Oh yes, you’re right. This one has a dinosaur on it.”

“Oh,” she sighed, “They’re not in my size. That’s such a pity.”

She looked at me head on.

“Take my bag and fill it with panties. Any size.”

“Okay, I will do. Do you want those panties too?” I said, motioning towards the panties she was holding, the ones with the dinosaur charm.

She handed them to me with both hands. “These too.”

What time was it? I felt light headed. Maybe I had forgotten my break. Without Misako here to remind me about such things it was all too easy to let time slip by.

I realised the display had room for more panties. I was sure I’d put more stock out than I had.

I went to the stock room to get the other box of panties. I wondered if any more of them would have dinosaur charms on them, or whether they really were unique.

There was another unopened box of Cutie Gal panties in the stockroom, so I lifted it high, taking care that my dress didn’t ride up too far. Damn, the box was so big I could barely see over it.

I staggered out of the stockroom towards the display.

“Hey there, cutie pie.” Somebody said from behind me.

I turned round. It was Ruka. I saw she was still wearing the wet look thigh highs I had helped her choose. I wondered if they were the same pair that I’d cum all over.

I put the box down next to a mannequin dressed head to toe in lilac.

Ruka came up to me and gave me a huge hug. “I just wanted to say thanks for finding me such an awesome outfit. The photo shoot was a triumph. I’m gonna be the most viewed gal on javgirls.org this month! I’ll make a fortune.”

The hugging persisted and I was starting to get a huge swelling down below. I thought for sure she would feel it pushing against her thigh.

She disengaged from the hugging but still kept one arm around my shoulder. She moved her other hand down and then rubbed my private parts a couple of times. “Wow you really are pleased to see me!”

I laughed. Today I wasn’t so bothered about anyone knowing my secret. “So, what are you looking for today?” I asked.

“Actually I came to see you, but I do need some new outfits. I’ve got three shoots scheduled next week. I’ve got to be a horny nurse, an unfaithful bride and a homely wife.”

I was imagining the scenes. “I don’t know if we could help you with the nurse thing, but of course we do bridal lingerie and I could find you some panties for the wife shoot.”

Panties.

Something flashed in my head.

“Hey - why don’t you look around and I’ll come and check up on you in a few minutes…”

Ruka nodded. “It’s okay, I need to piss and check my makeup. I think the rain made it run. I’ll catch you later.” With that she turned and headed off in the direction of the customer washrooms.

I looked round the store. Where was the magician, and more importantly, where was Yelena?

Satomi was nearby.

“Hey Satomi,” I called out. “Have you seen those two Russian ladies? You know, the magician’s assistants.”

“Oh hey Justine. How’s it going? No I haven’t seen those ladies. I’ve been sorting out this display.”

She waved a couple of pairs of panties in my face. “Look - someone has put the g’s in with the maxi panties and it’s all a mess.”

“Oh. That’s terrible. You’re doing a great job of sorting them out. I’ll come back in a moment - I’ve got to find those ladies.”

I looked around, scanning the distance. This department was pretty darned huge.

Ah! There they were. They were just about to leave the department via a route that had definitely not taken them past the cash desk.

I sprinted over to them. Thankfully my sissy platform heels were up to the task even though I’d been having doubts about the heels’ durability as of late.

Should I ask for help? It was too late though. Nobody was nearby and in less than a minute the pair could be in an elevator and on their way out of the store.

I reached the pair just as they reached the elevator hall.

Summoning some inner strength, I tapped Yelena on the shoulder.

“Hey Yelena. Do you mind if I look in your bag?”

“What’s this?” Svetlana asked.

Yelena clutched the oversized sports bag she had been carrying.

She backed away from me and put one hand in the bag, as if to search for something.

“I know what you’ve been doing.” I said, trying to stay calm.

At that moment Yelena pulled out a gun from the bag.

“Nobody move!” Yelena shouted. Several customers hit the floor in a total panic. A couple of others ran away. Svetlana stood rooted to the spot, frozen in shock.

I slowly raised my hands to signal a surrender. Yelena started moving slowly towards me. This didn’t look good.

“We’re going to leave now.” She lunged forward, grabbed my neck scarf and yanked it tight. I was feeling regretful that I’d tied it up so tightly this morning but once again I found I got a strange thrill from it being tied to the point of mild suffocation.

“Mind the flower” I said, resigned to my as of yet uncertain fate. Yelena then started to pull me in the direction of the elevators.

“You’re coming with me. Come on hostage girl.”

She grabbed me as tight as a mother cat grips her kittens by the scruffs of their necks. She started dragging me backwards towards the elevator. As we moved through the hallway everyone cowered in terror, or played dead on the floor.

We passed by the customer toilets, and were now just a couple of metres from the elevators.

How would this end, I wondered? Would they take me out of the store, bundle me into a taxi then drop my weighted down corpse in the Sumida river?

The door to the female customer washroom opened.

My vision was obscured, and I couldn’t see who was coming out.

I heard a loud “Uh?”, then “what are you doing with my girl?”

It was Ruka!

“Stay out of this!” Yelena shouted. But it was too late.

Ruka smashed into us with the force of a pouncing tiger. I fell towards the floor and rolled my body to cushion the impact. It was one of the few things I remembered from those dumb training sessions I had to do when I worked in the police force.

Yelena was less fortunate. She hit the floor with a sickening crack that could only have come from fractured bones. The gun did a cartwheel in the air and ended up clattering to the floor next to the trashcan only inches from a customer.

As for Yelena’s bag - the contents had spilled out all over the polished cream tiles. Panties. Panties upon panties. The panties I’d helped her to stuff into her bag.

Yelena started sobbing. At that moment Kendo and Tamura burst out of the elevator.

Tamura gasped. “We heard something was happening. Is everybody alright?”

I nodded. Ruka was helping me to my feet.

“I’ll take it from here.” Kendo said in an authoritarian tone. I’m pretty sure that was the first time I’d ever heard him speak.


The Secret

It was a chilly Monday morning.

I was sitting on the low sofa in Tamura’s office on the top floor of the department store.

Although my undercover role was over, I decided to wear the wondrous Denokina uniform one last time. I’d had it properly dry cleaned over the weekend, and it now looked awesome again.

I adjusted the neck scarf, trying to make sure the attached lace flower was straight and directly over my left shoulder.

Tamura was looking out of the window towards the busy train station.

“Thank you again for your help. Remember to send us an invoice for your services.”

“I will. I’m glad I was able to help.”

She turned to face me.

“So your friend in the police force will help us straighten things out?”

“Yes. Dinky. I worked with him when I was the foreigner liaison officer. He’s got a multitude of contacts. He’ll smooth things out and make sure it’s not widely publicised. Thankfully the gun turned out to be a stage prop, so the police decided not to press firearms charges. I declined to press charges regarding my briefly being taken as a hostage. So really it just comes down to a case of shoplifting.”

Tamura said “The Great Splendido called me. He was so apologetic. He’s offered to make good our losses. Actually it turns out Yelena still has a fair bit of the merchandise. Maybe she’s a bit of a hoarder.”

“That’s reassuring.” I replied. “Who knew that Yelena picked up his stage mesmerism routines and became better at them than he was.”

Tamura looked puzzled. “Why would she do such a thing when the magician had so much money? I heard he rented them a swanky apartment quite close to this store. And look how much money he must have spent on them in here over the last couple of years. Not just on lingerie too - they were regulars in a few other departments. I’m not sure why Yelena only stole from the lingerie department though”.

“You heard right. They had a pretty nice place in Shinjuku.” I stopped, maybe thinking I shouldn’t say too much about last night.

“I guess the lingerie was easy to steal. Especially the panties. She seemed to specialise in taking those. Unlike the electronics or other departments none of the goods are tagged. You don’t want a security tag ruining 5000 Yen’s worth of Belgian lace. Plus it’s low weight and high value.”

“But why did she steal them at all, when their patron was so wealthy?”

“Oh The Great Splendido is wealthy but he’s not stupid. He would have noticed if she had started stealing from him.”

“As to the motive - once Dinky had a chat with Yelena down at the station she blubbed like a baby. I’ve found foreigners usually do that once they’ve been accused of a crime in a foreign land. It turns out she’s heavily in debt to some gangs. I didn’t ask Dinky what nationality they were. Apparently she’s a good card player, but she started taking the wrong guys to the cleaners. Well the debt wasn’t actually that much but when these guys come knocking it doesn’t matter if you owe them a thousand yen or ten million.”

Tamura looked concerned. “That’s terrible. What a sad state of affairs.”

“Yes it’s a tricky situation. Thankfully The Great Splendido has agreed to pay them off too. He’s agreed to keep the girls as his assistants. He’s hastily arranged a three month tour of South East Asia. That will allow things to die down here. You might miss his custom though. I heard he shopped here at least three times a week.”

Tamura nodded. “Yes, he was one of the most regular of our regular customers. He loves us as apparently we’re one of the few places where he can easily buy Lebanese ingredients from his beloved home country.”

“I’m sure he’ll be back.” I said. “Although when he finds out how good the Lebanese food is in Bangkok he might stay there for a while.”

“And the other girl? Lana?” Tamura enquired.

“Svetlana” I corrected.

“Yes, her.”

“I don’t know if she was in on it or not. They were practically sisters, so I’m sure they told each other pretty much everything. Well it’s been my experience that all cases have at least one loose end, and this seems to be ours.”

Tamura walked over to the desk and picked up a brown envelope.

“This is your week’s wages for being such a great shop girl. You know the other girls love you so much. If you ever want to stay around there’s always a job for you in the department.”

“Thank you, I…” I said, trying not to blush.

“I had no idea you were going to go under cover yourself and dress like a girl. You look so… crossable.”

“Crossable?” I said. Then I figured out what she was trying to say. “Do you mean ‘passable’? Yes I guess I have my mom’s good looks to thank for that. Although I wish I looked as manly as Kendo. Women love that muscular look, don’t they?”

Tamura laughed and I wondered if they had any sort of intimate relationship.

Then she bent over until her mouth was close to my right ear. “Do you know that Kendo-san often wears panties under his suit? I found out a couple of years ago. We laugh about it sometimes. He confessed to developing a thing for them after his bodybuilder’s briefs order got mixed up and they sent him some lace panties with cute little bows on them. At first he got angry about the wrong order, but they told him he could keep them. Well his curiosity got the better of him and - wham - he was hooked.”

“Yeah, it’s the thin end of the wedge.” I said.

“Or the thin material of the g-string.” Tamura added.

We both laughed.

My shop girl days were over… for now, anyway.


PART TWO

Book 2: The Case of the Chaotic Beauty Pageant


The Phonecall

Damn, I needed a holiday.

February in Tokyo was grim. It was cold, it was wet, and almost every girl in town was dressed in beige.

But not this girl. I was slumped on my futon dressed in a shiny purple and white leotard, matt cream tights and my stripper heels. I was elevating crossdressing into high art.

I heard the driving rain thud against the window. Maybe I’d hibernate in here until April arrived. Then it would be worth going out again to see the pretty ladies of Tokyo wearing their sheer pantyhose and little office lady dresses.

My mobile started ringing. I tried to remember how to answer it. Usually I just played games on it or wasted my time swiping through photos on dating apps I never got dates from.

It was Ruka, my best transgender friend. I met her a couple of months ago when I was working on a shoplifting case. We chatted online occasionally. Mostly she sent me saucy photos from her latest ‘modelling’ assignment.

“Hey Justine - how you doing?”

I looked at the window, as if the weather would be doing anything different than it was a couple of minutes ago. “Not bad. Kind of bored of this weather though. How about you?”

“I just wondered if you were up for a trip. Somewhere warm.”

I sat up on the ageing green futon. Anything would be better than this grim existence. “I might be up for that. Where did you have in mind?”

“Thailand.”

That raised my eyebrows - and put a smile on my face.

“Uh yeah, I’ve been invited to join the judging panel of a beauty pageant. Miss Asian Fashion Queen.”

“Sounds good” I said. “Where do I fit in with this?”

“Oh yeah, you. They said I could bring a friend. They’ll pay for our flights and luxury hotel. They told me to bring somebody trustworthy, and I know I can count on you. It’s a little high risk.”

“High risk?” I asked. How could a beauty pageant be high risk, apart from the risk of falling off vertiginous heels in the evening wear round?

“Yeah, well you know beauty pageants are a bit, uh, non politically correct these days. All those gorgeous girls showing off their perfect bodies. Plus there’s the anti-fur movement too. And you got the gambling syndicates trying to sway the contest. So they told me to bring somebody who isn’t in leagues with any of those groups.”

“Won’t it be too hot for fur coats in Thailand?” I asked, looking at the sleek nylon material of my leotard. I was a synthetic materials gal myself.

“Yeah but these people - I once got egged at a film premiere for wearing a faux-fur jacket.”

“Fox fur?”

“No - faux-fur!” She clarified.

I picked a piece of fluff off the knee of my smooth cream tights. “It sounds great” I said. “What do I need to bring with me?”

“Just your keen eyes and your most fabulous cocktail dress. We’re gonna have some fun!”

With that, Ruka hung up and I stared into space. I had a feeling this was going to be an awesome assignment.


The Pre-Flight

Today Ruka and I were flying to Bangkok. My suitcase was packed and everything was ready. On her advice I’d packed plenty of hot dresses and of course a sun hat. This was my first ever trip overseas where I’d dress full time as a girl. I was both exhilarated and more than a little nervous. I was after all going to Thailand - the world centre of guys who dressed and looked like girls.

I heard a voice on the crackly intercom of the downtrodden office I lived in. “Hey honey, I’m here. We got plenty of time so I got you something to wear for the trip.”

“Uh, okay, come on up.” I said, glancing over to the wall mirror tiles by the door.

I’d chosen to wear a black knee length pencil skirt, white blouse and a jacket that vaguely matched the skirt. I thought I could fling the jacket in my case as soon as we reached Bangkok. But if my zany friend had other ideas, well I was open to all suggestions.

There was a knock on the door. I opened it and Ruka burst in, throwing a clear cellophane wrapper of clothes practically in my face.

“Here girl, I got you an outfit. We’re gonna be matching trolley dollys!”

She was wearing a red jacket, white blouse, short red skirt, tan pantyhose and black heels that must have hoisted her already statuesque frame another four inches off the ground. I looked up and noticed she was also wearing a little hat pinned in place with hair grips. There was no doubt what she was wearing, especially since there was a pair of wings motif on her left breast jacket.

I looked down at the packet of clothes she’d thrust in my arms. “Wow, we’re both dressing as air stewardesses? Is that even allowed?”

Ruka laughed. “Don’t worry - we’re wearing red but the airline we’re flying with are in blue. I’ve no idea why they would choose that colour - blue’s so last season.”

She turned and returned to the corridor to wheel her suitcase in. It was pretty huge and I’d wondered if it would be over the weight limit.

Then she opened her equally huge carry-on bag and retrieved a pair of shiny black patent heels from within. “Here, these are also for you.”

I was starting to wonder if crossdressing for the flight was such a good idea. “What about immigration? Won’t they give us hassle if they don’t look like our passport photos?”

Ruka put her forefinger on her chin. “Don’t worry girl, it’s all taken care of. I got us VIP passes so we’ll waltz through immigration at Suvarnabhumi. They take these things very seriously in Thailand you know.”

‘What, immigration?” I asked, carefully opening my cellophane clothing wrapper.

Ruka laughed again. “No, silly. Beauty pageants! We’ll be greeted like celebrities when we get there.”

Reasonably reassured, I picked up my outfit and went into the spare room to change.

Six and a half minutes later I emerged and stood in front of Ruka, who was perched on the arm of my tatty old futon.

I did a mini-twirl. “How do I look?”

“Not bad, not bad at all. I’d join the mile high club with you.”

She looked down at my crotch.

“Jeez, I didn’t realise the skirt would be so tight on you. There’s a definite bulge.”

I looked down. Damn, there was something fairly obvious at the front of my skirt. “This uniform makes me feel hot.”

“Yeah you are definitely hot, and you’re one of the most passable guys I’ve ever met. But I gotta teach you how to properly tuck it in.”

I looked at my gold ladies’ watch. “But not now - we’d better get to the airport.”


The Flight

Thankfully, we breezed through the security checks and other formalities at Tokyo’s Narita airport. I suspected Ruka had some fans amongst the male staff on duty there, even if nobody openly admitted it. Ruka told me that javgirls.org was one of the top twenty visited websites in Japan, but outside of fan meets and idol conventions you’d rarely meet anyone who would openly admit to visiting the site.

“Strap up.” I said, but Ruka was more interested in straightening her dress than fastening her seatbelt.

I looked around. We had pretty good seats but this time we were on the port side because it was too late for me to book my usual seat.

As the plane took off, I looked down at the sprawling urban megalopolis of Tokyo receding in the distance. I wondered how many stories were being played out down there, how many guys were dressing up in women’s clothes, how many guys were currently shaving their legs.

Thinking of legs, I kicked off my heels and rubbed the balls of my stockinged feet on the footrest of the seat in front. The shoes were nice and way better than the pair I’d bought for my store girl undercover assignment, but it was hard to stand around in them for extended periods of time.

“How come we’re flying in the cheap seats?” I asked Ruka. Of course I always flew in economy, and usually in 52H, unless someone else was paying.

“I like to be amongst the regular people.” Ruka replied. “It makes me remind me of where I came from. Besides we can have a lot more fun back here.”

“That’s true.” I said. I was aware of how many glances across at us the other, mostly Japanese, passengers were making.

An hour or so into the flight Ruka clambered over me to go and stretch her long legs. As she mountaineered over my seat, her heel grazed my shin.

“Ouch! Why don’t you take your heels off? You’d feel a lot more comfortable.”

“With these legs babe? No way!”

I glanced over as she tottered down the aisle, straightening her little hat as she went.

I checked my legs. Mercifully my tights hadn’t laddered. All my other pairs were in my suitcase which was hopefully in the hold below us and not on its own vacation to Hawaii or somewhere.

“Hey Ruka - we’re your biggest fans!” I heard a group of Japanese guys call out.

I looked round and saw that Ruka blew them a kiss, then paused at their seats to sign pretty much everything in their possession that could be written on.

After the meal was served I watched a movie I’d seen at least twice before. Ruka slept off the copious wine she’d got with her meal. I didn’t think passengers in the cheap seats got so much free alcohol, but maybe we were being given special attention.

The backs of my legs were feeling a little heavy. I wondered if this 15 denier pantyhose I was wearing was as effective as a proper pair of flight socks. I didn’t have time to buy any, and the laundrette machine chewed up my last pair.

I put my black trolley dolly stilettos back on and walked to the back of the plane for a stretch.

An attractive Japanese girl was standing at the back, stretching her legs too. She had heavily dyed hair that was a brave attempt at becoming European-style blond. She was already wearing her flowery summer dress and pink platform flip-flops, as if she didn’t want to waste any time changing when she got to tropical Bangkok.

“Hi.” I said. She said ‘hi’ back to me. That was my best one-liner.

She sidled closer to me. “I’ve seen your friend perform.” She whispered so quietly, I could barely hear her above the roar of the turbofan engines.

“You know, it’s not just guys who watch javgirls dot org.” I wasn’t aware of her moving, but suddenly she was virtually on top of me.

She stroked the shiny long black hair of my wig. “I prefer shy girls.”

My back was pressed up against the wall of the port washroom. The girl pushed me closer to the door. I looked around, but most of the passengers were sleeping, or watching action movies on the seat-back entertainment systems. I didn’t know where the cabin crew were.

“Let’s be naughty.” She whispered, and pushed the washroom door. It folded backwards, and she bundled me into the cramped washroom.

Once inside, with the door closed and locked she wasted no time at all. She pushed me so I was half sitting, half standing on the little shelf that housed the sink. She started kissing me passionately and with such force I was worried I might crack the back of my skull on the mirror.

She reached down and grabbed my crotch. “Let’s see what you got, shy girl.”

She massaged my cock and balls through the material of my dress. Then she grabbed my ass, forcing me to stand. She pulled up my dress, then rolled my tights down to just above the knee.

“These aren’t regulation panties!” She exclaimed. Beneath my tan pantyhose I’d worn my expensive lace g-string that was a gift from the client of my undercover assignment at the lingerie store.

She stroked the lace with her fingernails and my cock swelled so much the elastic waistband was starting to throttle it. “They’re cute. Cute panties for a cute girl. Princess Ruka’s little sister.”

The girl turned and hitched up her skirt to above her waist. Her ass looked soft and peachy and she wasn’t wearing any knickers. I wondered who had won the seat lottery and had ended up squashed next to her for a seven hour and fifteen minute flight.

I put my hands on her ass. It was so soft and smooth.

The girl lifted her ass up and I hitched down my expensive panties. My cock sprung up, spurred on by the look and feel of the girl’s amazing ass.

She sat on top of me then reached down and stuffed my cock into her warm, wet pussy. I started thrusting. The bottle of hand wash rolled on its base then clattered onto the rubber floor.

The girl stifled a moan. She put her hands on the cream plastic walls and pushed harder back on me. I reached down with both hands and massaged her labia. I could feel my cock thrusting in and out. Her pussy felt smooth - she’d obviously had a Hollywood wax ahead of her holiday to Thailand.

She bent back and moved her head so she could kiss the side of my face. I put one hand on her chest and felt her breasts. She was definitely wearing a bra. It felt like a swimsuit top. It had some padding but I guessed she was maybe a B cup.

She nuzzled my face with her tongue. “Fuck me harder, cute girl.” She said. She reached down and massaged my balls so hard with her wiry fingers I thought she’d burst them. Her legs felt so soft and smooth. I imagined all the sex she was going to have on her vacation.

She started kissing me all over the side of my face. Her insatiable passion was a huge turn on. I thrust harder. She moaned in ecstasy, then her left hand shot up to her face to cover her mouth.

“You’re so soft and smooth.” I said, running the palm of my hand down the inside of her polished marble-like soft thighs.

She let out a muffled shriek of delight.

At that moment I came, and exploded inside of her. I gasped then banged my head on the mirror. “Fuck, that hurt.”

She jumped off me and turned round. “Are you OK?”

“I’ll live. That was so good. Thanks for making my flight so enjoyable.” I lifted myself off of the shelf.

She looked down at her crotch. Some of my cum was dribbling down her inner thigh.

We hit a spot of turbulence and I wobbled. Damn these heels, I thought.

The girl grabbed two sheets of toilet paper from the square metal dispenser and rubbed her thighs down. Then she folded it up and put it in her dress pocket. “I’ll smell you when I get back to my seat. I love the smell of semen, especially when it comes from a cute girl.”

She brushed her dress down and turned her back to me. Then she took her phone out of her other dress pocket and pointed it at us. “Let’s take a quick selfie, shall we?”

I did a pouty pose and made the V sign with my left hand. She’d selected a filter that turned us into cute rabbits complete with ears and whiskers.

“Wait till I tell my friends!” With that, the Japanese girl left the toilet and went back to her seat.

I stayed in the toilet and locked it again. Shit, what just happened, I thought to myself. I felt bad I didn’t even know her name.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Thankfully my makeup hadn’t been kissed off, although my lipstick was a little smudged. I did the best I could to clean it up, adjusted my wig and straightened my dress.

As I exited the toilet a stewardess winked at me from the rear galley. “Am in trouble?” I asked her, worrying about all the stories I’d heard of people being thrown in jail or fined for misbehaving on a plane.

She walked closer to me. Uh oh, I thought.

She shook her head. “Off the record, most of us girls have done the same. The Pacific flights are the best. Hot American dudes flying to LA, us gorgeous girls wearing these cute little outfits. Most passengers sleeping after we turn the temperature up. What do you think that staff sleeping cabin at the back of the plane’s for?”

I laughed, relieved that I wasn’t in hot water with the relevant authorities.

It was sometime after midnight. Ruka had gone to the toilet yet again. I’d told her not to drink so much wine with her meal but it was like talking to a brick wall.

I was slumbering. “Hey - I’m back.” She whispered in my ear.

“Where you been?” I asked her sleepily.

“Fan service.” She clambered over me again to retake her place in the window seat.

I fully opened my eyes and looked back towards the rear of the plane. One of the group of guys who had professed to being Ruka’s biggest fans was gingerly making his way back to his seat. He had a massive smile on his face. I looked down and did a double take. Just below his trouser fly was a huge globule of what I presumed to be semen. I wondered how or why it came to be there.

I waved to him then pointed to his crotch. He looked down then gave me a huge grin. Instead of wiping it off, he showed it off to his two friends like it was a badge of honour.

I turned to Ruka. “What exactly happened back there?”

“Ha ha, attempted mile high club joining. Only I’m so fucking hot and this guy’s so horny for me that he managed to cum pretty much by himself.”

I laughed quietly, so as to not wake the many sleeping passengers.

“That’s ironic,” I said. “Earlier I was watching Gone in 40 Seconds on the in-flight entertainment system.”


The Substitution

The flight landed in Bangkok in the early hours, so we pretty much checked into the hotel then crashed. I’d looked around the airport baggage reclaim hall but the cute Japanese girl I’d fucked was long gone. Maybe she’d just packed a load of bikinis and sun dresses into a carry on case.

Our hotel was great. Really great. It was so much better than the shit heap of a dump I stayed in when I was last in Bangkok.

The next morning we filled up on the breakfast buffet then took the elevator to the roof top pool, ordered cocktails and sat down on a couple of white plastic sun loungers.

“This is better than cold and rainy Tokyo.” I said.

Ruka nodded in agreement. She was wearing a white halter bikini with a yellow flower design. I thought it looked gaudy, but the group of Indian guys sitting on the other side looked as if it was the best thing they’d ever seen in their lives.

Up close it was obvious she had made no attempt to disguise her bulge. It was glaringly obvious to anyone who walked past our side of the pool. I guessed it was what she was famous for.

I had decided on a more demure look. I’d chosen my navy blue long sleeved Asian style bathing suit. It had a zip front which I kept zipped up almost to my neck, and a frilly skirt to help disguise what I was hiding under the integrated swim shorts. It was designed for the average small breasted Asian woman who wanted to boost her assets, so it had substantial chest padding. It made me look like a B cup without much extra stuffing being needed.

We’d both chosen to wear heels to the pool. It added a touch of class. The young Thai guy behind the bar was so impressed he gave us both a couple of free shots of vodka. Maybe he did that to all the pretty girls he wanted to sleep with.

I brushed the front of my swimming skirt down to stop it riding up over my cock. This was my first trip where I would dress exclusively as a girl, and I didn’t want to be found out.

A young Western guy came into the pool area with his Thai girl in tow. I wondered if they were an item, or if she was just being rented by the hour.

As they walked past I admired her back tattoo. Sometimes I thought about getting one, but it was probably one of the thousand things on my bucket list that I would never end up doing.

Ruka looked the girl up and down then turned to me. “Good hips. Have you ever, you know, hired a girl here? For fucking purposes.”

“Uh, last time I was here…”

Just then, her phone began ringing. I guess I was literally saved by the bell.

“Helloooo-kaaaa” she said in a really authentic Thai accent.

Ruka babbled away in Thai for a few minutes. Where or how did she end up speaking fluent Thai? This girl was full of surprises, besides what she was packing in her low rise swimsuit bottoms.

She hung up and turned to me.

“Is there a problem?” I asked her.

“Yeah, a little hitch. Two of the contestants have dropped out. They got death threats so they and their entourage got the first flight out of Suvarnabhumi.”

“Oh that’s bad. Which countries did we lose?”

Ruka took another sip from her cocktail in a coconut. “China and Tajikistan.”

I wasn’t sure I’d ever heard of Tajikistan, but of course everybody knew about China. “That’s a shame. Miss China was really hot. I might have put some money on her to win.”

Ruka pouted in a way only a transgender could. “Oh, fuck her. She’s a bitch. She only came here for the prize money. They’ll be no tiara for her, just a huge loss of face in the modelling community.”

Ruka thought for a few seconds, and her eyes looked upwards, as if she was trying to visualise something.

“You know,” She said, still thinking about something, “you could take the place of Miss Tajikistan. It’s a small country. Nobody knows where the fuck it is. Who knows what girls from Tajikistan look like.”

My eyes also moved upwards. This was a lot to think about.

Ruka leaned forwards towards me and I noticed her nipples were really protruding through the thin material of her spandex bikini top. “How about it?” She asked me.

“Uh… uh, it could be fun.”

“Oh, it will be fun. Plus you can keep an eye on the other girls. It would be good to have a pair of eyes on stage. You know, in case something happens.”

Ruka stood up and stretched. Then she slipped off her heels. “I’m gonna cool off. You wanna join me?”

I thought about how long my conservative swimsuit would take to dry in this humid tropical heat. “Uh, no thanks.”

With that, Ruka took a few steps forward and dived into the pool.

She resurfaced and palmed the water from her eyes.

I motioned towards her upper body. “Uh, your top?”

Ruka looked down and realised her bikini top had slid right up and over her fake breasts.

She winked at me and turned round to face the Indian guys. They got a perfect view of her stunning pneumatic chest and huge erect nipples. One of the guys could take it no more and started rubbing his cock through his khaki shorts. Slowly Ruka raised her top and put the thin spaghetti straps back in place.

If you’re gonna do that again make sure you wear your sports bikini, I thought to myself.

One of the Indian guys got up and walked swiftly round the pool in the direction of the washroom.

Ruka winked at me again. “Ha ha, I think that guy came in his shorts. I should have charged him pay per view.”


The Debutant

After an early buffet lunch in the hotel we hit the shopping malls in Bangkok’s Siam district. I didn’t buy much, but Ruka bought a new watch that she would probably never wear and a thin pair of white shorts that were highly impractical unless you wanted everyone in the world to see your pantyline.

Having just got back to my hotel room, I was sitting on the bed carefully unwrapping a couple of anklets I bought from an accessories store. I’d once had a huge thing for anklets and they were one of the first feminine items I ever wore under my regular guy clothes. Those were some good memories.

Ruka was perched on the arm of one of the armchairs in my room tapping out messages on her phone.

She stood up and put her phone back in her handbag. “It’s all sorted. Your name is Dorri. Your country is quite conservative so we’ll have to bear that in mind. Of course that could work in your favour because you’ll be able to hide your, uh, assets.”

I nodded. “So I’m Dorri with an I or a Y?”

“It’s an ‘I’ babe. I chose it myself. I hope you like it.”

She walked over and inspected my anklets. “They’re cute, hun. I like the one with the fish skeletons.”

She continued explaining her plan. “Your back story is that you got a scholarship to study in Japan, then you worked there as a teacher in Tokyo for a few years. Who knows, maybe we can find a school here to shoot some footage of you doing worthy volunteering stuff. The audience always loves that tear jerking stuff.”

She perched on the side of my bed and stretched her back. “Anyway, that explains why your Japanese is so good. When it comes to the interview segments, just speak English with a Japanese accent. Which you know, you kind of do already.”

I packed the anklets stuff back into the paper bag they came in. “So when do I start, uh, contesting?”

Ruka bounced on the bed a couple of times. “The contest is actually staged over a number of nights. Then they edit it all together to look like it happens in a single evening.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Oh really? I thought it was all live.”

“Yeah it was in the old days. But these days you got all the other stuff you gotta shoot footage for. Video on demand, social media, sponsors’ endorsements - it’ll take way more time than a single evening.”

Ruka reached down and touched her toes. For a tall girl she was pretty lithe. “The first shooting starts tonight at 4 pm. It’s the talent part of the contest.”

I grimaced. “I’m not looking forward to that.”

Ruka walked over to the window. “It’s alright. I pulled in a favour from a local animal park.”

This sounded like it had disaster written all over it. “Animal park? Am I going to be riding around on an elephant or something?”

“Not quite. I got you a couple of parrots. They’re well trained. Apparently they ride bicycles and shit. You don’t have to do much. They do their show four times a day so they’re on fucking autopilot.”

Performing parrots. What could possibly go wrong?

“I’m beginning to think I shouldn’t have told you about that thing with the doves.” I said, thinking about how an encounter with a magician’s prop had helped me crack my last major case.

Ruka perched back on the armchair. She crossed her legs in exactly the same way a real lady would. I had to work on such things, especially if I was going to pull this off.

“Don’t worry.” Ruka said, trying to reassure me. “I think this is actually a great plan. The whole audience will be looking at the birds which takes you out of the spotlight.”

I thought for a second. “Yes I guess it’s a good plan. And I won’t need to sing or juggle or ride a unicycle, none of which I’m very good at.”

The contest was being held in a convention centre a few minute’s drive from our hotel. The driver of our bright pink taxi seemed pretty disinterested in having two glammed up ladies in the back of his cab. I guess this being Bangkok, we were not the strangest creatures he’d had on his back seat.

I tried to look at myself in the driver’s mirror. It was too far away. There hadn’t been much time to sort my clothes out so I was wearing a nylon one piece black Chinese-style dress that I’d brought with me. I’d had it for years and had actually bought it from a chain of women’s wear stores in England that had long since closed.

The material looked a bit bobbly and worn, but the two side splits that went almost up to my panty line would keep the audience occupied. Also it was quite loose fitting, so there wasn’t too much of a cock bulge out front. I still wasn’t keen on tucking.

Ruka had found me some light grey 10 denier pantyhose though, and my legs would definitely shimmer under the stage lighting. Finally I had on my air stewardess black heels. They weren’t bad, at least I wouldn’t be doing that much walking.

“Ah, we’re here girl.” Ruka said, pointing at the large set of gates we were driving through.

Ruka and I walked down the red carpet and through the main doors into the hall where most of the contest would be held. There was a large stage, a few tables for the judges and more tables for the invited guests to sit around.

I tottered on my heels and grabbed Ruka’s arm.

“Careful babe,” She said. “You don’t want an injury in the first round.”

I sighed. “You know, I still don’t know if this will work. I mean this is a beauty contest, so won’t the judges be experts at distinguishing girls from guys masquerading as girls? I know you and I are super passable, but… well.”

“Don’t worry honey.” Ruka stroked my arm. It felt pretty good. “The judges don’t know shit. And if they do, they’ll turn a blind eye. I was selected to bring some eye candy to the lineup and increase the popularity of the event in Japan. The other four judges are middle aged senior managers from the sponsoring companies. They’ll overlook anything but the exposure their brands get from this pageant.”

She looked down and gave me a stern look. “Everyone’s going to Thailand for a week. If the judges get their cocks sucked a couple of times then they’ll give zero fucks about what else happens here. After all, when they’re at home after date night trying to get a hard-on to fuck their ageing wives it’s the blow-jobs here with a pretty girl called Apple that they’ll be thinking about.”

“Uh, maybe you’re right. I’ll try my best anyway.”

I was backstage waiting for my turn in the talent contest. As promised a couple of parrots called Ping and Pong had materialised, along with their trainer, a boyish looking young Thai girl called May.

May assured me that the parrots would do as directed. I had my doubts. Ping was young and enthusiastic. His mostly red plumage was stunning and he knew he was a gorgeous if precocious bird. I had even bigger doubts about Pong. He was yellow with blue wings, he was older than me, and he was cranky as fuck. If a sunflower seed was less than fifteen millimetres long, he would fling it on the floor and sometimes squawk in indignation.

Most of the acts involved the girls singing. Nobody was particularly good but I was assured they’d auto-tune the hell out of the girls and dub it on in post-production.

Miss Malaysia was on before I was. She was wearing shiny silver platform boots, a shiny silver long sleeved ringmaster’s outfit and she had a matching cape. I suspected she was wearing shiny flesh coloured pantyhose too. No girl’s legs could be that shiny and smooth - could they? She wasn’t showing much flesh, but I was sure as hell captivated by the figure hugging reflective material of her outfit.

She strode past me with the confidence of a striking and beautiful model in the prime of her modelling years. I stared at her long and perfect legs for way longer than an envious girl should have been staring at them for.

Break a leg, I thought to myself.

A stagehand brought Miss Malaysia a bucket of liquid and a couple of few long sticks. I realised she was going to do a fire eating act.

Sure enough, she ate some fire. She didn’t spill any of it, which was just as well as I doubted her spandex was fire retardant.

The audience loved every minute of it, even though she didn’t do much but eat fire.

“Next up… It’s Miss Dorri from Tajikistan. She’s joined on stage by Ping and Pong.”

The stagehands rushed on stage and set up the parrots and their bench. Then May brought out their little bicycles and a couple of other props and thrust a bag of sunflower seeds into my hands. “Here you go. Don’t put your head too close to their heads in case they peck your face.”

I had barely any time to rehearse. Ping seemed to like me in the dress rehearsal but Pong was an asshole.

The compere strode towards me with the confidence of a circus ringmaster.

“And now let’s welcome Miss Tajikistan with her performing parrots Ping and Pong.”

The audience cheered. They were enjoying the evening more than I was.

I walked over to the table, trying to walk side-on to the audience so that they could get a glimpse of the side-splits in my dress. Maybe I’d get extra points from one of the judges if they caught a glimpse of my lucky g-string.

Both parrots sat on their perches and stared into the distance.

I picked up the blue bicycle. It was Pong’s favourite. He would squawk if Ping was allowed to ride it.

Looking down at the bag of seeds in my right hand, I picked a particularly big sunflower seed and gave it to Pong. “Here you go, Pong.” I said, in my heavily Japanese accented English I was supposed to use for the contest.

Pong took the seed with his beak then tossed it on the floor.

“Fuck!”

The audience laughed. Damn, I’d forgotten there was a wireless microphone clipped to the front of my dress.

I guess it was one of the first English words non-native speakers learn. My cover was intact.

I gave him another seed.

Again, he tossed it on the floor.

“I’m sorry, he’s from Cambodia.” I said. The local Thai people in the audience roared with laughter, though when I glanced over at the judges they sat stony-faced.

I turned to Ping. Maybe he was in a better mood.

At least Ping seemed to know what he was doing. As soon as I put the little bicycle on the rail he jumped off his perch then mounted the bicycle.

Pong squawked. He flapped his wings and I was suddenly aware of just how big he was. I did not like birds. I stepped back and wobbled on my heels. I wasn’t used to wearing them. One of my heels gave way and I clattered to the floor. The bag of seeds flew out of my hand and they scattered all over the stage.

Damn. I composed myself and scooped up a handful of the seeds. I offered a couple to Ping, but he wasn’t hungry. Pong just sat there.

I apologised to the audience. “Oh, I’m so sorry. They just don’t want to perform tonight.”

What could I do next? I had no idea. They had a little basketball hoop they were supposed to use, but I just felt humiliated and wanted to get off the stage.

Sensing my discomfort, the compere came over to where I was standing.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please give a big round of applause to Dorri and the uncooperative parrots.”

There was some polite, gentle applause, but nothing like what Miss Malaysia had got for her fire eating.

The compere escorted me to the back of the stage. He put his arm round me and his hand came as close to my ass as he thought he could get a away with. “Next time bring a lion, honey.”

After the last act we were all assembled on stage to hear the results. Miss Malaysia’s fire eating got her first place. Miss Indonesia was in second. Her traditional dance was pretty spectacular. I felt good about her doing so well. She was cute and had a smile that just melted me inside.

I came in twenty third place. There were only twenty four girls in the pageant. I felt completely humiliated. It took all of the stiff upper lip from my British dad’s side of the family to stop myself blubbering on stage.

The busty Miss South Korea put an arm around my shoulder. “Don’t worry, there are still three more rounds. I only came in seventeenth. Damn my manager for making me sing a KPop song. My voice is horrific.”

I frowned. “I thought you sounded okay. And your dress is stunning.” It was in her country’s red, blue and white colours and managed to be pretty without being overly nationalistic.

“Thanks.”

We both turned to the audience and put on our fake smiles.


The LBD

It was 11 am. I was chilling on my bed trying to find something interesting to watch on TV. I found a shopping channel. Some Thai women in their late 30’s were demonstrating corsets. It was mildly erotic, but not stimulating enough that I could masturbate to it.

I was feeling pretty down. Last night’s first round had been an embarrassment. I didn’t necessarily want to win, but neither did I want to come last. I couldn’t ever manage to chill out and relax, like Ruka did. I had my competitive, driven tiger mom to thank for that side of my personality.

Now the ladies on the TV were modelling control knickers. I wondered if I should try them one day. I did have a bit of a fetish for cycling shorts.

I heard a knock on the door. I went over and opened it.

It was Ruka.

She burst in with a little black dress on a hanger.

“What do you think, girl?” She asked.

I felt too depressed to answer. Last night had been a total fail. I felt humiliated and I was so depressed I hadn’t even opened the small box of chocolates that the turndown service staff had left for me.

“Uh, it’s okay.” I said with a heavy voice.

“Okay? You’ll rock in this little number! Here, it comes with your trademark choker. I know you love them.”

I looked up and smiled. I had to admit the dress looked hot. The choker had a little silver heart attached to it. That was something I could work with.

“Do you think it’s a good idea to wear black again? I mean, I wore a black dress last night.”

“Rock that L B D baby. There’s never a time not to wear an L B D.”

She was so good at lifting my mood. I had to admit, it did look pretty good.


The Attack

Another afternoon, another round of the beauty pageant. We girls were backstage, waiting for our turn to go out and strut our stuff.

There was a lot of waiting around in this business. Mobile phones were banned to prevent leaks, so most of the girls had no idea what to do with their thumbs.

I perched on a couple of lighting rigs, waiting for my turn to go on.

From the cheers I heard nobody had been outstandingly better than anyone else, so I guessed the contest was wide open. Who knows, maybe I could improve on my miserable ranking. I wasn’t here to win, but I sure as hell didn’t want to come last.

Miss Laos was sitting next to me, stretching her ankles. She was wearing a pretty gold anklet and I wanted to ask her where she got it. Sadly, she didn’t speak much English, and much less Japanese or Mandarin Chinese.

Miss Indonesia was next. She was super hot and whoever had done her hair and makeup was a genius. I reckoned she was a definite front-runner.

“Good luck.” I said and she smiled.

“You too.” She replied, raising her hands to perform a final check on her hair.

Then on cue, she strode on the stage with the confidence of a professional model. Her flared deep blue cocktail dress shimmered under the stage lights.

Damn, I was never going to match her confident, striding steps.

I was next. I had got more confident over the years but my legs were like jelly. What if I tripped? What if I saw a hot girl in the audience and my penis decided to barge out of its position safely tucked in like Ruka had taught me. What if, what if, what if…

“And now - it’s Miss Tajikistan!”

It was my time to go.

I strode forward on my four inch platform heels. I was a goddess. I was hot. All eyes were on me.

And I pulled it off. My walk was great. I glanced at Ruka. She gave me a thumbs up.

“Miss Tajikistan is wearing a little black dress by Choo Choo and her silver heels are by Francesco and Luigi.”

I remembered to do a twirl then I performed a little curtsy towards the judges. The old Asian guy with the moustache winked at me. I assumed that meant I was at least assured of a nine or ten score from him.

I took my place next to Miss Indonesia. I looked at her and she smiled.

The last girl to come out from behind the the curtains was Miss Singapore. She wore her hair in a beehive and her purple cocktail dress had a real seventies look about it.

After doing her little show, she walked up to me and she gave me a huge grin. I wondered if she knew my secret.

The compere walked to the centre stage. “Please give a huge round of applause to our contestants.”

I looked towards the audience. The drink was freely flowing at the tables. People were having great fun, even if they might not remember it the next day. I looked further into the distance, towards the back of the hall. My detective instincts told me something was wrong. Yes, there it was. A woman was grappling with the door guy. I could barely make it out due to the glare of the stage lighting.

The woman struck the guy on the face with a bulky object. I couldn’t see what it was. The guy went down in a heap. I wondered if she was just a member of the audience who had lost her ticket, or maybe she had drunk way too much of the free flowing wine.

The compere walked further towards us two rows of contestants standing on the left side of the stage. I mentally prepared myself in case I was one of the girls he asked a question to. The guy’s eyes were all over us, as if he was deciding which one of us he’d try and sleep with tonight. He was definitely making eyes at Miss South Korea, who was one of the first contestants to strut her stuff.

I was right. The compere went up to his prey. “This is Miss South Korea. Doesn’t she look stunning tonight. So which designer made your dress? Which is absolutely stunning by the way.”

I looked back at the audience and realised the woman who had been grappling with the door was hurtling towards the stage. I saw that the object in her left hand was a tin of paint.

The stage was some way off the floor, but she vaulted it with the athletic skills that only come with training or a huge adrenaline rush from doing something completely crazy, like she was about to do.

Once on the stage, she ran towards my part of the contestant line up. Her gaze was intent. I realised she was heading straight for Miss Indonesia!

As she approached she yanked off the lid of the paint tin.

“Freedom for indigenous people!” she shouted in a crazy half-strangled voice.

As she drew back her arm as if to get ready to throw the can, I leapt forward and smashed into her midriff in a badly planned rugby tackle. I wasn’t particularly strongly built, but then neither was she. I caught her off balance and I also tumbled, my right ankle twisting as I gave way under my dainty platform heels.

The tin of paint clattered backwards and rolled towards the centre of the stage. Two bouncers who had been sitting next to the judges leapt onto the stage and one of them managed to right the paint can before too much of the red paint had spilt onto the hardwood stage floor.

I looked back and Miss Indonesia and Miss Singapore were hugging each other in fear.

I had saved the day, but had I busted my ankle in the process?

Miss South Korea was the first to come to my aid.

The bouncers frog marched the protester off the stage and out of the auditorium. She looked too dazed to be able to shout and more slogans.

Meanwhile the producers climbed on the stage and started settling the girls. I heard the director say that they would cut that bit and just use some stock footage of the audience to complete the day’s shooting.


The Chillax

After the event the organisers laid on a buffet supper for us all at the hotel. I sat in a comfy chair, trying to rest my ankle.

A waiter offered me some nibbles. I took, then ate a couple of cakes, trying not to get crumbs on my dress.

After seeing that I was comfortable, Ruka went off to talk to Miss Thailand. I was wondering who I should make conversation with when Miss Indonesia came up to me.

“Thanks so much for saving me.” She said in that deliciously squeaky feminine voice of hers. “I could have been died!”

Her egg shell blue dress was relatively conservative, save for a two inch long front split that looked enticing.

She reached over to the table and retrieved a plate with a gold leaf chocolate cake on it. “Here’s your prize.”

“Why, thank you.” I said. I was starting to take a real interest in this girl. Her honey coloured bare arms were smooth and completely hairless. She was petite and even with five inch platform heels on she had only just made it to my chin level when we were standing next to each other on the stage. She was smooth, petite and extremely feminine. I totally went for that look.

She perched on the side of the chair. She and I both looked around, as if trying to think about what to talk about.

“You friend, the judge.” She said, motioning with a dainty little hand towards Ruka, “She so beautiful. Who would guess she’s a… a man.”

I nearly choked on the chocolate cake.

“Uh, yes. I mean she looks so, uh, stunning.”

She leant over so her mouth was much closer to my ear. Her curly hair smelt of strawberries. “I’ve never been with man. But I’d like to.”

I was a little shocked by the frankness of her conversation.

She looked me up and down, as if she was thinking about something.

“It’s been a long day. Do you want to come up to my room. We could hang in.”

“Hang in?” I said, puzzled. “Ah, hang out. Maybe I could give you an English lesson.”

She clasped both hands together in gesture that was not quite a Thai Wai. “That would be good.”

Miss Indonesia’s room was on the same floor as mine. It looked pretty much identical and I found that strangely comforting.

I winced as I walked too close to the door frame and banged my heel on the wood.

“Ah f…” I shouted then realised I was with company.

“Are you alright?” My host asked me, turning to look at my feet.

“It’s okay, maybe I should take these shoes off and rest my feet.”

Miss Indonesia fluffed up a couple of pillows. “Here, rest on the bed. I’ll turn the television on.”

I sat on the side of the bed and undid the straps on my left platform heel. Usually when I was crossdressing I loved to wear my heels, especially when I was watching the TV. But not tonight.

Next I tried undoing the right heel. I fumbled with the ankle strap. The shoes were new and the strap barely fit through the silver buckle.

“Here, let me help.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Oh, I don’t even know your name.”

She laughed. “Miss Indonesia of course. And you are Miss Tajikistan.”

She eased the shoe off my right stockinged foot and put it softly on the tiled floor. Then she put the left shoe neatly next to it.

“Is your foot okay? She asked.

I rotated my ankle. “It’s not too bad. I just need to rest it.”

“Oh” she said, then started slowly massaging my right toes.

I felt a warm feeling of relaxation coursing through my body.

She worked her way up to the ball of my foot.

“You can call me Jasmine.”

“Nice to meet you Jasmine. I’m Justi… uh, I’m Dorri. With an ‘I’”.

“That’s a nice name” said Jasmine, carefully massaging my hurt ankle. It felt so good, despite the odd twinge of pain as she worked on the most tender part. “I’m afraid I don’t know too much about Tajikistan. I don’t even know where it is. Is it near France? I’d love to go to France one day.”

My briefing from Ruka about Tajikistan didn’t extend to knowing where the country actually was.

“Uh, it’s not too far away. Maybe you can visit me one day. I’ve spent a lot of time in Japan though. I studied there.”

She started massaging my other foot. Her soft hands massaging me through my sheer pantyhose was sending shivers down my spine. I looked down at her and she smiled. She wore braces and the blue metal squares shone under the glare of the room’s LED lighting. I had a thing for braces. Maybe most guys did. Her teeth didn’t seem to be particularly crooked, not like so many of the girls back in Japan. I wondered if she just wore them for decorative purposes, like so many girls did here in Thailand.

Some movie was playing on the television. I was so caught up in the moment that I hadn’t even registered what was playing. I looked over. Ah, it was an old Hollywood movie dubbed into Thai and with Korean subtitles.

Jasmine looked to see what I was watching.

“Oh, I’ve seen this movie. I learnt most of my English from watching American movies.”

She stood up, then unclipped the straps of her silver platform kitten heels without having to undo the buckles first.

“Wow, your shoes are neat. I’ve never seen a pair do that anymore. That saves a lot of hassle.”

She placed her shoes neatly next to mine. It was like looking at a couple of tanks parked next to a couple of family saloon cars in a parking lot.

She padded over to the fridge in her stockinged feet. She opened the door and had a look inside. Then she spent a while looking through the inventory.

Finally she retrieved a couple of cans of soda from the fridge door.

“Uh, is this okay? I don’t usually drink anything from the mini-bar. It’s always so expensive.”

Ah, this was a girl after my own heart.

She looked in the main compartment. “There’s also some beer in there and some wine spritzers.”

I thought a beer would be good but it wasn’t exactly lady-like. I had to stay in character, even though my cock was starting to take a huge interest in this very pretty young girl.

“Soda’s fine.”

She opened a soda for me then poured it into a glass. It almost overflowed. “Silly me.” She giggled, putting her hand in front of her mouth in that adorable girlie way that I definitely had not mastered myself.

She put the soda on the side of the bed I was on, making sure to use a place mat.

“You’ve been well trained.” I remarked.

“Thank you.” She replied. “My agent made sure I was good at… uh, I don’t know the English word.”

“Deportment. Yes I learnt all about that when my parents sent me to private school in England. Good manners are priceless.”

Jasmine put her soda on her side of the bed.

“I’m a little hot.” She said, then lifted up the skirt of her deep blue cocktail dress so she could reach the waistband of her pantyhose. I saw that beneath the sheer hosiery she was wearing a tan pair of knickers. Her dress was so flared that she didn’t need to worry about her panty line showing as much as her skirt blowing up and revealing all.

“I’ll take my hose off.” She tried to reach the waistband of her pantyhose but it was hard with the voluminous material of her dress.

“Oh, I can’t see. Can you help me?”

Without hesitation I rolled over so I was lying right next to her ass. Her panties were a boring sensible design with way too much cotton for my liking. However, they were figure hugging and showed off her perfect ass.

I put my forefingers inside the waistband of her pantyhose then gently tugged it down over her hips.

Her skin was so soft I was taken aback. I wondered if she’d bathed in milk every single day. I thought about complimenting her but that was a guy thing to do and tonight at least I was a girl. I was still Miss Dorri with an ‘I’ from Tajikistan.

“Oh that’s better. Wow, you have strong hands.”

I wondered if I’d been rumbled. Time for a quick cover story. “Our school made us play sports three times a week. Hockey, netball and tennis in the summer, double hockey and netball in the winter.”

The pantyhose had reached her mid-thighs. I resisted the urge to stroke her honey coloured skin. This could quickly escalate, although the commotion in my own panties was telling me that this was already a seriously sexy situation I was finding myself in.

She made a girly laugh. “Oh, I can see your hands now. I can do the rest myself.” She gently pulled the pair of tights over her feet.

“Aren’t you hot too?” She asked me.

I did feel hot but I wasn’t sure I could take my pantyhose off. I was only wearing my lucky Dentokina g-string under my pantyhose. And under that there was something very unladylike.

“I’m okay. It’s nice to feel warm again after the freezing winter in Tokyo.”

Jasmine swung her feet round and lay next to me on the bed.

“Let’s cosy up.”

I thought she was a shy girl, but there was nothing shy about the way she moved so close to me we were practically on top of each other.

She rubbed the sleeve of my dress. “Your dress is nice. I wanted to wear Choo Choo but my manager said the brand was too open for my country. He told me they, uh, they do panties with no insides.”

“Panties with no insides?” I was wondering what she meant. Then I twigged. “Oh, crotchless panties?”

“Yes, crotch less. I’ve never worn those. Have you?”

This was one of my favourite topics, but I didn’t often admit it. “Yes I’ve tried them. I used to work at a store in Tokyo that sold them. They’re very popular.”

She blushed a little. “They’re so naughty!”

“Yes.” I said, “And not at all appropriate for beauty pageants.”

We sipped our sodas and watched some more of the movie. The leading lady was lost in the jungle.

The scenery seemed to make her remember the opening night. She stroked my upper arm. “Sorry about your parrots. Animal acts are usually really popular. Last year’s Miss Taiwan had a dog that did tricks and she came first in the talent round.”

I looked at her deep brown eyes. “Yeah, it’s weird my parrots didn’t do anything. They’re usually so reliable. I mean they do the same tricks day after day. They love performing.”

Miss Indonesia sat up a bit to gently let some soda gas escape her stomach. “Maybe they got poisoned or something. Some girls will do anything to win this pageant.”

“Anything?” I asked, but she didn’t give me a response.


The Chemise

We drank more sodas and watched more some dubbed television. Jasmine started to play with the heart locket on my choker. I was fearful she’d spot my Adam’s apple. Maybe she was too naive to realise the significance of it. But she was either unaware or it could just have been that the choker had a fairly wide band on it.

The action hero on the movie was holding onto the skid of a helicopter while firing a semi-automatic at the bad guys on a rooftop below.

Jasmine tugged at the heart locket so hard I thought she’d pull the thing off my choker. Thankfully Ruka had gone to an upmarket store to buy it and it wasn’t going to fall apart like the last one I’d bought online.

“That guy’s so strong.” She exclaimed.

“Uh huh. I heard he did his own stunts too.” I wondered if the guy had a feminine side like I did, and whether he liked to wear cocktail dresses and pantyhose from time to time.

“I wish I had a boyfriend.” Jasmine said sulkily.

“Boys are trouble.” I sighed.

She started stroking my chin. I was fearful she’d discover I had some stubble, but if she felt some she said nothing.

“Your girlfriend, the judge. She’s a man.”

“Uh.” There was so much complexity in what she’d just told me.

“Yeah, she’s a man. But she’s a ladyman.”

“Oh, that’s confusing. Is she your girlfriend?”

“Oh no, she’s just my friend. We met while she was shopping in a department store I was working in.”

“Does she have a, uh, you know, a...” She frowned as if searching for the right words.

“A penis?” I said, waggling my finger.

“Oooooo, I’ve never seen one of those before.” She giggled, and her cheeks started to look flushed.

“What, a ladyman?” I asked her.

“No, silly, a penis.”

I laughed. I so badly wanted to show her mine, but I still wasn’t sure who I could trust in this pageant. What was it she said about some girls would do anything to win? Did that include outing dick-girls like me?

I looked at my watch. Maybe I should leave.

“I’m scared.” She said, grabbing hold of my arm. “What if there are more crazy women trying to attack me? Can you sleep here with me?”

I thought for a few seconds more than was necessary when a girl asks you to sleep in her room.

“Uh, I have no sleepwear.”

“It’s okay, I’ve got loads. The shopping here is so much better than at home. My manager and I, we flew here a few days early so we could shop till we dropped.”

She bounced up and skipped over to the wardrobe.

“Look,” She said, sliding the door open. “All my beautiful new clothes! There’s lots of sleepwear.”

I sat up and looked across. I needed a closer look.

There was indeed some lovely clothing, although a crossdresser would most likely buy much sluttier outfits than a shy girl from Indonesia would.

I pushed the hangers along the rails, looking for something I liked and more importantly would hide my cock, or make it far less obvious.

I chose a red satin chemise. The straps looked like they would stay on my manly shoulders. More importantly, the bust was padded and I’d probably be able to disguise my lack of natural breasts. It looked quiet tight fitting but I thought if I tucked my cock between my legs Ruka-style then I’d get away with it.

“This one’s nice. Can I wear this?” I said, picking the hanger off the clothes rail.

“Oh yes, it looks really nice.” Jasmine felt the material, then reached under the clingy skirt material.

“Here, it comes with a matching g-string.”

The g-string was tiny and I wondered if I’d manage to squeeze my cock into it, even while it was in its sleeping state.

She handed me the hanger. “Here, you can wear this one. I think the colour will look good on you.”

Jasmine pouted. “I don’t often wear g-strings. My manager doesn’t want me wearing slutty clothing. It’s not good for my image.”

She sorted through the rack. “But I secretly bought this.”

Jasmine pulled out a very pretty cream satin kimono-style robe. I recognised the design immediately. It was a from the new collection that sexy milf Satomi had showed me when I was undercover at the lingerie store back in Tokyo. That collection was pretty racy.

“There’s more.” She said, and pulled back the front of the robe. On the hanger beneath the robe was one of the collection’s sexiest designs. It was a satin teddy that matched the robe. I almost gasped - she’d gone for the one that had both an open cup bra and was crotchless.

I was amazed that she’d bought such a sexy item.

“I bought it while my manager was in the washroom. She giggled. “He doesn’t have a good stomach for Thai food.”

I wondered if he had a stomach for uber-sexy sleepwear. In fact I wondered where he was. I did briefly meet him earlier in the day, and from what I saw of him I reckoned he’d be partying hard down in the gay gogo bars in Patpong’s Soi 4.

“Let’s get ready for bed.” She said, then motioned towards the bathroom. “You can get ready first. There’s plenty of towels and little bottles of shower gels. There’s a spare toothbrush in there too. Make sure you brush well after all those sodas!”

I showered and then of course I brushed my teeth. I never forgot anyway, unless it was such an outstanding party night that I was too carried away to care.

I took a piss and realised my penis was full of pre-cum.

Oh shit, I thought. I’d forgotten to put the seat up and there was piss and no doubt some pre-cum everywhere. I cleaned it up with some toilet tissue.

Thinking of the situation I was in, and seeing all the feminine stuff in the bathroom made me have a small masturbation session, then realised I should probably get a move on.

Once I had completely dried off I put on the chemise. It was quite tight fitting so I was super careful not to split it.

I looked in the mirror then adjusted the straps so they would stay on my shoulders. As I suspected the padding was really good. I carefully put a couple of my gel pads in the bra just to give the impression I was a B cup. I didn’t think Jasmine would notice, or even care if she did. Bra stuffing was endemic through Asia.

A lot of things were going through my head. Should I make a move on her? Should I try and coax her into some hot lesbian action? Or should I just reveal the secret in my panties and show her what a penis could do for a woman? But if I did, then would she tell the other girls? She seemed to know a lot about my parrots. Did she have a hidden agenda?

I didn’t really mind if I got thrown out of the pageant. But it would look bad for Ruka, and might even affect her career. After all, she of all people should be able to spot a guy dressing as a lady.

Jasmine knocked on the door. “You okay in there?”

I picked the g-string off the edge of the bath. Luckily all that introspection had shrunk my penis down to shrimp-sized.

I put the g-string on and it wasn’t too hard to fit my package into it. I stuffed the ‘g’ into my ass then pulled it up so that my balls were secure.

Looking in the mirror I did a last minute check. The red chemise was quite billowing at the front, so my secret was intact.

I opened the door and did a little twirl.

Too late I realised that the flimsy satin material of the chemise would of course levitate and my g-string would be visible to Jasmine.

“Oooo, you look awesome. It really suits you.”

I noticed her pupils were dilated. She was definitely enjoying this evening. But if she caught sight of something unexpected, she didn’t let on.

I lay prostate on the bed for what seemed like an eternity. I was tempted to grab a beer and massage my cock for a bit. I was reassured that Jasmine was a real girl - no guy would ever spend that long in the bathroom.

I flipped through a Thai fashion magazine she’d bought somewhere. It was full of hot white legged Thai pretties and I was a little worried my g-string’s contents might come bursting out.

At last, I heard the bathroom door opening.

Jasmine had washed her hair and now it had that more natural, just dried look.

She had tied the cream robe around her waist. It looked spectacular against her dark skin. She smiled and the glint off her braces melted my heart. This girl was pretty, intelligent and had the most lovely personality. I was falling in love with her.

“What do you think?” She asked, looking down and inspecting the pockets of the robe.

“Any money in them?” I asked.

“Hee hee, no silly.” She said, then she trotted over to the bed and jumped on it, landing by my side.

She turned to face me, and propped her chin up on her hand.

The shiny material slid off her chest and I could clearly see her left breast. It was encircled by the underwiring of the open cup teddy.

She knew that I was staring at her firm if not especially large breasts.

“Do you like it? I feel so sexy in it.” She said, then put her thumb and forefinger under the exposed underwriting and adjusted the fit.

“Wouldn’t it be hot if the contest had a lingerie stage?”

“Well maybe.” I said, also thinking it would be hot. I was fighting the urge to massage my cock. Already I could feel it was about to poke its head out of the top of the very small g-string. “But many people think beauty pageants aren’t politically correct these days. They’re more endangered than a Panamanian tree frog.”

“What?” She looked up at me with a quizzical look on her face. “You say some funny things some times.”

She adjusted the material of her robe so that her breast was now hidden from my view. I thought I’d overstepped things.

Jasmine laughed. “I think you’re funny.” She reached over and massaged my upper belly, just below my chest padding.

“And you’re so hot too. I love this thing you’re wearing. What’s it called?”

“It’s a chemise.”

“Chemeese.”

“Yes that’s right.”

“Are the panties comfortable?”

“Yes, although they’re a little tigh… uh, small.”

I was worried that she’d put a hand on my crotch and attempt to feel for the ‘g’. By now my cock had burst out of the top of the g-string and I was worried some spots of pre-cum might appear on the chemise. I rolled on my front and put my head on the pillow.

“Are you tired?” She said, then she yawned. “Let’s sleep. Good night.”

She turned the room lights off and I rolled onto my side, facing her. It was dark and my eyes hadn’t yet adjusted but I could just make out her glorious outline.

I yearned to touch her, to hold her but my inner voice was telling me to go to sleep because I couldn’t trust anyone but Ruka and myself and dammit, deep down I so badly wanted to win this beauty pageant.

I was in my office cum apartment, in Tokyo. The sunlight was streaming through the windows. I was lying on the bed in the spare room. I didn’t remember there ever being a bed in that room. I generally slept on the futon in the main room.

I looked down. I was wearing a blood red chemise. I had my silver platform heels on too.

I noticed a silhouette at the door.

It was Jasmine.

“Make love to me again, strong man.”

She was wearing a dark coloured Kimono with peacocks printed on it. Her hair was braided and as she smiled the sunlight glinted off her braces.

Jasmine untied the robe and it slipped off her shoulders and onto the floor. I looked down but it was gone.

She knew what I liked and she was wearing the open cup teddy she’d showed me in Bangkok. Her breasts were perky and full, and she didn’t need the underwiring for support.

I grazed down over her flat belly and towards her pussy. She’d freshly waxed her bikini line and she had a perfectly manicured little lady garden.

She walked over to the bed then bent down and kissed my heels.

“I love a strong man in heels.” She said. “Make love to me.”

She pulled herself onto the bed until her head was resting on my chest. She reached down and felt underneath my chemise until she found my tiny g-string.

“My man.” She said softly, rubbing her hair against my padded chest.

She pushed my g-string down so that my cock sprang out of it. Then she started gently massaging it with her soft and tiny hand.

“You can go faster if you like. You won’t break it.”

Her grip tightened around my shaft. The rhythmic actions were entrancing and were making me drowsy. Her thin bracelet touched my balls. It felt amazing. I looked down but I couldn’t see what was going on beneath the material of my chemise.

The bed started moving. I looked over at the window. It was a porthole. I didn’t remember working on a ship.

It was rough. We were being tossed up and down but Jasmine seemed not to notice. She was massaging my cock faster and faster. I groaned. A wave smashed over the ship and drenched us in sea water.

I looked down at Jasmine, but she was gone.


The Thong

I opened my eyes and looked around.

This wasn’t my room. Then I remembered I’d spent the night with Miss Indonesia.

I put my hand under my chemise. Uh oh, I thought. My g-string was sticky with man fluid.

I saw a note on the bed.

Dear Dori,

Thanks for a wonderfull nite.

I hope you had a good sheep.

I’ve gon shoping. C u l8r.

J xxx

I wasn’t hungry but I went down to the dining room for breakfast. My ankle was still a little tender, so I wore my flat ballet pumps. Ruka was sitting by a large stuffed tiger on a pedestal. She was wearing a gorgeous orange mini dress and of course she was wearing vertiginous heels.

I walked over to her, trying not to limp.

“Good morning sweet cakes.” She said, blowing me a kiss. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yeah.” I reached for the coffee pot. “Yeah. Strange dreams, that’s all.”

She leaned towards me. “I heard you had company last night.”

I nodded. “Word gets around here, doesn’t it?”

Ruka poured herself another glass of freshly squeezed orange juice. “Who is sleeping with who is all part of the fun of the beauty pageant circuit.”

She handed me a plate. “Go fill yourself up at the buffet. We’ve got a long day ahead of us. They’re sending us a luxury coach to take us to Pattaya. They’ve also booked us hotel rooms overnight as we’ll be shooting down there till the sun goes down.”

I must admit I did feel pretty good after breakfast. Maybe I needed a load of calories inside me. I returned to my own room and packed. I let Ruka choose my most important thing I needed to bring to Pattaya - my swimsuit. It was the all important swimsuit stage of the beauty pageant!

Ah, Pattaya, how I’d missed you. I’d last been here a few years ago. A friend introduced me to the beer bars and the gogo bars of Walking Street and the other various Sois. I had some good stories, but I wasn’t about to share them on a bus of mostly virgin models.

We were staying here for a single night. They found us a decent hotel, but I didn’t know if we’d end up staying in it much. We had a pretty tight schedule if we were to make the most of the mid-Winter tropical afternoon sun.

When I got to my room it was a fleeting visit. I didn’t even have time to see if the toiletries in the bathroom were worth ‘stealing’.

I almost sat on the bed but then Ruka came in, already changed into a bikini and matching sarong. “Ready babe? The minibus is waiting to take us to the seafront.

“Uh, yeah. Nice sarong by the way. It really hides your schlong.”

She looked down, as if to make sure her cock really was still in her bikini bottoms. “No wardrobe malfunctions here, babe.”

It was time to shoot the beach scenes. They laid on a couple of trailers so we could at least change into our swimsuits without being gawked at by curious onlookers.

I was worried about some of the other girls seeing me in my natural state, so I had already put my swimsuit on at the hotel. All I needed to do was to strip off my white cotton shorts and my billowy blouse and I was good to go.

As I didn’t need to change, I was just about the first ‘girl’ to arrive on the beach.

I sat on on the sidewalk curb and played around with the sand with my heels.

Ruka walked up to me. She was sucking on a piece of pineapple on a stick.

“Where did you get that?” I asked.

She motioned to the old lady with the handcart and a parasol. “Over there. Just 25 baht.”

I wasn’t really into fruit and besides, I was worried I’d get some of the stringy fruit stuck between my teeth.

I looked around. I didn’t think I liked this place much. “It’s not much of a beach, is it? I mean, compared to my dad’s native UK.”

Ruka took another bite of the pineapple and thought for a while.

“Yeah it’s not half as good as Kamakura’s beach. But look - we’ve got palm trees, loungers, speedboats and, uh, sun. It’s all they need to make a fabulous swimwear segment for the show.”

Ruka looked around. Miss Vietnam was emerging from the trailer. She had on a white one piece with a high leg that went well above her hips. The white of the swimsuit contrasted so well with her brown legs. I vowed to talk to her if I got the chance.

“Wow, she’s hot.” I said. I couldn’t think of anything more interesting to say as I was drinking in her intoxicating figure.

“She’s certainly a contender.” Ruka replied. “But I think her chest is too small. But anyway, this part of the show’s gonna be really popular with the core audience. We’ve got a girl for everybody.”

Miss South Korea and Miss Japan both emerged from the trailer. They were holding hands and laughing and joking about something.

“This bodes well for international relations.” I said.

Ruka smiled. “They’re both great girls. They’ll be in hot demand as promotional pretties, especially if they do well in this contest.”

We watched both East Asian girls trot towards the beach as fast as their heeled platform sandals could carry them.

I was starting to feel a little hungry and wondered if I should buy a slice of watermelon on a stick. But dammit, this swimsuit had no money pocket. Besides, I was pretty much totally captivated by the two girls, Miss South Korea in particular.

“Miss Korea - she’s busty, isn’t she?” I asked Ruka.

“Oh yeah, an E or maybe an F. I hope there isn’t a wardrobe malfunction.”

Miss South Korea was wearing a white bikini with red stripes on it. I wasn’t sure if I liked the pattern, but the design was nice. There was a good amount of underboob visible and I thought my covered look might totally backfire.

Her bikini bottoms looked good too. From the front they had a string design, and the front was adjustable so you could show as little or as much of your bikini area as you wished. The sides had long strings though, but I was never a fan of those.

The two contestants walked past a small crowd of onlookers. A middle aged Western couple looked at each other in surprise. I wasn’t sure why. Then I saw it for myself.

Miss Korea was wearing a thong!

Ruka whistled, then threw her pineapple stick on the ground for somebody else to pick up. “That girl’s got balls!”

I was still comparatively naive at these contests. My parents were relatively conservative and they never used to let me watch such pageants on the television. I didn’t know if this kind of outfit was within the rules or not. And here was I, sweating in the afternoon tropical heat while wearing something resembling a tent.

“Is that even allowed? I mean, look at what I’m wearing. Then she waltzes in and steals my thunder, and my screen time too.”

If I was a proper girl, I think this is when I would have had a tantrum.

Ruka put an arm round me. I looked down to make sure it wasn’t her hand that had been holding the sticky pineapple.

“Don’t worry, doll. They’ll edit it into a story. Slutty thong girl battles against demure covered up girl in the swimwear round. Now that’s some good TV!”


The Shark

They’d put some small plastic stools for us under a palm tree for shade. A few of us girls were sitting around trying not to touch our makeup or feel too self-conscious from all the stares that the onlookers were giving us.

The shooting went on all afternoon. We just had to sit around waiting to be called. There was a lot of sitting on our asses in this job.

Ruka came over to where I was sitting. She lowered her voice. “The word is that South Korea’s gonna walk away with this round. You’re doing okay, but unless South Korea flunks her interview with the judging panel she’s almost certain to win.”

I looked round to see what the other girls were doing.

Miss Taiwan seemed uncomfortable wearing a bikini and was busy poking at her swimming costume. I suspected she was trying to stuff her pubic hairs back into her bikini bottoms. I wasn’t too sure why she had entered the contest, although I’d heard she was a massive celebrity vlogger back home.

One of the judges walked past us with his arm around Miss Philippines. She was busty and had a good smile, but I hadn’t really connected with her. I wondered if the judge had been more successful in connecting with her.

A runner came over to collect me and then South Korea.

Ruka blew me a kiss. “See, I told you they’d shoot a good girl bad girl segment. That girl’s a big gamer girl in her home country. The exposure from this contest will make her a huge idols to even more of Korea’s otaku community. Her bank balance will gain an extra few zero’s.”

Our segment was going to have a rock soundtrack, so we didn’t even have to speak. We just had to pose and pout. Miss Korea did most of the pouting. I just had to lean against a beach hut, or gaze disapprovingly from inside a speedboat as she turned over on a sun lounger exposing her mostly bare ass.

The camera crew paused while they checked the light.

We were posing by a street vendor’s fruit cart. We were supposed to eat some fruit then smile into the camera. They gave me a slice of pineapple. It was tart and I was sure I’d get a mouth ulcer from the acidity.

“Last night, you were so brave!” said Miss Korea. “I mean I thought that crazy woman might throw that can of paint right over Miss Indonesia. Her dress would have been ruined, for sure.”

She offered me a bite of her watermelon. I’d have preferred to have had that to eat but apparently they thought the red succulent fruit was a better match for her bikini, what little there was of it.

“I like brave and confident guys. You saved us from that crazy lesbian. I wish my fans had more confidence.”

I looked at her. She was freaking hot. She was also exuding confidence. Her top was thin and unlined. I could clearly see her nipples protruding through the thin material. I wondered if the film crew would think this was a problem, although they seemed okay with it so far.

“Call me Sooky.”

She reached down and straightened the front of my swimming skirt. I only hope she hadn’t lifted it up too much because there was definitely something swelling down there.

“Please to meet you, Sooky.”

I looked down to see what she was doing with my swimming skirt. I got a good look at her bikini briefs. I could see a definite outline of her lady parts. I suspected that her bikini was completely unlined. If she went swimming in it she would leave absolutely nothing to the imagination.

The shorts beneath my swimming skirt were starting to bulge. I hadn’t tucked my penis in for this shoot. I didn’t think it was necessary, and besides I hated doing it because it was so uncomfortable. Maybe that’s why Ruka usually let it hang out front when she was wearing a bikini.

The production crew were distracted with camera problems. Sooky leaned forward and for a second I thought she was going to kiss me. That really would have made for a steamy segment.

“Make love to me tonight. Make love to me like the strong and confident man that you are.”

I was simultaneously turned on and embarrassed. Noting my embarrassment, Sooky looked down then adjusted her bikini front. I caught a glimpse of her pubis. It was brown and smooth and I was aware my pre-cum was starting to leak into my shorts. I hoped the lining would soak it up.

The lighting guy stepped up and spoilt the moment.

“Okay guys, so we want Miss Tajikistan to look disapprovingly at Miss Korea while she blows a kiss at those two guy bystanders.”

The two Thai dude extras on the other side of the fruit cart put away their mobile phones and started getting ready for shooting.

The director looked at us and then at the Thai guys. “Look more excited. She’s half naked and wants to suck your dicks.”

Miss Singapore and Miss Malaysia looked on as the director shot various angles of me and Sooky. They talked for a few minutes, then Miss Malaysia left in the direction of Walking Street.

At one point Sooky had to rub her long fingers between the material of my swim skirt. She was inches away from me and I could smell her suntan lotion. I was really pleased that Sooky kept messing up the shot because I wanted this moment to last forever.

The director thought he’d finally got the shot done when the guy checking the video beckoned him over “Uh…” the guy said, pointing to the screen and then to Sooky.

“Ah, wardrobe malfunction”, the director said, then calling over the wardrobe assistant. “Sort it out, will you.”

I wasn’t sure what was happening, then I looked down at Sooky’s thong bikini briefs. There was a definite wet patch soaking through her crotch.

Sooky wondered what I was looking at, so she looked down too. “Sorry, this cute girl’s making me wet.”

The wardrobe assistant came over with a towel, some tissues and a battery operated hairdryer. “Here, let me sort this for you, love.”

“You okay?” I asked Sooky.

“Yes, I, uh, oh I get so horny sometimes doing photo shoots.”

The wardrobe assistant finished the most enviable job in show business then scampered away.

The shooting resumed again. There was one more scene. We had to walk down the sidewalk of Beach Road, hand in hand. It was supposed to symbolise the coming together of our two cultures. In reality it meant that the director could film a gratuitous shot of Sooky’s ass.

The crew had set up a camera on a dolly so they could put it along a track to get a shot smoother than Sooky’s derriere.

The crew was working quickly to make the most of some spectacular late afternoon sun. We were ready to shoot.

“Action!” cried somebody behind us, and we started walking slowly up the sidewalk, hand in hand. I was glad they were filming out backsides, because I had the beginnings of a huge boner in the front of my swim shorts. Fortunately they were covered by the skirt which gave me a double layer of protection.

Suddenly I heard shouting and wondered if the shot would have to be retaken. Then Sooky shrieked. I turned to face her.

At first I thought one of the crew was adjusting her bikini. Then I realised the guy wasn’t a member of the crew. He was just some random Thai dude.

I turned to hit the guy but Sooky was between me and him and I couldn’t do anything. The guy was so fast. By the time I’d realised what was going on he’d undone then ripped Sooky’s bikini top clean off of her body. Then he’d untied one side of her bikini bottoms then reached under her crotch and yanked them off her body. She gave a painful yell as the material stretched but then the other ties came undone and the guy came away with the bottoms in his other hand.

A few of the crew started running after him but it was no good. A roaring motorbike came screaming along the sidewalk and the perpetrator jumped on the back.

Ruka came running up to us and was the first to assist us.

“I saw what happened - what a fucker. Are you both alright?”

I nodded but Sooky was in complete shock. She was completely nude except for her platform sandals and a couple of bits of jewellery. She had one arm round her breasts and a hand was trying to cover her private parts. She was crouching down as if to try and get the sidewalk to swallow her whole.

Ruka untied her sarong and gave it to me so I could wrap it around Sooky.

“It wasn’t my style anyway,” Ruka said.

“You okay?” I asked Sooky.

“Did you see what happened? I just wanna go back to the hotel.”


The Towels

I escorted Sooky to her room. She was still wearing Ruka’s sarong, plus a very large beach towel one of the crew had found for her.

I realised I was still wearing my swimsuit, too. Nobody could ever have ripped this thing off of my body.

Sooky was still fairly distressed, so I was carrying her bag. I rummaged around in it until I found her key card.

“I’m so sorry about what happened.” I said. I was never really good at the consoling women thing. I was never too sure what to do or say.

“Please come in.” She replied, motioning towards the door that I’d just opened for her.

I looked around her room. It looked better than mine. It was certainly tidier.

She flung the towel on the large queen sized bed then walked towards the bathroom. “I need a shower. I feel so dirty.”

“Are you hungry?” I asked her. “I could order room service.”

“Yeah, get some stuff, it’s been a long day. Later I want to eat your cum, but I’d better eat some carbs first.”

I ordered a platter of random stuff and a bottle of fizz for good measure.

Sooky stayed in the bathroom for well over half an hour. I ate way more than my fair share of the food platter. Then I opened the bubbly and drank some of that too.

At last she emerged with a towel on her head and another one round her waist worn like a dress. I could never manage to tie a towel around me like that. Maybe you needed two X chromosomes to be able to do that.

I’d already seen way more of her smoking hot body than I’d ever hoped for but there was something super sexy about a super hot busty Korean girl being one towel slippage away from showing absolutely everything.

My phone buzzed, interrupting my drooling at Sooky’s plunging cleavage. It was the special tone I’d reserved for Ruka.

“Sorry, I’d better check this.” I told Sooky.

“Oh wow.”

“What?”

“My makeup girl Nok sent Ruka a message. Apparently her sources told her that the crazy woman who tried to throw paint all over Miss Indonesia wasn’t an activist at all.”

“Oh really?” Sooky said, perching on the side of the bed and picking at the plate of leftover nibbles.

“Yeah it turns out she was a European begpacker who would do anything to get the money to stay in Thailand for longer. She’d already overstayed her tourist visa by four months.”

Sooky unfolded another white bath towel that room service had painstakingly folded into the shape of a swan. “Well it’s easy to see why so many people love Thailand.”

She threw the towel at me. “Here, take a shower. I’m going to lie on the bed, drink some fizz and play with myself.”

I showered in the usual time it takes a guy to shower when there’s a hot girl waiting in the next room.

Since Sooky already knew I was a guy I decided to take off my wig, my makeup and just be a little more myself. All my other clothes were in my room, so I just put my sensible bathing suit back on again.

I opened the bathroom door. Sooky was still wearing the towel as a dress but it didn’t seem as tightly tied as it had been before. I also spotted there was another bottle of bubbly on ice.

She sat up. “Wow, you are a man! I knew it.”

“Are you gonna tell?”

“No - your secret’s safe with me. That segment we shot today - it’s so hot I’m gonna get dozens of modelling assignments after that. I can’t risk someone finding out that it was kind of fake. One of my rivals lost half a million fans when they found out she wasn’t a sweet single virgin. In fact she’s married and has a two year old daughter.”

Sooky lifted her feet off the bed and came over to where I was standing. Then she playfully poked my breasts.

“So this is all padding then?”

Force of habit made me put my silicone pads back in, so I was still a girl, well at least up top.

“Yeah.” I said, turning to her. “I loved your bikini by the way. It was so fucking hot. I’d love to see you wear it again.”

“Yeah, it sucked that guy sharked it off of me.” She said in a sad voice, popping half a spring roll in her mouth. “Oh, just a minute, let me look.”

Sooky leapt off the bed then stopped to put the white house slippers on.

“Sorry, force of habit.”

She shuffled over to the wardrobe then pulled back the sliding door. She sorted through the hangers, then selected one and pulled it off the rail.

“Ta da… Reserve swimwear.”

It was a bright red one piece swimsuit but it might as well been a bikini. The front had a huge cutout section and the swimsuit was almost backless.

“My agent told me to bring it in case they banned me from wearing the thong. It was a gamble, the other one.”

I didn’t let on that Ruka had let me know the results early. “I’m sure it was a gamble that paid off.”

“I think it contrasts well with your… With your man swimsuit.”

“My what?”

“Well it’s not very feminine, is it? It’s not exactly sexy.”

“You seemed to be really into playing with my skirt on the beach.”

“Ha ha, I was trying to get you hard. I thought you might show more passion that way, and make our screen time together even more steamy.”

She took the swimsuit off the hanger and untied the knot she’d tied in the towel around her chest.

The towel dropped to the floor. “Let’s have some swimsuit sex.”

She stepped through the swimsuit and slid it up her naked body. I’d seen more of her than I’d bargained for on Beach Road, but now I got a good long look at her spectacular figure.

The swimsuit had a halter neck and she was adept at turning the material so it fit over her neck and then twisted over her breasts. Maybe you needed real boobs to make that kind of swimsuit fit well. I had one but it always ended up riding over my nipples and the neck was so tight I had to keep grasping at my neck to pull the material down.

“What are you thinking about, deep thinking man?”

She moved closer to where I was standing on the sheepskin rug.

I stood motionless as she approached.

When she reached the rug she put a hand under my swimming skirt and felt around my swimming shorts until she found my rock hard cock.

“So you definitely are a man!” She said, feigning total surprise.

I was totally caught in the moment.

“What are you thinking about now? Are you thinking about what it would be like to wear my swimsuit?”

I put my arm on her bare back and moved my hand down towards her ass. The swimsuit was one or maybe even two sizes too small for her and I could feel the top of her ass crack above the material.

I pulled the waistband then let it snap back onto her ass.

“Ouch. You’re a bad man!”

I laughed. “What if the producers had banned you from wearing this one too? Did you have a reserve reserve swimsuit?”

She continued massaging my cock and then knelt down in front of me. With one hand she pulled my shorts leg forward and with the other carefully pulled my cock and balls out.

“So this is what you were hiding under this skirt?” She said, tossing the nylon material of my skirt up in the air.

Then she grabbed my ass with one hand and pushed me towards her. With the other hand she lifted up my swimming skirt and manoeuvred her head until her mouth was touching my swollen member.

Lifting her head slightly she swallowed my entire shaft and began sucking on it like it was a massive straw.

She let my skirt drift down over her head and I couldn’t see what was going on. It sure felt good though. She worked her tongue round my shaft and playfully teased at it with her teeth.

I got carried away and pushed her head down. I thought she might gag but she was mightily experienced and continued sucking like a pro.

“Glug, glug, glug.” she went as my swollen head pushed up against that flappy thing at the back of her throat.

“You’re good at this, girl. Ruka would definitely be interested in you appearing in one of his, uh, her videos.”

She pulled her head back and gasped for air. “Ahhh, that’s so good.” Then she stood up and pushed me onto the bed. She straddled me then took hold of my cock and pushed it deep inside her.

I thrust and looked up at her huge bouncing boobs. Her erect nipples looked so inviting so I pushed her back so she bent over me so her beasts were swaying in my face.

I went to suck her left nipple but she tightened up her grip on my manhood and a million thoughts raced through my mind as I orgasmed and blew my load inside her.

“Uh ah.” I felt incredible then confused then tired all at once.

She lifted herself up and some drops of cum splashed onto the chest of my swimsuit.

Sooky pulled a pillow from the head of the bed then lifted my head up and put the pillow underneath it.

Then she lay next to me, completely nude and fondled my now slightly tender cock.

“You wanna go again?”

I shook my head. “I’m not three times an hour Ruka.”

I rubbed a finger on her nose. “Besides, we’ve got a long day tomorrow.”

“Do you think I can win? I would mean so much to me if I did.”

“I think you’ve already won. When your otaku fans see your thong shot they’ll cum in their boxers.”

“You’re probably right.” She pointed to her phone lying on the side of the bed. “Word’s got out about the sharking incident and I’ve gained twenty thousand new fans already. They’ll be queuing up to buy my limited edition figurine of myself.”

“Are you going to make one of you in this pageant?”

“What, complete with detachable thong bikini?”

“Now that’s an idea.”


The Final

On the coach ride back from Pattaya I didn’t feel like talking to anyone. I sat next to the disinterested Miss Philippines and looked out the window for most of the journey.

A couple of rows back Ruka was bubbly as ever, and she had a long conversation with Miss Uzbekistan. She and I were country-border buddies, but nobody had questioned why we didn’t look at all alike. I hadn’t even talked to her.

Now I was back in my Bangkok hotel room. I’d taken off my dress and was now wearing a silk kimono with a patching pair of thong panties. I’d bought the set from the upscale Dentokina department store with some of the fee from my last assignment. I’d wired the rest to my offshore stockbroking account, so it was now earning me money while I slept.

I gazed over at the bathroom mirror in the distance. I looked tired and washed up. I was starting to think that beauty pageant contestant was a disguise too far for Justine. I’d pulled off the role of lingerie store assistant pretty well, I thought, but this, this contest was turning into a nightmare just like so many things had in my earlier life.

Fired from my job three times, and now this. “Fuck it,” I thought, and poured myself a glass of white wine from a bottle of that had somehow found its way into my room.

I fluffed up a pillow and lay on the bed. I reached over to the remote and started flicking through the channels.

This afternoon we would shoot the last round of the contest. I wondered if I was still in with a chance of winning. Or would Sooky or Jasmine out me as a crossdressing guy and I would be bundled on the next flight back to Narita?

I’d had a good lunch in my room in the hotel. I made a point of ordering a couple of traditional English favourites. That kind of stuff was pretty hard to come by in Japan, as we didn’t get many roast beef loving Englishmen there.

Now I was sitting in a makeup chair in the convention centre where we were filming the pageant. My head was spinning due to all the sexy moments that had gone on in Thailand. I was also starting to think that if I did well this evening I could actually do pretty well in this contest. Being a hotter girl than some of Asia’s hottest girls - that was a pretty awesome thing.

A cute ladyboy called Nok was doing my makeup. Ruka seemed to know Nok and Nok knew my secret. Ruka told me that her lips were sealed.

Nok had real boobs and her blue vinyl minidress was so low cut that her boobs almost flopped in my face as she worked to get my eyebrows looking goddess quality.

“Where did you get that dress?” I asked Nok. This was definitely something I needed for myself.

“Online shopping.” She said. “I like your dress. It’s sexy.”

She was right about my dress. I was wearing a long wet look clingy dress. It was so long, it dragged along the floor unless I wore my six inch clear plastic platform heels. I wondered if they were too slutty for a beauty pageant. But Ruka reassured me that they were fine. When it came to slutty, everyone would be talking about Miss South Korea’s thong bathing suit. Now that was slutty!

“Do you think this side split is too daring?” I asked Ruka. I wasn’t that shy these days, but still I didn’t want to expose myself to the world on a TV show. Besides, what if I’d got disqualified? I’d heard that Miss South Korea had been sailing pretty close to the wind by wearing that thong bikini yesterday. The judge from the whiskey company wasn’t sure if it was in keeping with their strategic move into more female-friendly beverages.

Ruka bent over me and played with the side split that revealed just about all of my left leg. Then she seductively rubbed her forefinger up and down my sheer nude pantyhose. “You’re wearing that g-string that came with it, right? And you’ve tucked yourself in like I showed you? There shouldn’t be any problem. Try not to stand with your right leg forward, and everything should be okay.”

She moved and whispered in my ear. “You should see what Miss Israel’s wearing. Her white glass-like dress is so sheer you can practically see how many Issan sausages she’s eaten.”

I glanced to my right and caught a glimpse of Miss Israel. The material of her off the shoulder dress was shining in the glare of the makeup lights.

Ruka put a hand next to her mouth and continued whispering to me. “I heard she was chomping down some other type of sausage last night in her room. And she wasn’t the only one.”

I laughed and Nok gave me a playful slap on my thigh. “Hold still, girl.” She said and gave me a stroppy look.

I looked down at my long pink talons Nok had recently applied to my nails. “Like Israel’s even in Asia. What if they gatecrash the party and steal the trophy?”

Ruka started playing with a lipstick she picked up from the shelf of the makeup mirror. “The director let them in because he’s thinking of how awesome it would be to shoot a bikini contest on their stunningly pristine beaches next year. Plus they might make inroads into the European pay per view market. Plenty of European guys will pay good money to jerk off to an Asian beauty contest.”

By now I was familiar with the stage routine. We waited backstage as each girl went on, strutted her stuff in her evening gown then stood looking regal at the side of the stage.

I was going to be the tenth to go on. Everything went without a hitch. I looked fabulous, my side split didn’t show too much, and I didn’t even wobble once on my six inch platform heels.

“And now, please welcome Miss Tajikistan.”

I strode out, like the super confident woman that I was.

The stage lighting was so bright I couldn’t see much of the audience. I glanced at the judges. Ruka put her hand to her mouth then gave me a little kissy wave. For once I was in the limelight even more than she was.

As I got to the front of the stage I did a twirl and my dress billowed up a little. I’m sure the guys sitting at the table closest to the stage got quite an eyeful. Maybe they could even see my thong under my sheer 8 denier nude pantyhose.

“Miss Tajikistan likes horse riding and volunteering at homeless cat sanctuaries.”

I’d never ridden a horse in my life. Who made up these bios, I thought to myself.

I blew the audience a kiss. There were several cheers, mostly from a bunch of Japanese looking guys in the centre of the room who had taken off their ties and were looking a little worse for wear.

Everything was good, I thought, so I strode confidently over to my place in the line up.

I chose a spot next to Miss Indonesia. She smiled at me and mouthed ‘good job’.

The last girl to come out was Miss Russia. Again I wondered if Russia was actually in Asia. To be fair though, Miss Russia was from Vladivostok and looked like a China doll.

“Miss Russia is studying petrochemicals and likes collecting babushka dolls.”

Honestly, whoever wrote these cliched biographies should have been fired.

Miss Russia took her place in our lineup and we waited for the judges to make up their minds.

By the way Ruka looked at Miss Korea’s ass as she sashayed across the dress in her practically sheer pearl ball gown made me think that she’d definitely made up her mind as to who her beauty queen would be.

We stood while the judges’ scores were finalised by a couple of university math students they’d managed to rope into helping out.

Meanwhile there was a display of traditional Thai dancing by a bevy of girls dressed in traditional Thai dress. I was pretty sure at least three of them were ladyboys. In fact they seemed much better dancers than the real girls, and they certainly smiled more.

I kind of liked traditional Thai music but my feet were beginning to ache and I just wanted to sit down for a bit. So I was pleased when their final little number finished and they trotted off backstage.

The compere came on.

“And now, the result you’ve all been waiting for.”

I looked at the audience. One of the Japanese guys who had cheered me along was now slumped on the table fast asleep.

“In third place, its…”

He kept us on tenterhooks for far longer than was necessary.

I glanced at Miss Indonesia. She offered me a hand so I took it. It was so soft and dainty and I felt a rush of testosterone.

She squeezed my hand surprisingly hard. Her hand was shaking. I guess she really wanted to do well. “Thanks for the other night.”

I still wondered what happened in her room. Maybe I’d never know. “Good luck.” I whispered.

“In third place, it’s Miss South Korea.”

Sooky jumped in glee then almost broke both her ankles when she came back down to earth. Miss Taiwan steadied her then helped her regain her composure.

I gave Sooky a little wave as she went to the front of the stage to collect her sash and bouquet of flowers. She saw me waving and blew me a cute kiss. I felt immensely proud of how well she’d performed tonight after the unfortunate sharking incident yesterday. I also admired her integrity for keeping my huge secret.

We girls held hands and nervously waited for the next result. I looked at Miss Indonesia. She had tears streaming from her eyes. This was a big moment for her - for all of us.

“In second place it’s…”

I looked at Ruka in the judging panel. She winked then adjusted her strapless ballgown to make sure she was showing just the right amount of cleavage for a post-watershed TV show. That was an outfit that I could never pull off.

“Miss Indonesia”

I looked at Jasmine and she screamed in shock. She put her hands to her face, continuing to wail in a mixture of surprise and delight.

I put my hand on her back and gently pushed her forward. “Go on, you deserve it.”
She started to skip forward then regained her composure and strutted the rest of the way like the catwalk queen that she was. She had an air of confidence about her now that had definitely contributed to her amazing performance in this final round.

Jasmine collected her sash and bouquet then stood next to Sooky. I adored both girls. Jasmine was cute but Sooky - wow the stage lighting meant I could clearly make out her thong panties showing through her almost sheer dress.

“And in first place, it’s…”

The compere was milking the suspense.

I looked at Miss Malaysia. She had her eyes closed and her head was pointing up to the stars as if she was mentally winning the compere to give her the title.

Miss Cambodia was rocking from side to side.

“In first place, it’s Miss Vietnam.”

I turned round to see where she was standing.

Miss Vietnam was looking around in disbelief.

She staggered forwards, still feeling the worst of maybe her biggest hangover of her life. Miss Taiwan hugged her as she passed her.

I looked towards the judges. Ruka was on her feet, applauding. Her big false boobs were wobbling and I wondered if that ballgown was going to contain her for much longer.

Miss Vietnam strode forward, maybe thinking of all the attention and no doubt power and money and visibility she’d get after winning this pageant.

Sooky put a large sparkling tiara on her head, then all three bowed and basked in the flashes from the assembled photographers representing various celebrity magazines.

The pageant was over for another year and we girls walked down the stage steps to go and mingle with the audience. A couple of camera crews with steadicams were waiting to film some candid interviews with the contestants.

“So how did I do?” I asked Ruka, as we dodged the steadicam crews lest they discover that we knew even less about Tajikistan than they did.

“You came fifth.”

I squealed with delight. “Ooooooooooo, that’s amazing!”

She put a hand on my ass and rubbed the thin, clingy material. “This dress helped you a lot, babe. Now let’s go have some fun.”


The GoGoGoGirls

It was a little after 10 pm. I was in the elevator down to the lobby where I’d said I’d meet Ruka. I was still buoyed by my terrific showing in the beauty pageant. I was way more passable than I’d thought!

I decided to lift my mood by wearing something really hot and slutty. I knew Ruka would be wearing the sort of thing she would wear in one of her movies.

I looked round and checked myself in the elevator’s full length mirror. I was wearing a shiny metallic gold high neck skater dress. I liked it because it was really sexy but also it hid my Adam’s apple and also hid my cleavage so I could wear a bra stuffed with silicone bags. Flushed with glory, I was puffed up to a C cup that would get me plenty of attention and make me feel like my heels were a mile high.

I looked down at my gold platform heels. In reality they hoisted me six inches off the ground but it was like entering a whole new world. I’d decided to wear my clear plastic stripper shoes because although they were extremely high the platform made them deceptively easy to walk in. I could also wear them for extended time periods without getting aching legs.

It was still so hot and humid I decided to go bare legged. The spray tan I’d had before the pageant was still good, and I was almost as sun kissed and brown as Ruka was. It felt good that we were rebelling against the norm of porcelain white skin being the most highly desired in Asia.

The elevator was almost at the lobby. I put a thumb into the built in knickers my dress had just to make sure I didn’t have them stuck up my ass. One final look at the front of my dress. I looked superb. I didn’t bother tucking in my cock because I gave zero fucks about who saw me tonight. Plus everything was neatly packaged away in the knickers beneath my billowing skater skirt.

I put my hand to my right shoulder and checked my gold handbag was firmly on my shoulder. My many bangles jangled as I did so. Tonight I had a tonne of bling, and I could not wait to start partying with Ruka.

“Ah, wow. Look at you. Aren’t we a pair. We look like those two useless parrots.”

“Don’t remind me about them,” I chided her. “I’m still getting over it.”

Ruka was wearing a deep plunge halter neck red dress. The material was so sheer I could see her g-string. She wasn’t wearing a bra. As she’d had some breasts done a few years back the front of the material draped down her chest like nature intended.

“Wow, you look hot.” I said. I noticed she was also wearing her stripper heels. “Aren’t we a fine pair of sluts?”

Oops, I hadn’t noticed the two girls standing by my amazonian friend.

Ruka motioned to the two girls on her left. “This is Miss Vietnam and Miss Taiwan. They want to see more of Bangkok’s, er, night life.”

I looked at the girls. They were both dressed conservatively in brown and beige. I felt Ruka and I were like two male peacocks showing the peahens round the zoo.

“Let’s go then, ladies.” Ruka said, striding off to the entrance to go and secure us a taxi.


The Bar

The green taxi dropped us off at a filling station just round the corner from Soi Cowboy.

Ruka walked over to a food cart selling something pungent smelling.

I looked at her open front dress. “Do you really want to eat that? It’s gonna stick in your teeth and you’ll get noodles in your crotch.”

“Uh, yeah, you’re right.” She said, giving the guy a 100 baht note, then not bothering to pick up her plastic bag of glass noodles. “Let’s just eat beer.”

Miss Vietnam and Miss Taiwan looked terrified.

We strode into the Ratchadaphisek end of Soi Cowboy. “I feel like I’m coming home” Ruka exclaimed.

The two girls were overwhelmed by neon.

“Do you have this kind of street in your own countries?” I asked them.

Miss Vietnam answered. “Sure, but I never go there.”

Miss Taiwan didn’t answer. She was eyeing a Thai girl tottering around on platform heels and wearing a figure-hugging bright red spandex mini-dress.

“That dress is pretty.” Miss Taiwan said.

I put my arm around her. “Come on, you’re a good girl.”

Ruka lapped it up but I was not accustomed to all the attention. As we slowly walked up the Soi, the mostly Western customers sitting on the bar stools people watching were laser focused on the two outlandishly dressed ladies dressed like slutty hookers with two pretty if naive Asian girls in tow.

With Ruka at my side I lost all my inhibitions. A fat Northern European guy put his arm round me. “Hey doll, do you do sucky sucky?” he asked me, cheekily putting his other hand on my ass.

He wouldn’t let me go. I didn’t want to struggle as it was hard enough walking in these heels and I sure as hell didn’t want to topple over onto the very grimy looking street.

I put up a lame attempt at pulling away from him. In truth it stoked my confidence to know that he would do the stupidest shit to try and win me over.

Ruka turned round to see where I’d got to. “Come on big boy.” She said and reached down to the European guy’s cock. She gave it a firm squeeze and he instinctively let go of me. “My sister’s a virgin but you can ride me ‘till your heart gives out.”

The two companions of the European guy cheered from their bar stools. The guy looked totally intimidated by Ruka’s statuesque physique, and sheepishly returned to the bar. I blew him a kiss. Ruka scolded me and told me to keep walking.

Our two guests with sheltered lives were staring into a bar where all of the female staff were wearing black and white schoolgirl outfits complete with heels and fishnet stockings.

Ruka put her arms around them both. “Let’s not go in there.” She said, shepherding them further down the Soi.

About half-way down the street full of bars Ruka pointed to a place. “This one’s not too bad. We can sit outside and drink in the atmosphere.”

The bar was empty, save for a young, single, good looking Caucasian guy who was nursing his beer.

When we approached, an older Thai lady sitting on a stool outside the bar squealed with delight. “Oooooo you came to visit us again. Do you know that watch seller guy is still talking about you? He comes to Bangkok at least three times a year, and hopes one day that you’ll be sat in our bar again.”

She motioned to our guests. “Sit, sit and I’ll get you all some drinks.”

Ruka made a drinking motion with her left hand. “You know what I like.”

Ruka and I sat on one side of the bar. “Are you okay sitting over there?” I said to the two beauty pageant contestants, motioning to the other side of the bar.

“Yes, we’re fine.” They said, almost in unison. They pulled up a couple of stools and sat next to but not too close to the beer nursing guy.

The older Thai lady said something to a couple of the girls and they disappeared inside.

“How’s business?

“Oh, you know. Same same.”

Ruka laughed.

“Business is slow. The baht is strong. Europeans are staying away. There are more Indians and Chinese. Sometimes they spend big, but the average guy from these countries doesn’t spend big. Not like the Brits or the Germans.”

I heard a pop from inside the bar.

Ruka looked at me. “This is my friend from Japan. Actually she’s a contestant in a beauty contest but that’s a very long story.”

The Thai lady looked at me. “You’re pretty. I could do with a girl like you in this bar.”

She lowered her voice so the other Thai girls couldn’t hear. “It’s so hard finding talent these days. Away from the beer bars the economy is doing well. Girls can earn a steady wage working in an office and use dating apps to supplement their income if they don’t find a rich boyfriend.”

I felt a huge boost to my confidence. I slowly crossed my legs trying to get the guys in the bar across the street to go for a sneaky look at my panties. Damn, none of them were looking at me, they were mostly looking at Ruka, but one guy was definitely all eyes on Misses Vietnam and Taiwan. Maybe he were fantasising about a threesome with the two very pretty girls.

The two bar girls came out with an open bottle of sparkling white wine and way more than four glasses.

“Thanks girls.” Ruka said, and handed them each a 100 baht note.

A girl poured the bubbly into long flute glasses. The two innocent girls weren’t sure if they wanted to drink it, but Miss Taiwan thought they probably should because they’d had a great day, and they should celebrate somehow.

A glass of bubbly turned into two and then three glasses.

The girls were now letting their hair down, literally in Miss Vietnam’s case. Miss Taiwan was flipping through her phone’s photo gallery, showing one of the bar girls her photos of all the other contestants. I wondered if they’d taken many photos of me.

Miss Vietnam was touching the hem of the bar girl’s blue and purple spandex babydoll dress. The girl tottered around in her black six inch patent platform heels.

I gazed at the guy nursing his beer. I loved the power I had over other men while I was dressed as a girl. I’d felt it when I was under cover as a shop girl back in Tokyo. And I could definitely feel it now.

The guy caught my eye, and I beckoned him to come over.

“How you doing?” I said, and I poured him a glass of sparkling wine.

Ruka extended her hand. “Nice to meet you, I’m Ruka from Japan and this is my friend from Taki, Taja, uh, my friend from way back.”

In all honesty I felt I’d know her for years, although we’d actually only known each other for a couple of months.

The guy felt a little confused, so I drew up a stool then shifted onto it so that the guy could sit between us.

I looked over to the girls I was supposed to be looking after. Miss Vietnam was getting very familiar with the bar girl. The girl took Miss Vietnam’s hand and Miss Vietnam sat up from her stool and followed the girl inside the bar.

Miss Taiwan was a little hesitant, but then soon followed.

I wondered if I should check up on them.

Ruka stopped me from going into the bar itself. “They’re in good hands.” She said, then turned to our newest guest.

“Tell us more about your life.”

The guy took a sip of bubbly from the flute. “Thanks for the drink. I certainly need it. I’m Lucas. Oh, you can call me Luke. I’m from Belgium. In Europe.”

Ruka raised her glass. “Cheers Luke from Europe. What brings you to this place?”

“Oh. I just got divorced. Ten years, one kid, then I find out she’s fucking my brother.”

I was lost for words. Ruka never was. “Oh, sucky time. Well one door opens and all that.”

“Closes.” I said. “The door has to close first.”

All this talk of doors made me look at the closed door of the bar were were in.

“I’d really better go check on the girls. Oh, and I need to pee.”

A couple of new customers were sat near the door. Somehow we hadn’t managed to scare the punters away. This pair were two older guys who I took to be expats.

“Nice legs.” The guy with more hair said to me.

“Nice life.” I replied, and staggered in the door.


The OuttaControl

I gazed into the bar. It was much more gloomy than the terrace outside. My eyes took a little while to adjust. After all that bubbly I was having enough trouble focusing as it was.

Two bar girls were behind the bar, preparing half-assed cocktails for the new customers.

The customer side of the bar seemed mostly empty.

Where are my charges, I thought?

I peered through the gloom towards the back. Ah, there they were, on the couch at the far end of the bar.

I walked up to them and then gasped.

I thought Ruka might get out of control tonight, but so far she’d been on her best behaviour.

The same could not be said of Miss Vietnam. She had taken her dress off and it was draped all over the little table in front of the couch.

Her bra was undone and she was straddling the bar girl, giving her a lap dance.

The girl appeared to be enjoying the role reversal and was massaging Miss Vietnam’s left breast, tweaking the nipple with the expertise of a girl who had definitely done this before.

Miss Taiwan appeared to be enjoying herself, too. She had somehow found a cigarette and was puffing on it with one hand, and caressing the bar girl’s bare leg with the other. She saw me approach.

“Hey, Dorri, we’ve got a friend. Won’t you come and join us?”

I looked at Miss Vietnam’s long, flowing black hair and gazed down towards her flowery patterned sensible cotton panties.

I was starting to wonder what kind of beauty pageant Ruka had made me enter. Were all of the contestants lesbian nymphomaniacs?

“Uh, I need to pee.” I said, and staggered towards the bathroom at the back of the bar.

I pulled back the dark purple curtain that separated the bar from the back of the shop house. It was tidy and chaotic and the bathroom could have been more aptly named a latrine.

I pushed back the wooden door of the unisex cubicle then locked it behind me. I didn’t want anyone to see my cock tonight, except for me. It was fairly aroused and I actually had trouble peeing through it. Much of my pee ended up on the seat. I should have sat down like a lady but I hated it when I cock brushed the rim of the toilet. I’d certainly not want my cock touching this toilet. It looked as if it had not been replaced since the first bars opened here in the early 1970’s.

Ah, that was better.

I hoisted my right leg up and kicked the flush level down with my heel. My OCD was better these days but there was no way I’d touch that lever with my hands.

I walked back into the bar. My throat was dry, maybe from the smoke Miss Taiwan was puffing out. I ordered a bottle of water.

Miss Vietnam was still straddling the bar girl. By now she had lifted up the girl’s skirt and was rubbing the girl’s crotch through her sheer lace thong. “Oooo you’re so smooth.” She squealed. “I’d like to be smooth like that.”

My water arrived. I looked over and I caught a glimpse of the bar girl’s cleanly shaved bikini zone.

“Hey, Dorri. Do you shave your down there hairs?”

I took a sip of water. That felt better already.

“Sure I do. It’s nice to feel smooth.”

Miss Vietnam reached over to the other table and retrieved a glass of flat bubbly. Then she turned to Miss Taiwan. “We should definitely have had a waxing party before the swimwear event.”

Miss Taiwan giggled. “I had problems with my bikini. If you watch me in HD you’ll see why.”

“Uh, when you two girls are done I think we’re going to another bar. You wanted to go to a gogo, right?”

More squeals of delight, this time from both girls.

I returned outside, shading my eyes which were unaccustomed to the glare of all the neon.

Ruka and Luke were deep in conversation. The two older guys were sipping their poorly made cocktails. The guy with less hair was now bouncing one of the bar girls on his knee.

“Hey - she’s young enough to be your wife.” I quipped. They both laughed.

Ruka saw me approach.

I shook my head. “I think we’ve ruined those two girls.”

Ruka laughed. “They’re young. Let them party. Anyway, I think we’ve put the world to rights. Turns out Luke saw the writing on the wall and moved his savings offshore. I’ve been telling him about a guy I know who can get him a semi-legit visa that will allow him to live here till his ex finds a new guy to leech off of.”

She pointed at a napkin covered in barely legible scribblings. “In fact, we may have a business here.”

I was wary of a business plan conceived in a Bangkok beer bar.

Luke gave me one of the many untouched beers that were lying in an ice bucket next to Ruka’s glammest handbag.

“Oh, do you drink beer? I’m sorry, I should have asked. You are a ladyboy right?”

I hesitated, then nodded. I took a swig of the manly beer. I swirled the malty liquid round in my mouth, then swallowed. It did taste good, especially after the acidity of the white sparkling wine.

“Yeah but don’t tell the two girls we’re with. Ah, it’s a long story.”

“Uh, I’m sorry, I didn’t…” He apologised. “Well you look so passable. It wasn’t your appearance that gave you away. I just figured that Ruka here would be with her own kind. Uh, is that the right word? I’m sorry, it’s all so confusing these days.”

“Don’t worry. I’m even more confused than you. I only came out here to escape winter.”

I looked at the napkin again. “Tell me your business plan.”

He grabbed the napkin from the wooden counter.

“Uh, don’t get it wet.” I said, mopping up the pooled condensation from a couple of other beer bottles.

“So basically your friend and I somehow got onto the subject of the old classic days of adult movies. It turns out we have a mutual fondness for Thai vintage pornos.”

“Uh, huh.”

Ruka interjected. “Yeah, those movies were great. And retro is popular, baby. We’re gonna make some more.”

Luke carried on. “They have a cult following these days. They used to be available on VCDs and then they moved onto DVDs. The girls had big, natural boobs and hairy pussies. The guys had tattooes and were…” He looked at us two girly guys. “Uh, well the guys were guys.”

Luke took a swig of a beer which I didn’t really rate as Thailand’s finest beer. “But it would be great to make films with ladyboys in too. They’re getting so popular these days. And the gay and lesbian market too…”

“But we’re getting ahead of ourselves. Back to basics is the first thing to do. A couple of ladies in their late 20’s, a guy with tattoos and a bad boy haircut, and a house with stairs the jilted love rival can fall down at the end. We could do this on a tight budget, and still make money from the tube sites, satellite channels and our own pay per view.”

Ruka showed me the arrow pointing to a long string of dollar signs on the napkin. “The real money’s in finding girls who can amass a cult following. Then the earning potential of the business can soar.”

Luke gazed towards a couple of pretty girls holding an ‘ice bucket of beers for 399 baht’ sign. I wondered how they could bear to wear knee high boots in such tremendous humidity. If I’d attempted that my feet would dissolve.

“We’ll need a hell of a casting couch.” He said.

“Talking of couches, I’d better retrieve our two wayward girls. Do you want to head to another bar?”

Ruka said “Sure”, then picked up the long gold chain of her tiny handbag.

“That one’s a riot.” She said, pointing to a gogo bar a few door up on the opposite side of the Soi.

I went in and called the girls. They were sitting with Miss Vietnam’s favourite girl and another bar girl who was older and a lot more chubby. She had a gigantic pair of breasts that were spilling out of her two-sizes-too-small dress.

They were all laughing and playing a board game. I wasn’t sure which one it was.

There were two pairs of panties on the table, and several empty shot glasses.

“Put your knickers on girls, we’re go go going to a gogo bar.”

I was surprised when Miss Taiwan picked up one of the pair of panties. “Wait me, I need to put these back on.”

She stepped into her panties, then pulled them up. I got a brief look at her pussy as she hitched her dress up to check her panties were in place. Her pussy was quite bushy and I made a mental note to see if she’d had any wardrobe malfunctions the director had overlooked.

Miss Taiwan followed me out of the bar. We waited for Miss Vietnam.

She appeared a minute later, her favourite bar girl in tow.

I wasn’t sure of the conventions. “Uh, Ruka, can we take her as well?”

Ruka nodded.

“Well in that case I’m taking Mr Belgium” I said, feigning a girlie strop.

I grabbed hold of the poor guy’s arm. “You’re coming with us. We’ve got a divorce and a new business venture to celebrate.”


The GoGo

It was past midnight when we entered the gogo bar.

The burly Thai doorman had a whole gallery of tattoos down his arms and I wondered if he looked butch enough for Ruka’s new video brand.

He slid the curtain aside and let us all walk in. The place was pretty busy and it looked like all the best seats surrounding the stage were taken.

One of the waiting staff with a torch ushered us to some unoccupied stools by next to the stage.

“Uh, this is a bit close to the action, isn’t it?” I shouted at Ruka so she would hear me above the thumping disco anthem the DJ was playing.

Ruka stared up a tall skinny Thai girl’s skirt. “At least we can tell who the other ladyboys are.”

A chubby Thai girl shoved a plastic drinks menu in my face. “What would you like to drink?”

I looked at the menu. I turned to my left to ask Ruka what she wanted, but she was whispering something to the tall and skinny Thai girl, who was now kneeling beside her.

I looked at the three girls who were sitting next to me, then Luke who was on the end. All were intent on watching the action.

“Uh, we’ll have three wine spritzers, and a beer.” I thought I’d better sober up the two young contestants, as I guessed they were definitely not used to this kind of lifestyle.

“And a couple of sodas.”

The girls seemed to be having a great time. They were bopping in time to the music and Miss Vietnam had her arm round the girl from the other bar. The girls on stage seemed delighted that we’d brought her along.

Luke was having a great time too - maybe he was choosing his next wife. He seemed fixated on number 88, a chubby girl with an intricate back tattoo, braces, and a smile to make you forget your ex-wife for at least a week.

Our drinks arrived. I wasn’t sure I liked wine spritzers but I wanted to be back in character as a hot Eurasian female checking out the competition.

Miss Taiwan leaned over and shouted in my ear. “Sorry about your birds.”

I shrugged. “Bird brained fuckers. I should have eaten some fucking fire like Miss Maysia.”

She sipped her cola. “Miss Malaysia? Oh, she was good. But she was so rude to us. We were wondering why she didn’t win.”

I was wondering that too. I wanted to ask her more about the contest but just then the music changed and another set of girls went on stage to do the Bangkok shuffle.

Some Japanese customers left and a row of seats at the back of the bar became available. I touched Ruka on the shoulder and pointed. “Hey - let’s go up there.”

Now we had a better view of the stage, and the music wasn’t quite so loud. This time I sat next to Luke.

“So who’s your favourite?” I asked him.

“I did like eighty eight but she’s disappeared. Maybe I need a break from ladies anyway.”

I looked in the other direction and saw Miss Vietnam slip her new friend a couple of 100 baht notes. The girl from the other bar climbed on her and they started kissing passionately. A couple of European guys on the other side of the bar started cheering. They were enjoying this show more than they were enjoying the dancers shuffle lamely on the stage.

I was worried Miss Taiwan might be feeling left out but I saw her waving to somebody in the bar.

A stage dancer I knew only as number 23 came trotting up the steps in her black knee length boots. Again I was amazed somebody could wear leather boots in such heat, although the air conditioning in the bar was pretty cooling.

Miss 23 brushed past my knees to get to where Miss Taiwan was sitting and I was immediately turned on by how soft her legs were.

I gazed a the new girl’s ass then noticed that Miss Vietnam had now switched positions and was now giving the bar girl a very naughty lap dance. She’d pulled her panties up so they resembled a thong. The customers on the opposite side of the bar were getting a really sexy show from a girl who didn’t even work for the bar.

I turned to Ruka. “Absolutely disgusting.” She commented and turned up her nose. “Come on, let’s do something equally filthy.” She took my hand then lead me towards the backstage area.

When we reached the tiny backstage changing room the tall dancer she was talking to earlier joined us.

“Justine, meet Ploy. She used to be one of my co-stars then she got a rich boyfriend who paid for her operation.”

“Operation?”

“Yeah, to cut her dick off babe.”

“Wow - I mean I’d never have guessed she’s a… was a…”

My head was spinning from alcohol and permutations of various gender pronouns. I cleared a mound of bras and g-strings out of the way, then sat down on the slatted wooden bench.

Two of the dancers came in giggling and chattering in high pitched Thai. One had a fist full of 100 baht notes. I was hoping that Miss Vietnam was being sensible with her cash. If she saved all her appearance money she might actually be a billionaire when she returned to her home country.

Ploy said something to the two girls.

Ruka announced “These two girls are Benz and Pancake. They’ll be with us for our debut.”

“Debut?”

Ploy strode over to me, put a strong arm around my neck and pulled me forward so my lips were touching her strikingly firm cleavage.

“Yeah, you both gonna be my gogo girls. Let’s get ready to make some big money.”

Benz, or maybe it was Pancake rolled up the fist full of notes into a tube then moved them in and out of her mouth like she was getting a blowjob.

The other girl took off her bikini top without any inhibitions whatsoever. She had small perky breasts but what I was really admiring her dangling belly ornament. I still didn’t have the courage to get mine pierced.

Ploy pushed me back then turned and sorted through the rack of clothing.

Ruka joined in. “What do you suggest?”

Ploy pulled out a hanger containing a black wet look bustier and a pair of matching hotpants.

Ruka’s eyes lit up. “I like it.”

Ploy looked at my footwear.

“I see you’re already wearing your bar girl heels. Well, let’s get you dressed.”

Ruka didn’t need any prompting. She’d already taken her dress and g-string off and was standing in the cramped changing room completely naked save for her stripper heels.

Pancake gasped when she caught sight of Ruka’s huge cock. “My boyfriend’s cock is tiny like this.” She wiggled her little finger.

Benz kissed her cheek then squeezed her breast. “You like girls anyway.”

Pancake stuck her tongue out then took the roll of notes from Benz’s hand. “And I like money.”

I unzipped my gold skater style dress and lowered it down my body. I took the bustier from Ploy. The material was so soft and smooth I vowed to try and sneak it into my handbag when the night was over. I put the bustier over my head then pulled it over my empty chest. Thankfully the bustier had a fair amount of padding, and the cleavage sat well on my chest.

The top half of me was done, so I pushed my dress down over my hips then it slid down my legs onto the floor.

Benz was taking her bikini bottoms off and I saw her smooth, clean shaven pussy.

In return she looked at my now very visible cock and balls.

“No way - you’re a ladyboy too? Oh you fooled us!”

I was starting to get aroused, and made no attempt to hide my manhood. It didn’t matter now. The pageant was over and tomorrow we’d be on our way to another country.

Pancake looked at my cock. “Wow you’re so much bigger than my boyfriend as well.” She put her hands on her hips in indignation. “I knew I shouldn’t have got involved with a guy called Tiny.”

My cock was starting to love all this female attention. Maybe we’d all get so horny we’d just have a fuckfest here and not actually make it out on stage.

Ruka was getting dressed in something that was barely clothes. I recognised what she was wearing because I had one of them too. It was a black wet look teddy that was mostly strapping and not much else. She’d done up the chest strapping so tight that her trademark pneumatic boobs were like two melons stuck to the front of her chest. She did a twirl and I saw the thong back slid right up her ass. She’d tucked her porn star sized cock in the teddy’s g-string, but I could see bits of it peeking out of the back of the costume that was definitely not designed for dick-girls.

Ruka laced up some black spandex leg wraps around her legs. “I feel totally naked without these.”

My eyes lit up. “Can I wear some of those too?”

“Sure babe, go ahead.” Ruka motioned to Ploy, who rummaged around in a plastic office in-tray full of accessories. She then tossed me a couple of long ribbons plus two matching leg garters.

Benz and Pancake were wearing outfits that were made out of the same material as ours. Benz was wearing a bra and thong panties set and had accessorised her outfit with a short whip. I wondered if it was to keep Miss Vietnam from getting too out of control.

Pancake was wearing a cutout swimsuit that looked a lot like the red one Miss Korea had kept in reserve. Miss Korea didn’t have any tattoos though, whereas Pancake had most of her erogenous zone covered in them.

I pulled my hotpants up, then started lacing up the leg wraps. I had decided to go commando. The bottoms of the hotpants were quite loose and I was sure the people sitting around the stools next to the stage would get an eyeful of my manly assets but I didn’t care. I was hot and they would not be able to take their eyes off me.


The Nickname

At last, we were ready. There was a cheer from the bar. I peeped through the curtains. A Western guy was lying on a couch on stage. He was being straddled by a girl who was bent over him in the ‘69’ position with her ass shoved in his face and her feigning giving him a blowjob.

Ruka put a hand on my shoulder. She was standing so close to me I felt her breasts pushing against my shoulders.

“Uh, we’d better give you a stage name. Let’s call you Golf. I mean, it’s one of the most popular sports in Japan, so it seems pretty apt.”

I walked through the curtains and into the stage area. Most of the audience were intent on the action on the dance floor, so they didn’t seem to notice us.

I was surprised by how busy the bar was now. Since we went back stage the place had really filled up. All of the stools at the base of the stage platform were taken. I noticed we’d even lost our seats to a pair of Eastern European guys who looked like they had plenty of money to waste. Miss Vietnam was now sitting on her bar girl’s lap and Luke and Miss Taiwan seemed to be sharing Miss 23.

The antics on stage seemed to be coming to an end.

We were up next. We were ready, we were set and I was starting to think… what the fuck was I doing? I only came to Thailand to be Ruka’s assistant.

The DJ stopped the classic rock anthem that was playing. He addressed the audience. “And now, please give a hot and sticky Bangkok welcome to our go go girls and their very special guests, Miss Ruka and Miss Golf from Japan. Both girls are from javgirls dot org and they will be signing t shirts for you guys and gals later!”

There was a huge cheer. Ploy smacked my ass and I started walking tentatively forward to the stairs that lead up to the stage. All eyes were on me I thought, although in reality I thought they were mostly on Ruka.

I looked over to our posse. Miss 23 had her left hand inside Luke’s trousers. Miss Taiwan was leaning over her kissing her ear. Miss Vietnam had now taken her dress off again and was sitting on her bar girl and facing the wall. I wasn’t sure she even noticed we had reappeared.

We all walked on stage and I took my place at one of the chrome poles. Benz and Pancake took the poles either side of me.

In all the haste to get ready I hadn’t asked what I had to do. I felt a bit self conscious. At last, the DJ put on a 90’s classic anthem, so I started doing the Bangkok shuffle. I copied Pancake and Benz as much as I could, writhing in time with the music and trying not to fall off the surprisingly high stage.

Four more girls climbed the steps up to the stage and joined us. A short, chubby girl wearing a clingy, wet look dress paused as she reached me and grabbed hold of my hips. She then ground into me with the rhythm of the music. The audience cheered and a guy in the front row rolled up a couple of 20 baht notes and tossed them onto the stage. It looked like I had at least one fan.

I wanted to see how my posse were doing but I was facing the other side of the stage.

By now the music tempo had been upped and Ruka was starting to do her own thing at the opposite end of the stage to the dressing room. I didn’t know she was such an accomplished pole dancer. She was a lot more famous what she did with her own pole.

The audience started clapping as she started doing some really complex moves. I was kind of glad the attention was off me, but at the same time the beauty pageant had made me want more and more attention.

I turned to my right and reached out to Pancake. She took her hands off her chrome pole and sidled up to me. I kissed her ear, then put one arm round her chest while my other hand started massaging the front of her swimsuit. Some of the audience cheered, and a couple more notes fell at our feet. Pancake slipped down my body and then picked up the notes. She stuffed them inside her swimsuit next to her red number 76 badge.

Pancake rotated on her platform heels then pushed her head slowly up my legs, her tongue rasping at my right leg. She was a pro at turning me on and I was sure my cock bulge would be pretty obvious soon. I turned a little away from the crowd. Maybe they’d like to see more of my ass anyway. The wet look hotpants were super hot, especially under the stage lighting.

Pancake buried her head in my crotch and I could feel her teeth grasping at my penis. She reached her hand up and then started massaging what would be my right boob if I had implants like Ruka. This was getting steamy. I was hoping the audience were appreciating it.

I was getting some good attention, but Ruka was totally stealing my limelight. Now she’d slipped the bikini top parts of her teddy aside and both her nipples and most of her breasts were on show. There were more than a dozen notes tucked into her leg wraps. I didn’t think of that, and besides, Pancake was swiftly intercepting any money that came our way.

I thought Pancake was about to unzip my hotpants and pull my cock out but then one of the bar staff tapped Pancake on the ankle and she stood up.

“Hey.” Pancake shouted to me, straining to be heard above the thumping music. “Those guys want you to sit with them. Do you wanna go?”

She pointed to a couple of European looking guys sitting at the back of the bar, overlooking us. One waved, so I waved back.

“Sure.” I said, now in full bar girl character.


The Lapdance

I kissed Pancake goodbye, then let the staff member show me to my customers. I wobbled on my heels, then introduced myself. “Hi, I’m Golf.”

I shuffled along the floor trying not to knock their beers over and then turned to sit between the two guys. I guessed they were both middle managers in their late 40’s. Maybe like Luke they had come to Bangkok to celebrate their recent divorces. At least both were wearing nicely tailored shirts and long trousers, so I didn’t think they were like some of the trashy looking foreigners I saw oggling us girls when I was in Pattaya.

“I’m Hans and this is Stefan. We’re from Germany.”

“Pleased to meet you guys.” I said, putting one hand on each of their knees. It felt strange touching guys but I was totally in character now, as if I was starring in my own personal movie.

The staff member waved a plastic drinks menu in Hans’ face. “You buy her lady drink.” Then she turned to me. “What do you want?”

My feet were tired and I was more than a little dehydrated from all the booze we’d drunk earlier. Both guys looked at me. “I’ll just have a soda.”

Hans turned to the girl “We’ll have two more beers, too. And get our friend a gin and tonic too.”

The girl trotted down the steps to get the drinks.

I looked at the stage. Pancake was still doing the Bangkok shuffle. Benz was now sitting on the lap of a customer in the front row two seats in front of me. She winked at me and I winked back.

I thought I’d better do something for the guys. After all, they’d just generously bought me two lady drinks, so I’d be due a bit of commission.

I turned round on the couch and straddled Stefan. He knew the drill and put his hands on my legs just below the knees. His hands were strong and he gripped onto me like I was going out of fashion. I’d never fucked a guy and I’d never really looked at gay porn but I was starting to think if my crossdressing experiences would ultimately end up with me sucking on a German guy’s schlong. Ruka seemed to enjoy it, and had made a career out of it, although she was usually the one doing the fucking, and she was doing a lot more girl on girl these days.

Hans rubbed my legs and played with my leg wraps. He leaned forward and looked at my shiny hotpants. “You’ve got a fantastic ass.”

“Thanks.” I said. “I play a lot of golf. Hence my stage name.”

“You’re good at English. And your skin is quite light. You’re not from Thailand are you?”

“Uh, no. Ruka over there and I are both from Japan. We’re here on, uh. Oh, I don’t know why we’re here.”

I undid the two top shirt buttons on Stefan’s shirt then started rubbing his hairy chest. “You’re a strong man. Are you here for looking or for fucking?”

Our drinks arrived. Hans took a swig of beer. I noticed he had a huge bulge in his trousers. Aside from an occasional glance over at Ruka’s x-rated show he’d mostly just been fixated on my shiny hotpants.

“You want a lady too?” I asked Hans. “Pancake - number 76, she’s cute and has a thing for German guys.”

“She likes German sausage?” Asked Hans.

They both laughed.

“Something like that.” I replied, taking a sip of soda. I’d definitely have to go to my dentist after this trip. Maybe I’d ask about getting some cute braces too, then I could look like super cute Jasmine from Indonesia. That would make me even more popular with this bar’s clientele. Who would turn down the chance to get a blowjob from a cute East Asian girl with a mouth full of metalwork?

Stefan stroked my bare midriff. I had to admit the feel of big and strong hands on my girly torso felt pretty damned good. Maybe it would be even better if I could think of Jasmine. I missed her soft honey skin and her beautiful, bewitching brown eyes. I wondered where she was tonight.

Stefan leaned towards me so he could pull me forward. Now I was sitting right over his cock. It was like sitting on a rock. “Don’t worry about Hans, he prefers to watch. Last night we went to Soi 4 and brought this girl back to our hotel.”

Hans stroked my leg with the back of his hand. “She kept going all night. A real dynamo. It was a delicious thing to watch.”

I looked over at my right. Another customer was getting the lap dance of his life from number 17. Her black, wetlook miniskirt had ridden up and I could see her g-string, what there was of it. That in turn had been sucked up high into her lady parts and the customer was fingering her labia. She winked at me then pulled her bikini top off. It spurred me on to grind my own customer’s crotch in time with the music and number 17’s gyrations.

Stefan moved his hand down to the button on the waistband of my hotpants. He fingered the waistband. I put my hand behind my ass and felt his balls through his pants. They were pretty solid and I was starting to really enjoy the total power I had over him.

He put a hand on my crotch.

“What’s this?”

He felt my cock, which wasn’t as hard as his was although number 17 was doing her damnedest to inflate it for me. Now she had undone her customer’s trousers and was massaging the guy’s private parts, which were now on full public display.

Stefan griped my penis through the thin material of my hotpants.

“We all have secrets.” I said, then kissed him on the forehead, trying to keep him happy.

Hans looked at Stefan’s wandering hand and licked his lips.

“This would be delicious. You getting fucked in the ass by the most passable ladyboy I’ve ever seen. It would be our most memorable night in Asia ever. And that’s counting that time in Singapore.”

Stefan laughed at the thought of whatever had gone down in Singapore. “Yeah, you know, it would be really humiliating and degrading but at the same time I would fucking cum buckets.”

Hans pointed at the stage. Ruka had somehow got a couple of South Asian guys up on stage and was now giving them a very public private dance.

“It’s a shame you can’t bring your friend too. Being spit roasted by a couple of trannies would be unbelievable.”

I laughed.

I was drunk on alcohol and the excitement of the evening but, I thought it was time to break character and become Dorri with an ‘I’ again or maybe I could switch to being Justine the undercover detective or maybe even Justin Akira Spencer, my increasingly rare male form.

I looked Stefan in the eye. “You’re not ready for us both. Besides, I’m, actually I’m a coyote dancer.” I said.

They both looked disappointed.

“You don’t go with customers? How disappointing.”

I gripped Stefan’s right hand, then shoved it down my hotpants. “Here, this feel’s on the house.”

It felt so strange having another man touch my penis. Ruka had jerked me off when we first met but I wasn’t sure that counted. What the hell was I doing with my life? What kind of fucked up journey was I on?

I stood up and adjusted my hotpants.

“It was nice meeting you guys. Enjoy the rest of your vacation.”

They reluctantly said goodbye to me, then drank some beer and began plotting an alternative ending to their big night out.

I stood at the back of the bar and stretched my back.

I looked out across the bar. The place was truly rocking and there wasn’t a spare seat in the house.

Miss Vietnam was now dancing on the stage in her bra and knickers with her bar girl and Miss 23. I thought that at least she had a potential new career if her modelling career came to nothing.

Luke was talking to a couple of South Asian guys about something. Maybe he had another crazy business plan to show somebody. I didn’t think anything would come of his video plan.

Miss Taiwan was snoozing in the corner. Thankfully the bar staff knew she was with Ruka the super VIP, so they left her alone.

Ruka’s batteries had apparently run low too, because she was now sitting on the stage dangling her legs over the edge and was chatting to a circle of new fans and signing t shirts.

I needed to get back to my bed and think about what had happened tonight, and in the last few days. This had been one hell of an intense adventure.


The Upgrade

“It’s good up here, isn’t it?”

Ruka turned to me, taking another sip of bubbly.

“Yes, I got to admit, this is better than economy.” I said, adjusting the wings on my fake stewardess outfit.

The airline was delighted that our antics on the outward journey had gone viral. That was all thanks to a social media post by a D list food vlogger who just happened to be sitting a few rows behind us.

“So what are you going to do with your appearance money?” Ruka asked me, flipping through the duty free magazine.

“Oh, it’s enough to pay the rent on my place for another year. That takes the pressure off a bit. The detective agency isn’t exactly overwhelmed with cases right now.”

“My sensible girl.” Ruka replied, turning another page. She held a page up so I could see it. “Hey - this bracelet. Do you think it’s me?”

I gave her a stern look. “Are you really going to spend your earnings on the duty free trolley? Can’t you at least wait and bank some of it once we get back to Tokyo?”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.”

I looked round the first class cabin to make sure we were the biggest celebrities on board.

We were.

“You know, one thing bothers me. Miss Malaysia stormed through the opening act with the fire eating and she had the judges eating out of her palm in the other rounds. Why didn’t she end up winning the thing?”

Ruka looked up from the perfumes section of the magazine.

“She was disqualified.”

“Oh really? I didn’t hear about that.”

“I’m glad you didn’t. It was hushed up. It turns out she was a guy. Can you imagine that?”

“Eh?”. Did she really just say what I thought she’d said?

That moment two of the real stewardesses approached our seats. The taller of the ladies started speaking to us. “Do you mind if we take our photos with you? The whole staff intranet is buzzing with talk of two hot girls dressing up like us.”

Ruka put down her magazine and I unbuckled my seatbelt. “Not at all.” I said.

“Why don’t we take some photos in the galley?” the other genuine stewardess suggested.

I had a feeling this was going to be a really fun flight back home.


PART THREE

Book 3: Straight to Video


The Phonecall

I was slumped in the chair in my Tokyo office where I ran my detective agency.

I’d put on a silk kimono and a pair of tan 20 denier thigh-high stockings. I was also wearing my comfortable flat shoes. All my heels were in a pile in the bottom of my wardrobe.

It was a half-assed attempt at crossdressing. I didn’t care. Business was bad and I was on a downward spiral to somewhere I’d dare not contemplate.

This was the point where a beautiful femme fatale was supposed to walk in. She’d tell me about a case, I’d end up sleeping with her, then I’d find out she was the perpetrator of her own heinous crime. But cases hardly ever walked in the door of my office. In fact cases never seemed to arrive at all. I was wondering if I should close the agency and do something else instead.

Maybe I could start a talent agency, like the guy next door. Occasionally I’d see his ‘clients’ walking into his office. They were usually Japanese women in their late 20’s who needed the cash to leave their husbands and start a new life with some guy who was even more of a jerk than the last one.

My phone rang, maybe for the first time in a week.

“Hey babe.”

It was Ruka, my outgoing transgender friend. I’d met her during my undercover stint working in the lingerie department of a department store. She’d guessed what I was packing under my tight little shop girl dress. It was not nearly as big was what she was packing in her panties though. Her prized asset had made her millions of Yen from adult movies and now she was expanding her business empire into other areas. She had scored a hit with her lingerie line for people of indeterminable gender, and now was awash with cash to blow on other, more speculative ventures.

“What’s up?” I asked. “I haven’t talked to you for a while.”

“Yeah, I’ve been really busy.”

“I heard. How’s the lingerie business?”

“I make bras for $3 and sell them for $30. Yeah it’s awesome.” She bragged. “Uh, you know that guy we met in that bar in Soi Cowboy a couple of months back.”

“Luke? Wasn’t that his name? The guy celebrating his divorce.” I asked.

“Yeah, him. I don’t know how much you remember from that crazy night. Do you remember he told me about his idea to make some retro adult movies set in Thailand? Well it turns out the idea had legs. We both put a couple of million yen into the venture and we’ve already made our money back several times over.”

I was amazed. A business conceived in a beer bar making money? Maybe I needed in on this.

“Sounds good.” I said. “You’re doing better than I am. In the three months since we’ve been back from Thailand I’ve not had a single case. I actually went back to work at the lingerie store for a couple of weeks, because they were short of staff and I couldn’t face another week staring at these four walls.”

I adjusted the front of my kimono. “So why do you need me?”

“Oh, listen. Luke’s been overseeing the productions. He’s been a really good producer. But he’s returned to Europe for a while. Turns out he’s not completely divorced.”

“What, like in the way you’re not completely female?”

Ruka laughed. “Yeah, but I’m so disappointed about Luke. He was doing great stuff. Now I need someone else to step in and oversee the production. I was thinking you’d like to get involved.”

I thought about it for a second or two. “So you want me to go to Thailand?”

Ruka clarified. “No, not Thailand, you’re going to Laos. For legal reasons we’ve been shooting the movies in Laos. It’s not a problem really, as the girls look Thai, they speak Thai and the place looks like Thailand. But legally, it’s not Thailand, so our asses are covered.”

I didn’t know too much about Laos. “How do I get there?”

“It’s easy. You can fly to Vientiane - it’s right on the border with Thailand. Oh, and make sure you keep an eye on the cast. They’re not very reliable or trustworthy. I mean, that’s why they’re doing our movies in the first place.”


The Script

I was on a plane to Bangkok’s Suvarnabhumi airport. There were no direct flights from Tokyo to Vientiane, so Ruka had bought me a ticket that involved changing planes in Thailand.

The last time I’d flown to Bangkok I had crossdressed as a sexy air stewardess. This time I was in my boring regular guy clothes. I did put on a pair of women’s panties for the flight though. They were a white nylon tanga design with some cute lace trim round the waistband. They also had a little white bow stitched to the front. They felt really nice when I walked, although I wouldn’t be doing too much walking for a few hours.

I looked at the sleeve of papers stretched out on the table in front of me. Ruka had given me a typed sheet of A4 with the plot of the movie I was due to shoot. Their fledgling film studio had a lot riding on this release. It had more of a plot and an even bigger budget than any of their previous four movies. In this time of extreme political correctness it was seldom talked about. But the punters knew what they wanted. Asian babes were one of the biggest porn niches there was. Nowhere on the planet were Asian women not popular.

Actually it wasn’t supposed to be hardcore. After releasing their first movie they realised the big money was in releasing the film in countries with strict censorship laws like Korea and Japan, and also to pay per view satellite channels where genitals could be briefly shown, but there couldn’t be any contact.

I looked again at the plot. It was fiendishly complex. I knew Ruka was smart, but this plot was from the mind of a total genius. I just wondered why she put so much effort into the plots when most of the viewers couldn’t understand what the characters were saying. She told me that although most viewers skipped the plot heavy sections, they were necessary because just sex scenes and no actual plot was never going to get a release license in some countries.

I put the papers away, pushed my seat back and started imagining what it would be like to make my movie producer debut. Maybe it would be easy, maybe everything would be as smooth as my tan nylon thigh-highs. But somehow I doubted it.


The Teaser

It was day one of the shoot. We were trying to film the scenes in the order they would appear in the completed movie. Today we would shoot the teaser. It needed to be around five minutes long and then the credits would roll together with a slushy soundtrack and a montage of a couple walking along a country road.

For the sex scene in the teaser segment we were using three cast members who had already worked with Luke.

Pap and Phuan were the two Thai guys playing the lead roles. In the script, Pap was Man A and Phuan was Man B. Man A and Man B were business partners. The whole plot centred around Man B sleeping with Man A’s wife. In the teaser we’d need to show Man B with Man A’s wife. It would be steamy, it would be passionate and it would leave the viewers gagging to watch the rest of the movie. Ruka didn’t say why they were having the affair, beyond the fact that this was Thailand and people had a lot of affairs.

For this part of the story we’d need a girl to play Man A’s wife. Ruka had chosen one of their recurring leading ladies, May.

May was a 30 year old busty former beauty pageant queen. She had spent her pageant winnings on an impressive pair of E cup breasts. Her new husband loved them, but her sponsors didn’t. The work dried up and she had a kid, then ended up working in a convenience store. Her attempt at a career relaunch almost succeeded. She recorded a catchy song which was picked up by a major car manufacturer for use with its advertising throughout South East Asia. Then her relaunched career and marriage came to an abrupt end when she was caught by a paparazzi photographer sucking some guy’s dick on a Hua Hin beach.

The girl could just not stop sucking dicks, but in this career, that was an asset not a liability.

To film the indoor and bedroom scenes, we’d hired an impressively big house on the outskirts of Vientiane. The first scene was to be shot in the master bedroom. We got the house for nothing because the Japanese expat owner called Hiroki was a fan of Ruka and was also an obsessive porn enthusiast. He agreed to waive his fee in return for being able to sit on set and watch everything. In fact he was also letting us stay in the house. It had an extension that looked a bit like an American motel. He said the previous owner had exactly that in mind when he built the thing. The rooms were poky but they’d do for a week.

I walked upstairs to the main house’s master bedroom. The crew were setting up the lighting. I knew nothing about movie making, so I assumed they knew what they were doing. Ruka said the crew were pretty good. They were supposed to be filming a year long nature documentary in the mountains of Northern Thailand. However, they’d faked much of their footage in a local wildlife reserve and were spending the rest of the year moonlighting for extra cash.

May was sitting on a canvas chair with a big beige dressing gown around her. I still had no idea how Thai people could wear such a thing in such hot and humid weather.

A woman called Lemon was doing May’s makeup. Lemon looked pretty similar to May but their personalities were quite different. Lemon was less outgoing and a bit more considered. Hiroki spoke quite good Thai and was a big fan of Thai adult movies. He’d told me that Lemon and Phuan were married. Lemon was some ten years his senior. They’d apparently met on the set of a movie about a woman with two toy-boys. Lemon had made many movies and was heading for her first of several retirements, whereas it was Phuan’s debut.

Phuan was in a similar state of undress to May, but he still had his white trunks on. As the scene opened, he would be passionately kissing May, while she rubbed her hand slowly over his chest and then worked her way down to his trunks. Then she would play with the waistband for a few seconds before feeling his package.

I was looking at the tatty coiled piece of fax paper I’d stuck to a clipboard. It was The Rules for what we could and could not show in the movie. It was an arcane list. We could show a fair bit of skin but absolutely no penetration. Oral was to be implied. We could show a bit more for some territories and I wondered who the hell had the job of stitching all the footage together.

A guy from the crew gave me a thumbs up. We were ready.

“Okay guys. Let’s start shooting.” I told them.

“Action.”

May slowly walked in the room and disrobed. Phuan was lying on the bed, looking at May with a strong sense of anticipation. He’d soon be fucking this busty beauty. Maybe he wouldn’t be fucking for real, but May’s huge, still perky breasts were real enough. Her stomach looked fab too - you couldn’t tell she’d had a baby but if you looked in her eyes you knew she’d known heartbreak and upheaval.

“Okay, cut.” I yelled and looked at the camera crew. “How’d it look? I thought it was great.”

They looked at the camera’s little fold out screen. “Yeah it’s good. Shall we move onto the next scene?”

May sat up on the bed, making no attempt to hide her magnificent breasts.

I looked at Phuan. He was staring at May. There was some real chemistry here, I thought.

I looked down Phuan’s bare chest to his trunks. Yeah, it was obvious he was really into May. I only hoped Man A was as good as Man B was proving to be.

“Okay, let’s shoot the next part.” I said, turning to the crew.

“Let’s have May turn to Phuan and kiss him passionately. Then she’ll rub her hands slowly over his bare chest. After that she needs to move her hand down and play with the waistband of his trunks. She then puts a firm hand on his trunks then squeezes his package.”

“Uh, package?” Tam looked up from behind the camera.

“Yeah, er, his cock and balls. Understand?”

“Ah yes, understood. His dick.”

He translated into my English into Thai. May giggled when the last part was translated. She looked at Phuan and then at his trunks. She saw Phuan still had something major going on in his trunks and her eyes widened.

“Okay everyone?”

Tam gave me a thumbs up. I looked over at the door. Hiroki the house’s owner was standing in the doorway, with a look of anticipation on his face. We were shooting a porn movie in his own bedroom, but he was seemingly over the moon about it. I wondered what kind of a fetish that was.

“Action.” I called out then looked at May and nodded.

May lay next to Phuan on the bed. She slowly reached out her left arm, and put her hand round her lover’s head. She drew her head close to his, and started kissing him passionately, first on the forehead, then on the nose, and finally on the lips. She was passionate, she was intense and Phuan was enjoying it immensely.

She drew back her head and put her right arm on Phuan’s strong, toned chest. She slowly rubbed the palm of her hand around, caressing his well defined pectoral muscles.

Without prompting, she slid her hand down his torso, until it reached his white cotton trunks. She teased the waistband with her fingers, letting her long pink fingernails graze his skin. She playfully slid her thumb under the waistband, and I was sure her thumbnail would have just grazed the top of his now obviously erect penis.

May withdrew her thumb then cupped her hand over Phuan’s cock and balls. He had quite a lot packed into his trunks and she really had to stretch out her hand to envelope it all within her grasp.

Then she squeezed his package tight, rotating her thumb to stimulate the head of his cock. She used her thumb to trace an outline of his cock’s head. Phuan’s eyes widened. May was a true pro and I was worried he would cum in his trunks before we’d even finished shooting the foreplay.

I thought we were done with the shooting for this scene but the crew kept filming. Tam crept towards the other side of the room using one of the steadicams. Phuan could not be passive for a moment longer and he sat up, grabbing May with his right arm and drawing her closer to him.

May sat up and Phuan thrust his head towards her huge breasts. He teased her nipples, licking them, sucking them and making May moan in ecstasy.

He grabbed her back and pushed her so her ass was right over his trunks. He started dry humping her, and she reciprocated. She reached back and searched for his cock. Phuan urgently rolled his trunks down and May sat up while he pushed his underwear over his muscular hips.

Tam moved slowly until he was adjacent to the end of the wooden framed bed. I slowly slid behind him so I could watch the output on the fold out screen. He focused on May’s lower back and Phuan’s outstretched legs. May was in the cowboy position and was riding Phuan, rotating her hips to enhance his pleasure.

Phuan’s solid ball sack was visible in the shot but you couldn’t see the shaft of his penis. I wondered if May was going all the way, even though it wasn’t really needed for what was supposed to be a softcore shoot.

Phuan kept thrusting and May’s moans of pleasure became louder and more intense.

Finally Tam said ‘cut’ and put the camera down.

May dismounted Phuan and I saw his cock had definitely been enjoying the scene.

“It’s a wrap guys.” Tam said. May went to retrieve her dressing gown and Phuan lay on the bed, no doubt hoping that all the footage somehow got deleted and they’d have to reshoot the scene.

It was sometime after 5 pm. The light was fading and we were getting ready to film a short scene to establish Man A and Man B’s relationship with each other.

Man A and Man B had just agreed on a joint property development deal and they’d gone to a restaurant to celebrate.

We were shooting at a local restaurant. We couldn’t afford too many extras, especially those who just had to appear for brief scenes and not do anything dick related.

I approached Tam with the well thumbed pages of the script in my hand.

“So this scene is pretty simple really. Man B is sitting at a table drinking red wine and waiting for his business partner Man A to arrive. He waits, and he waits. Can you do some sort of effect to show the passage of time?”

Tam nodded. “We can focus on the red wine bottle being emptied, and maybe another bottle appears. And of course he can look at his watch many times.”

I nodded. “Next we want Man A to finally appear. He’s going to have his arm round some other businessman. They’ll be talking about how they’ll make millions. Man B needs to realise that he’s just been cut out of the property deal of a lifetime.”

Tam nodded again. “This isn’t too hard to shoot. The restaurant manager has agreed to play the other businessman.”

“Great. Does he want anything in return?”

“He said he’d like this place mentioned in the end credits.”

“Uh huh. It seems a pretty good deal.” I had no idea why he thought this would be useful publicity, given that a minute percentage of our audience were likely to visit Laos. Still, at least now we had our Business Man #1.

The filming went as planned. Phuan sat and drank free red wine and looked at his watch a lot.

Man A arrived with Business Man #1 and made a great deal of saying how much money they’d make. I was surprised at how much Pap mocked Phuan and I wondered if they were rivals in real life too.

I went back to the house with the rest of the production team. Day one had been pretty good, and if the rest of the shoot went this smoothly then maybe I could quit the detective agency business and go into movie making.


The Dress

It was mid-morning and were going to start shooting a small outside scene.

Tam had chosen a small alleyway between two of the large houses in the village. He said it looked very much like Thailand.

The cast and crew were bunched together under a red gazebo. Somebody had hooked up an office fan to a car battery. I didn’t know that was even possible, but the people in this part of the world were adept at improvisation.

Tam came over to me with a clipboard full of papers. “It looks like the camera crew is all set. We’re still waiting for Pap.”

I looked down at my own clipboard. “I hope there’s no holdup. We’ve got a lot to do today.”

He nodded and looked round to see if the Pap had arrived. Pap would be filming a short scene as Man A. Man A’s joy at signing a massive property development deal is short lived because he suspects Man B has been sleeping with his wife. Given how much Thais love to gossip, this would result in a huge loss of face. So he’s decided to dress as a woman and seduce Man B’s wife. Man B would then suffer the even greater loss of face of being such a beta that his wife ends up sleeping with another woman.

I turned to Tam. “So is Pap going to look good while crossdressed?”

“Lemon thinks so. She’s working on him now. He has to look fairly passable, but not passable enough that the viewers don’t recognise him.”

I nodded. “This plot is so complex. Why do Thai adult movies have all this stuff? I mean most American pornos just have people fucking. There is no plot. It’s just fucking.”

Tam shook his head. “What we do is art. What they do is run of the mill.”

Our Man A had still not appeared, so I went to find makeup artist Lemon.

As I approached the house Lemon appeared, with Pap a couple of paces behind. He’d clearly never worn heels before in his life because he was struggling to stay upright, especially on the uneven road surface outside the house.

“Is he going to be okay?” I asked Lemon.

She nodded. “Uh, I think so. It took me ages to put his makeup on. He’s not really happy with having to dress as a woman.”

Pap raised a hand to brush some of his wig’s hair out of his face. Lemon had done an excellent job with the wig and makeup but the guy wasn’t passable at all. He lacked my soft feminine features that had allowed me to be a passable girl on so many occasions.

I gave a thumbs up to Pap. He returned an awkward smile. I was starting to think I shouldn’t have agreed to this assignment. I was an even worse movie producer than I was a detective. Maybe I should call it a day, I thought. I’d take Pap’s sundress back to Tokyo with me though. It was a really pretty halter strap design in white with orange daisies. The material looked like being a nylon mix as it shimmered as he walked and was so thin I could definitely make out that he was wearing a padded bra and some lacy panties.

The crew moved out from the shelter of the gazebo and set up a trolley in the alley. It seemed like a lot of effort for what would be less than a minute of footage. Fortunately the sex scenes were less time consuming to shoot, and they didn’t seem to need multiple takes.

Pap was tottering up and down the alley, trying to avoid getting his heels stuck between the many large stones or encased in mud from the boggy bits.

He looked like a pretty bad caricature of a woman. I didn’t think he looked passable at all. They’d stuck some black pantyhose on him to disguise his leg hair, but his legs were way too muscular to be female. His gait was all wrong too. Thankfully this movie was a tragi-comedy so it didn’t really matter much.

I looked round. “Is everyone ready?”

The camera operator gave me a thumbs up.

Pap walked up the alley to his assigned starting position, then faced the crew.

I didn’t know what Lemon had done to give him a D size chest. Frankly I didn’t want to know.

I had a good look around to see if there was anything that might ruin the shot. Running car engines, generators, barking dogs, there were a whole legion of things we had to contend with while filming here.

I noticed Phuan had joined Lemon. I didn’t think we even needed Man B today but I guess there wasn’t much to do in these parts of South East Asia.

We started shooting. Pap tottered down the alleyway, swinging Lemon’s handbag as he went.

“Cut.” I shouted. “We’ll need to do that again. This time we’ll need less handbag swinging. He’s supposed to be a lady, not a bad impression of a ladyboy hooker.”

Tam translated my English into Thai. I looked around to see what the rest of the crew and the random hangers on were doing.

Phuan walked over to the gazebo and grabbed an unopened bottle of spring water off the table.

Tam was showing Pap how to walk more convincingly like a lady.

Phuan laughed and shouted something in Thai to Pap. Pap shouted something back, and threw the handbag on the ground. It rapidly escalated into a slanging match.

Lemon walked over to intervene but it was too late. Pap ripped off his stilettos and threw them at Phuan. One of the stilettos hit the roof of the gazebo, bouncing off and ending up in the weeds at the side of the alleyway. The other grazed Phuan’s left knee and clattered into a particularly large stone protruding from the ground.

Pap slipped past Phuan before he could react and sprinted back to the house in his pantyhosed feet.

“Oh fuck, that can’t be good.” I said to Tam.

Tam nodded. “Shoe throwing ain’t good in any culture.”

I went and sat under the gazebo while Tam and Lemon went into the house to coax Pap out and re-shoot the scene.

Phuan casually tossed the almost full bottle of water on the ground then went to make himself scarce.

Tam came over to where I was slouched under the gazebo. “Uh, I’m so sorry Justin. There’s a problem. Pap has pulled out of the production.”

I wiped the sweat from my brow. “Oh fuck. Sorry, oh that’s bad. So we’ve lost our Man A? Can he do that? I mean legally? I thought he had a contract.”

Tam shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I mean I’m not sure what we’re doing is strictly legal anyway.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.”

I turned to the rest of the crew and the cast.

“Look, we’ll have to postpone the shooting of this scene. Let’s break for lunch, and I’ll have a think about what we can do next.”


The Rethink

I went back to my crappy motel room. I put the TV on but there was barely any signal. I had the urge to crossdress and chill for a bit.

I took off my t shirt and long trousers and put on a pair of sissy blue panties. They had a pink bow at the front. They cheered me up a bit, but not much.

I fiddled with my cock a bit. I was thinking of May. I needed a girlfriend but then I remembered all the trail of heartbreak that she’d caused. I was not going down with that particular ship.

I decided to phone Ruka.

The phone rang a few times. Just as I thought it would go to voicemail, she answered.

“Hey Ruka, how are you?”

“Uh, busy. It turns out Miss Vietnam’s career went south after the beauty pageant, so I’ve been advising her on a change of direction. She’s with me right now as it happens.”

I thought back to the antics she got up to in Bangkok’s famous Soi Cowboy bar street. “Was it the lap dancing?”

“Yeah, all her sponsors found out and dumped her like she was made of plutonium or something.”

I bit my thumbnail. “Fuck. We ruined her.”

“Yeah, so I thought the least I could do is help her dig an even bigger hole for herself.”

I walked over to the window. “Listen, I got a big problem here. Man A had quit because he refuses to do any crossdressing scenes. And it’s a big part of the plot of course.”

“Shit, I never thought of that.” Ruka replied “I don’t know why he has a problem with putting on a dress. I mean he’s fucking gay anyway. He just shoots straight porn because his boyfriend won’t allow him to fuck other guys.”

“Ah. I didn’t know that. But what can I do, I mean we’re behind schedule as it is.”

“Well why don’t you step in and become Man A? I mean, you’re so good at crossdressing. Being that passable will really impress the audience. And who knows, we might be able to spin off from this into a whole new genre.”

I looked at the grubby ceiling. “Oh I don’t know. Me appear in a movie? And get my dick out on camera. That’s a big step. I’ll have to think about this.”

“Think all you want babe, but I put you in charge for a reason. I know I can count on you. Call me when the movie’s in the can. I’ve got a girl’s career to relaunch.”

She rang off. I put the phone down and sat on my bed. I needed to think.

Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit.

I just remembered. Man A had to appear in a gay scene. That’s why we hired the guy in the first place.

What a mess. Man A version 1 wouldn’t put on a dress and Man A version 2 (i.e. me) would put on a dress but wasn’t keen on having a sex scene with a guy.

What else could I do though? Ruka was counting on me. My detective agency had come to nothing. I’d had no cases for so long that my accountant was badgering me about closing the whole thing down.

Three times I’d been fired from jobs in the past. I didn’t want to make this a fourth.

No, I would have to put on a dress and get on with things.


The Re-Dress

This was turning into my worst job of all time, and it had some real doozies to compete with.

I put on my t shirt and trousers then went to look for Tam.

I found him sitting by the river, scrolling through his address book.

“Hey listen.” I said. “I could play Man A.”

Tam put his phone down on the dilapidated picnic table. “Really? You’d step in.”

He took a sip of water from a half-full bottle. “I haven’t had much luck ringing through my contacts. So many people have quit this industry.”

I nodded. “If I get dressed up, could we restart shooting this afternoon?”

Tam pursed his lips. “Sure.” He stood up. “I’ll reassemble the rest of the cast. Hopefully nobody else has quit. Porn stars are notoriously flaky. In the past when costs were a lot less we’d just have a couple of johns on standby.”

I went to find Lemon and retrieve Man A’s outfit so I could try it on for size. She passed me a bag then said that after I was dressed she would doll me up.

Back in my motel room, I tipped out the bag’s contents onto the bed.

Out tumbled the pair of black stilettos, some lacy white panties, a matching white bra, black pantyhose and the beautiful sundress.

I was pleased that Lemon had cleaned all the mud and plant debris off the shoes after Pap had thrown them at Phuan. I was a little apprehensive about wearing some underwear another guy had been wearing. I examined the panties and gave them a sniff but they appeared very clean and fresh. Maybe Lemon had given me a new pair.

I didn’t bother with the pantyhose. The feet had been soiled by Pap running though the grubby alleyway back to the house. Besides, we only used it to disguise his hairy legs. I’d shaved my legs the night before departing for Vientiane, and they were still pretty smooth.

I slipped the panties on. They were a decent fit. I rubbed my material down the front. I’d always had a fondness for polyester panties. Sometimes when I was living in my parents house I used to hunt around in the laundry basket to see if there were any panties in there I could feel.

Next I put the bra on. It had plenty of padding, though I wasn’t sure how Lemon had padded Pap up to a D cup. Maybe I’d go for a smaller, more petite look.

Finally I reached for the dress. I really liked the smooth nylon elastane mix it was made from. I slipped the dress on over my head and pulled it down over my body. I was secretly glad that Pap had quit because I was made to play this crossdressing femme fatale. Unlike a genuine femme fatale, I was far better at fucking up my own life rather than that of those around me.

I didn’t have any of my jewellery on me so I wondered if Lemon had some I could put on. I didn’t feel completely dressed without a necklace or a… an anklet would have been great with this outfit.

I slipped on the black stilettos, then made my way out of my motel room to search for Lemon. It felt good to be dressing in feminine clothing again. I just wondered if I should have dressed the whole time I was here. I was definitely missing my sidekick Ruka.


The Debut

I left my motel room and went to look for Lemon.

I spotted the film crew in the driveway of the main house. They were gathered around an old pickup. I gingerly made my way over the tough tropical grass lawn, trying not to bust my ankles in the heels. I felt sorry for Pap - these shoes weren’t that easy to walk in.

I realised there was a new girl on set, and that she must be the girl called Pooky. My heart started beating faster as I caught my first glimpse of her. I would be filming a few scenes with her, and I’d heard she was absolutely gorgeous. She was playing Man B’s wife’s sister. Her character was a lesbian, but when she saw my character dressed up as a gorgeous and oddly exotic female, she would leave her lesbian lover and become totally besotted with my character.

I realised the crew were filming the establishing shots that showed that Pooky’s character really was a lesbian. Most of this label’s movies included a lesbian scene or two.

Pooky was totally naked and kneeling in the back of the pickup. She was young and slim and had long hair that almost touched her ass. I saw she was straddling a short haired girl. I didn’t know her name, but yesterday I’d spotted her talking to May.

Tam was filming as Pooky rubbed the other girl’s clean shaven crotch. Tam was trying to get as close as possible to the action without showing way too much for the censors to bust a nut about.

The other girl looked like she was really enjoying it and I wondered if she really was a lesbian.

Pooky bent over and kissed the other girl. Her nipples were hugely erect and maybe the extra thrill of shooting the scene outdoors was turning her on.

I noticed Hiroki on the other side of the pickup. He was clearly enjoying this situation almost as much as the writhing girls in the pickup were.

He saw me looking at him and started walking over to my side of the scene, making sure to stay out of the camera’s field of view.

As he approached I felt his eyes all over my body, but mostly he was interested in my legs. I had to admit, I looked pretty hot in these heels, even if they weren’t the easiest to walk in.

He nodded and mouthed a word to me that I thought could be ‘nice’. I wasn’t really into guys but like all humans I found attention to be a huge boost to my ego.

Lemon also spotted me and pointed to her face. She strolled over to me and ushered me into the main house.

I looked back towards the truck. Now Pooky was sprawled over the cab and the other girl was massaging her pussy with one hand and her breasts with the other. My inner voyeur longed to stay and watch, but I had to get completely dolled up for my next scene. I just hoped Pooky wouldn’t be too spent by the effort she was putting into this scene.

I was sat on a chair in the kitchen of the main house. My wig was on, my makeup was complete and now Lemon was leaning over me fastening a gold necklace around my neck. I gazed at her ample bosom, which was barely contained by her several sizes too small t shirt.

Lemon took a couple of paces back. “There, you’re all ready.”

I stood and looked in the mirror. I was one hell of a convincing female. I’d easily seduce Pooky’s character into thinking I was a real girl. First we had to film a short scene of me walking past her in the alleyway.

I turned to Lemon. “Let’s go and see if they’re ready.”

“Action.” Tam shouted. I started walking down the alleyway, trying to over-exaggerate my steps. My character wasn’t supposed to be used to walking in heels like I was.

Pooky walked towards me and hitched down her red miniskirt. She eyed me up like a guy might eye up a piece of eye candy.

“Hey, babe.” She said confidently in English, before walking on down the alleyway.

As she walked past me her head turned as if to check out my ass. I threw her a quick glance to check out her ass, then carried on walking. My character was a man on a mission, and could not afford to get sidetracked.

“And cut.” Tam shouted.

He looked at the guy checking the footage. He gave a thumbs up.

“And it’s a wrap, thanks everyone.”

Pooky returned to where I was standing and flicked her long hair out of her face. She hitched her skirt down again, then put her arm around me. I could smell her delicious perfume. It was on the verge of overpowering. She was clearly enjoying being in character, but maybe this was her real character.

Her hand squeezed my side. I started feeling a stirring in my underwear. It looked like she was getting a little foreplay in ahead of our next scene together.

I was lying in my bra and panties on a bed in one of the main house’s many bedrooms. To give more of an impression that I was a girl I’d tucked my cock between my legs and hitched up the panties so that hopefully it wouldn’t spring out. Pooky was completely naked and was kneeling next to me. I could see that she was completely shaven and had a little tattoo of a mouse on the right side of her bikini zone.

My penis was tightening to the point where it was a little painful to keep it tucked between my legs. I just hoped Pooky would be gentle with me.

Tam held the light meter up to Pooky’s body. Pooky seemed completely at ease with having so many eyeballs focused on her bald pussy.

“Okay guys, we’re now shooting the scene where Pooky’s character dreams about Man A. She’s a lesbian of course and doesn’t know that the hot girl she passed in the alleyway is in fact a guy.”

He handed the light meter to his assistant.

“Justine, you need to be passive while Pooky does her stuff. We’ll try to focus mainly on her, because it’s her dream of course.”

Tam relayed the same instructions to Pooky in Thai.

I lay back on the bed and started at Pooky’s perfect breasts. I imagined the waste to the men of South East Asia if she really was a lesbian.

“Action.”

Pooky bent over me and kissed me on the lips. I had a full view of her delicious breasts. Her kissing became more urgent and she probed my mouth with her tongue. I felt her fingernails rasp against my panties. She started massaging my crotch.

I lay static on the bed. I wasn’t supposed to do anything, but I became overcome with desire and reached up to cup her left breast in my hand. I squeezed it and Pooky squealed with delight. She reciprocated by putting her hand in my panties and started massaging the top of my cock.

I pulled her towards me and sat up so I could push her right breast into my mouth. I was wondering if I should have watched some lesbian movies before they started filming this scene. Was this even something that lesbians did?

Pooky shifted forward and sat on my belly. I grabbed hold of her ass with both hands and squeezed her buttocks together. Her skin was so youthful and soft I didn’t know if I could bear my cock being constrained by my panties anymore.

I grabbed hold of her shoulders and pushed her onto the bed. I sat up and straddled her. Pooky ran the back of her hand down my chest, over my navel and towards my panties.

“And cut.”

Pooky leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. Then she climbed off the bed and grabbed a water bottle off the dresser.

I felt disappointed the scene had ended when it did, but in a couple of days I’d be filming another scene with her.


The Khakis

Today we were shooting my key scene as Man A, and it would involve a whole lot more than just walking down an alleyway in a pretty dress.

The crew had found a rundown boatyard on a lake that was perfect for my next scene. I would dress as a maintenance girl and drill holes in Man B’s speedboat. I was really looking forward to the shoot. My camo top and shorts were super hot and they’d found me a matching necktie too. I would be wearing knee high boots too. With Lemon working her magic again I would look super passable.

The only troubling thing about the scene was that I’d have to have a love scene with a guy who catches me interfering with the speedboat.

It was mid-morning by the time we’d reached the boatyard. It was sweltering already and I wondered if I’d be able to hold any makeup on my face or whether it would just get washed away in a torrent of sweat.

I was sitting on a picnic bench under a tree by the river. The owner of the house we’d been shooting most of the movie in said this place was some sort of attempt to build a marina but it never really took off. We managed to buy an actual speedboat for fifty dollars, so at least we could drill real holes in the hull. We’d patch it up later for the final scene. Apparently it was still buoyant, but only just.

The camera crew were setting up. The incident was supposed to happen at night but apparently we lacked the proper equipment for a nighttime shoot so we hoped that the gloom of the boat shed would give the impression that stuff was going on at night.

I picked up my backpack and went over to the office building to change into my outfit and get my makeup done. I found a corner of the office that wasn’t exactly private, but at least I could undress and redress in peace.

I took off my t shirt then slid down my long trousers. I’d shaved my legs last night, so they were deliciously smooth. I put on the black g-string and black bra.

I put my hand inside the g-string and made sure my cock and balls were completely inside the nylon material.

Next I put on the khaki green military print cropped top. It was a bit loose at the front, but it looked okay. Then I put on the matching khaki shorts. I pulled them up. They were really tight. Original Man A must have been a size or two smaller than me.

I pushed them down again and pushed my cock between my legs. Now they might fit better and I wouldn’t have such an obvious bulge.

I had to pull them over my hips and to do the fly up and fasten the front button I really had to pull my stomach in.

Finally I was all zipped in.

I looked in the makeshift full length mirror somebody had put in the office. The outfit looked awesome.

Ah, there was something missing. I’d forgotten to put on the loose necktie which matched the top and shorts.

I was so glad I’d got my belly pieced a couple of months ago. This outfit exposed my stomach so my short belly chain looked really cool.

I looked in the mirror again. I had to admit that I looked fucking hot. I’d fuck me. If I had a wig on 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 could talk to my accountant about changing my company from a detective agency to a production company.

But I was getting ahead of myself. Now I had to stop preening in front of a mirror like a real girl and go get my hair and makeup done.

Hmm, I thought, I should get some pretty pink nails put on too. Then I would be ready to be a killer femme fatale.

I had a look around the office but couldn’t find the boots I was supposed to be wearing in the scene. I put my regular guy walking shoes on, then went outside to search for Lemon.

Hiroki had come along for the ride. I didn’t know if he had a job. I guessed not.

He was sitting on a picnic bench in the shade, fiddling with his mobile phone. As I approached he put his phone down and stared.

“Oh hey there… Justin? Wow, what an outfit.”

“Thank you. The shorts are a bit tight but yeah the outfit’s great. Have you seen Lemon? I need her to finish me off.”

“After seeing you wearing that I think I need somebody to finish me off too.” Hiroki said.

I laughed. “Save yourself for the sexy scene we’re gonna shoot. It’ll be smoking hot, even if I have to do the scene with another man.”

“It’s all good in my eyes.” Hiroki reassured me. He was a professional pervert. Maybe that was his job now.

“Actually, I remember now, Lemon said she’d have to run into town and get some footwear for you.”

I sat down on the picnic bench, which wasn’t an easy feat in these shorts.

I turned to Hiroki. “Keep an eye on mosquitoes will you? I don’t want to get covered in bite marks.”

“I’ll do that.” He said, but it was clear he only had eyes for me. Cute guy dressing in military cosplay must have been pretty high up on his list of fetishes.

A pickup truck came trundling down the roadway to the boat house. I saw Lemon was in the passenger’s seat. When she saw me, she waved a pair of black leather lace up military style boots out of the window.

“Ah, cool!” I shouted.

The truck stopped near to where we were sat and May jumped out.

“Sorry we took so long. Nobody wears your size shoes round here.”

I looked at the boots. “You did well though.”

The boots looked worn but in keeping with my outfit.

“Yeah, there’s a lot of left over military stuff here from ‘nam.”

She looked me up and down.

“You look really good in that. You look much better than Pap would have looked in it. Sit here while I get my makeup stuff and I’ll get you ready for the shoot.”


The Boatshed

I was standing in the boat shed, looking hot.

Lemon had done my makeup, my wig and worked a bit on my eyebrows. I was looking spectacular. I was disappointed Ruka wasn’t here to see just how amazingly passable I was. Then I remembered she’d be able to see for herself when she viewed our video - assuming it ever got finished.

Tam thrust a black and red cordless drill in my hand. “We need to get some shots of you sneaking into the boat shed, then drilling holes in the hull of the blue and white speedboat parked on the trailer in the corner. Don’t worry about doing the actual drilling. Our special effects guy will work on the closeups later.”

The first couple of shots went surprisingly well. I was getting more used to this acting stuff. Really you just had to be yourself and act like you would do naturally. The golden rule was to never look at the camera. Now I was kneeling by the hull of the speedboat, pretending to drill some holes. According to the script my character had drilled a special pattern of holes so that if the boat went faster than 20 nautical knots the hull would cave in and the boat would sink. I wasn’t sure if there was much scientific merit to this part of the plot, but it did make for a good storyline I guessed.

Now it was time to shoot the critical part of the day’s filming. Man C would appear while I was skulking about the boatyard. He would catch me red handed. He would then blackmail me into fucking him. Of course I was a crossdressing guy but Man C thinks that’s also pretty hot. I would then blackmail Man C threatening to tell his wife and boss that he loves fucking guys. So that neutralised Man C, removing him from the story.

Man C arrived on set. I found out his real name was Chit. Lemon greeted Chit, and went off to dress him like the rich yacht owning businessman he was supposed to be.

I was nervous about shooting this part of the plot. I mean I had to kiss a guy and all that. I wasn’t really into guys. Still, Chit looked pretty cute. He was young, clean shaven and had a certain glint in his eye. Thankfully I didn’t have to fuck or get fucked by him. Wasn’t that what a lot of crossdressers dressed up for though? I mean the number of women who were into crossdressing guys was pretty limited. They’d much rather fuck manly suit wearing Chit than me wearing a cute camouflage top and shorts.

I chuckled. I did look pretty hot. Hiroki would definitely fuck me, whatever the hell I was wearing.

Chit emerged from the boathouse looking suave and every bit the businessman he was supposed to be. Tam brought him over to meet me. Chit looked me up and down.

“So are you sure this guy will actually do a scene with a crossdresser?” I asked.

Tam nodded. “He’s a pro and he’s also bi. He’ll stick his dick in anything.”

I was kind of afraid of that. Thank goodness we weren’t shooting a hardcore movie. Well we weren’t supposed to be shooting hardcore. The teaser with May was pretty real. She went way beyond what the script asked for.

Tam put his arms around us both and walked us over to the place where we’d make out. Chit would threaten me, and I had to say a couple of lines of Thai. I had no idea what I was going to be saying. Hopefully it wasn’t ‘fuck me in the ass’ or something.

We were ready to start shooting the scene. I had to creep out of the boathouse. Just before I reached the large double doors, Chit’s character would apprehend me. He would shout something at me, I would say something back. Then he’d make his move on me. I wasn’t sure what he was going to do. It was meant to be unscripted. Tam told me that Chit was a pro, and I just had to act naturally.

Tam shouted “Action”.

I started creeping towards the door. Chit appeared and shouted some Thai at me. I remembered to say my couple of lines.

Chit loomed up before me. He blocked my exit path. I was trapped in the boathouse. What could I do?

He pushed me backwards with a force I wasn’t expecting. In my surprise I dropped the cordless drill and tried to stay on my feet. I was thankful I was wearing the study boots and not the heels I’d been wearing yesterday.

Chit’s left hand shot out like a claw and latched onto my right shoulder. He tightened his grip, and continued to push me back until my ass crashed into a wooden bench.

He said something in Thai. Tam had translated it for me. It loosely meant ‘let’s fuck and we’ll forget about this whole incident’. My character goes along with it because he has a plan. While Man C is busy satisfying his sexual urges I take photos of him fucking a crossdresser and email them to myself. Now my character can blackmail him!

Chit reached for the button of my shorts. He fumbled a bit as the shorts were so tight on me and I’d really struggled to get them on.

The camera crew moved closer. I was fixated on Chit because I was terrified I’d look at the camera and ruin the scene.

Chit was enjoying playing the bad guy character. He got my shorts button undone and now he turned his attention to his own outfit. He undid his tie so it was loose enough to get off his neck. He threw it at a nearby shelf and I was astonished that it landed on a protruding nail.

Now he was unbuttoning his shirt. He almost ripped it off and I could not fail to admire his chiselled torso.

His attention turned to me. He unzipped my shorts with vigour and then yanked my shorts down so fast I almost got friction burns. Now I was laying on the bench in just my black g-string. I hoped my balls were still tucked in and weren’t visible from the side facing the camera.

Chit licked his lips and unfastened the button of his own fly. He slid off his own trousers with the skill of a guy who had done this many times before.

I could see out of the corner of my eye that the camera crew were focused on Chit. Chit slid his trunks down and his semi-erect penis flopped up. He was obviously a pro at this. For most markets we couldn’t show a fully erect penis but partial arousal was fine. Many of the viewers weren’t into cocks anyway, they had tuned in for the pussy.

I looked down at my g-string. I was becoming aroused from shooting this scene. It wasn’t so much the sight of Chit’s cock, but more relating to appearing on camera in an increasingly undressed state.

Chit turned to me and gripped both sides of my g-string. He tugged at it with such force that I thought the elastic would snap.

The top of my penis was now visible to the camera team. I tried a feeble attempt to fight Chit off but he batted away my arms then continued to tug at my g-string.

At last it slid off my waist and ended up mid-thigh. My cock flopped upwards. Chit feigned a huge ‘WTF’ expression on seeing my cock when his character was expecting a pussy.

I had less control over my male member than Chit had. It started getting hard. The camera moved away from me and focused on Chit. He moved in closer to me then feigned stuffing his cock into my ass. I didn’t have to work hard on my expressions - my surprise was real.

Chit thrusted away and I felt his cock push against my balls. I had a mixture of emotions. I wasn’t gay. I’d never dated or fucked a guy and yet… I was hard and I was enjoying this more than I should have been.

His cock felt as if it was becoming harder. Was I genuinely turning him on? The camera crew ducked down and I wondered if they were trying to keep both our hard cocks out of the picture. Increasingly they were focused on Chit’s thrusting buttocks.

Chit put a strong hand on my hip right and looked at our cocks. That was my signal. I took out my mobile phone from between my padded bra. I aimed the camera at Chit and briefly started filming. They’d actually use the footage I shot in the movie itself. I was trying to put all my mental effort into shooting some decent footage. Maybe then my cock would become a bit more flaccid and they could actually use more of the footage I was shooting.

When I thought I’d shot enough footage, I pressed a few buttons on my phone as if I was emailing the footage off to my email address. I didn’t do it for real, in case I did an ultimate fuck up and emailed the footage to my sister or even my mom. That would have taken some explaining.

It looked like we had enough footage but the camera crew kept filming and Chit kept thrusting. Tam told me it was always better to have too much footage than too little. We didn’t have a Hollywood budget for re-shoots. We didn’t even have a Bollywood budget.

Chit started staring at me in the eyes. His movements grew more rapid. He seemed to love his little sissy doll. I wondered if he was acting or whether it was more than that. I was feeling a little uncomfortable, but at the same time Chit was big and strong and he would give me some much needed direction in my life.

Chit reached down and gripped his cock in his right hand. He drew slightly away from me and then he moaned and a stream of cum spurted out of his cock. I closed my eyes in a mixture of shock, awe and surprise. I opened them again. Chit was looking towards the crew, his still erect penis drawing the gaze of the cast.

I looked down. Shit, there was some cum on my inner thighs and a couple of drops on my belly.

“Well done everyone.” Tam said and went over to the camera guy to make sure they really did have everything.

I wasn’t sure what to do next, so I stayed prostate on the bench.

Lemon walked over to me and took a tissue out of her pocket. She wiped the cum off.

“Are you okay? Chit’s well known for forgetting to break out of character.”

I gave an awkward smile.


The Relief

We drove back to the house.

We had another scene to shoot today and I would be heavily involved in that one too. I had to sleep with my screen wife May. We’d have the first makeup sex after Man B slept with my character’s wife. Everything would look awesome again but then Pooky would come in and shoot May dead in a fit of jealous rage. The Thai audience would love this plot twist.

I sat on a stool in the bedroom where we’d be shooting the scene. I was dressed in a business suit but my top button was undone and I’d loosened my tie.

I read through my lines again. I only had a little dialogue but it wasn’t easy to pronounce the Thai. Tam said not to worry because he could always voice over my parts in post-production.

At last the crew were ready. May took off her long bathrobe and sat at the dresser. She was wearing a sheer cream chemise and a lot of perfume.

I picked up my briefcase prop and went to stand at the door.

The steadicam operator moved into position and Tam said we could start.

I walked through the bedroom door and flung my briefcase on the bed. I was relieved that this time it didn’t bounce off the bed and onto the floor like it had kept doing in rehearsals.

May looked up and put down the blush brush she was holding. She stood up and walked over towards me. The chemise was so thin and sheer I could see her famously large nipples protruding through the material. Maybe she was genuinely pleased to see me, I thought.

I loosened my tie some more. May put her arms around me then kissed me, her tongue probing my closed lips.

She started unbuttoning my shirt, then put her hands inside it and started massaging my chest.

I put my hand on her ass and drew her closer to me. In wondered if I should slap or squeeze her ass. Maybe a slap wouldn’t sound good on camera. In the end the moment passed. May knelt down and started undoing my belt. She unhooked the fastener then unzipped my suit trousers. Using both hands she yanked down my trousers and they fell around my ankles.

She massaged my crotch with an experienced palm of her right hand. I knew this wasn’t real sex but my cock didn’t know the difference.

The steadicam operator moved directly behind May. She pulled my briefs down and my cock sprang up. She moved her head in close and began simulating oral sex for the camera. I put my hand on her head and pushed her in closer. Her lips touched my penis. Had I pushed her in too close?

She moved her head rhythmically to simulate oral sex. My cock bounced off her lip. I played with her hair and willed myself not to push my cock deep down her throat.

“Cut.” Tam cried and the steadicam operator put the camera down on the dresser.

May stood up and arched her back.

I stood where I was, my dong visible to the entire crew. I felt simultaneous embarrassment and also extreme arousal at being filmed having fake sex with May.

Tam motioned towards the bed. “Okay so you now need to lie on the bed and May will do the rest.”

He talked to May in Thai. She nodded a few times, then removed her chemise. She seemed at ease with being completely naked in the presence of so many guys.

I finished undressing and put my clothes in a pile next to the bed. Then I lay on the bed, waiting for May.

“Action.”

May slowly climbed on the bed, then crawled towards me. When she reached me she straddled my pelvis. There would be no foreplay this time. She pushed her ass down on my penis and started fake fucking me. The steadicam operator moved from the side to filming May’s ass and maybe my ball sack too. I gazed up at May, trying to avoid looking at the camera and ruining the scene for the horny end viewers.

May moved her hips in directions I didn’t think were possible. My swollen cock rolled in rhythm to her movements. I was getting incredibly turned on, even if this sex wasn’t real.

She bent over me and I pushed myself up so I could lick her delicious full chest. She pushed her right breast into my mouth and I sucked long and hard on her erect nipple.

May reached back and started massaging my ball sack. I was feeling the urge to cum. I had to resist. This wasn’t real, although it felt like it was.

I ran my hands down her legs. Her legs were astonishingly smooth. Mine weren’t bad, especially after I’d just shaved, but my hands slid along her thighs like they were made of recently polished marble.

She was definitely liking my hand movements. I switched to massaging her belly, then dropping down to her erogenous zone.

May probed deeper behind her and grasped my rock solid cock. She knelt up slightly then pushed it into her moist hole.

I lost all sense of the camera and the crew. May started riding me with more urgency. Now we were really fucking.

I looked up at her. She smiled and winked at me. Her huge breasts bounced up and down and I thought about Chit and how he desired me so much and how hot May was and that I would soon fake fuck Pooky again and then I came, exploding into May and thrusting so hard she almost bounced right off of me.

“Uh, cut.” Tam cried and May knelt next to me. She patted my cock and smiled at me. I wasn’t sure if she was an actress or just a horny woman who just enjoyed fucking for pleasure.


The Insomnia

May looked at me and I looked at her massive breasts.

“What are you thinking about, deep thinking man?”

I flicked the lace trim of my olive coloured satin babydoll and pulled myself further up the bed so I could take in May’s delicious body.

I looked down and my penis was so engorged that it was barely staying in my g-string panties.

I rubbed my fingers along my 10 denier tan thigh-high stockings. They were sheer, prone to laddering and just for special occasions, like tonight.

A mosquito buzzed around my head. I swatted it away.

May approached the bed. “Let’s fuck.”

I looked down to her crotch. Her penis was fully erect and her bodybuilder’s legs rippled as she tensed her thighs.

“Bend over deep girl, I wanna fuck you in the ass.”

“Uh, I don’t know if I wanna do that.” I replied, and grabbed onto the headboard to try and pull myself off the bed.

The speedboat started sinking and May tumbled overboard.

The mosquito buzzed again. I woke up and felt my ear was full of water. I reached up and patted my soggy pillow. I should have left the air conditioner on when I went to sleep.

I looked around the room. Foolishly I’d forgotten to bring any water back with me to my room. I’d have to go over to the main house and look for some.

I had gone to sleep just wearing the black g-string that was part of the boathouse outfit. I walked over to the wardrobe and took out the hanger with the camouflage shorts and top. If I was going on a nighttime mission then this looked to be an appropriate outfit.

I breathed in and fastened the button on the shorts. Good job there wasn’t too much to eat round here.

I put on the black ex-military boots then tied the camouflage necktie around my neck to complete my undercover outfit. I thought about wearing a wig but then remembered Lemon had taken it from me after the shoot. I’d have to go out in partial character.

I slipped out of my room and tentatively made my way over the stiff grass-like ground to the main house. I looked around anxiously. Hiroki warned me there were a few stray dogs around, so I’d have to be careful when walking around, especially after dark.

When I arrived at the main house I found the door to the kitchen was unlocked. On the worktop by the microwave oven I saw some 1.5L bottles of spring water silhouetted against the moonlight. I took one and twisted off the cap to take a swig.

I wondered if they had any food lying around, so I swung open the door of the gigantic American-style refrigerator. I found a couple of slices of pepperoni pizza in a box. I sat at the kitchen table chewing on the pizza. Hopefully everyone would be way too busy tomorrow to worry about the crossdressed kitchen raider.

I wasn’t sure who was sleeping in the main house, but I closed door quietly and headed back to the motel, swinging the big bottle of water. I yawned. Mild jetlag and heat exhaustion were taking their toll, not to mention all the weird on and off set antics.

I reached the concrete pathway in front of the motel. I looked down and wondered if they should have accessorised this outfit with a holster. It would have been even more enjoyable to sneak around, fake gun in hand like a secret agent. Ruka told me that secret investigator movies were a hugely popular genre on her adult movies site. Maybe I could make a sequel to this movie, I thought.

All this sneaking about was elevating my senses. I realised that there was light coming from the end motel room three doors down from my own room.

I slowly ambled along to see who was burning the well past midnight oil. I wasn’t sure who was staying in each room, as the cast and crew seemed to come and go as and when they were needed.

As I approached the room’s front window I ducked down, noticing that the curtains weren’t drawn.

I crawled along until I was just under the wooden boarding below the window. I looked around thinking of where I could hide should the occupants decide to go on a moonlit walk.

I could hear laughter. I raised my head and peered into the window.

Lemon was on the bed, completely naked and with her back to me. She was straddling someone, riding them, grinding them with her big strong hips.

She leaned forward to kiss whoever she was fucking. I saw some balls and the lower shaft of a penis. She was definitely fucking a guy.

Just then, the guy sat up and Lemon dismounted him. I saw her breasts which were even bigger than May’s were.

Lemon leaned over the guy and started sucking his cock. She brushed her long hair out of the way. Then I saw the man’s face.

It was Pap!

I ducked down behind the boarding. Thoughts spun in my mind. What was the original Man A doing back here? And what was he doing fucking Lemon? She was married to Phuan. And where was Phuan anyway?

I heard muffled moans. Lemon was enjoying this elicit moonlight encounter. Maybe she even yearned to return to her movie making days and had kept the curtains open in order that somebody might discover her and want to watch. Somebody like me.

I scurried back to my room. I looked at my phone. It was 03:22. I’d better get more beauty sleep as I was shooting another scene tomorrow.


The Stockings

I stuffed a fork full of scrambled eggs into my mouth. Aside from occasional random finds of pizza in the fridge, there didn’t seem to be much else here worth eating. There were no Pinky Pasta stores, and certainly no Happy Burger outlets. I wondered if my tubby friend Dinky might like to come here on a weight loss vacation.

I reached for another slice of toast. At last we were almost done with shooting. My character would get married to Pookie’s character. We’d fuck, then maybe after a cigarette we’d take a bottle of bubbly with us on a speedboat trip to see the sun set over the bay. Never mind we were hundreds of kilometres from the coast. The crew said they could CGI in some coastline later.

The irony is that we’d take the speedboat I’d drilled holes in back when I was crossdressed in that hot camouflage outfit. So I’d inadvertently caused our own demise. The Thai audience would go crazy for such a tragic ending. Most of the other viewers would hopefully have blown their load during one of the numerous fuck scenes featuring Pooky and not bother watching the ending.

I was worried about the boat sinking scene, but less worried about the fucking. Pooky was so hot I was sure I’d be able to fake fuck her.

Lemon walked over to me yawning and still dressed in her nightgown. She handed me a suit, shirt and tie on a hanger. “When you’ve eaten, put this one and we’ll start shooting the last scene.”

I said nothing about what I’d seen last night. I thought it was best to keep quiet.

She crossed the kitchen and took a bag off the kitchen worktop by the spice rack.

“Oh, and wear this underneath.” She said, handing me the bag.

I went back to my motel room to change. I took off my everyday guy clothes and emptied the bag of lingerie onto my bed. Lemon had made a great choice. The lingerie set was really pretty, with a lot of lace trim and sheer bra cups and a sheer panty front.

I put the bra and panties on and looked in the mirror. My bulging cock was so obvious through the sheer material.

I put on the suspender belt. It was frilly and flimsy, and just the sort of thing a guy might buy his wife for Christmas. The four clasps looked pretty cheap and it was something I’d not buy for myself. I’d once owned a sturdy eight clasp suspender belt. It was so heavy duty I used it when I regularly wore stockings beneath my regular guy clothes.

Lemon had given me a brand new packet of sheer off-white stockings. Thankfully there were two pairs inside which would be useful in case we had to re-shoot the scene. They were just 8 denier so I hoped Pooky would be gentle with me.

I checked my toenails to make sure they didn’t have any sharp edges. I made a mental note to visit Pampurred Kitty for a pedicure when I returned home.

I was extra careful when slipping the delicate stockings over my feet. I hitched them up my legs and secured them to the plastic suspender clasps. I adjusted the buckles so that the stockings were held tightly in place. I doubted they would hold in place but fortunately I didn’t have to do too much moving around while wearing them.

I looked in the mirror. I looked really good, but I wondered if Pooky would be super turned on my feminine attire.

I walked back to the house to see if they were ready for shooting. It was hot wearing the suit, especially with the stockings on underneath and then my regular guy socks on top of those.

The crew were almost finished arranging the lighting in one of the smaller upstairs bedrooms. Pooky was sat on the bed, dressed in just a large bathrobe. She turned as she saw me approach, and gave me a big smile. I wondered if we’d have as much chemistry for this scene as I’d had with Chit. I shuddered. Chit seemed to really be into me. Maybe there were more guys who were into crossdressing guys than I thought. Tam had told me that Chit had already signed up for a sequel, especially if I’d agree to reprise my role as Man A.

Tam indicated to me that the crew were ready, and my thoughts turned to the present.

Pooky started kissing me with a passion that not even May could match. She pushed me on the bed, and I struggled to maintain my footing. I fell backwards and she almost jumped on top of me.

Instead of delicately undoing the my shirt buttons like May, she ripped my shirt open and buttons went flying. She started massaging my chest, her long fingernails probing my padded bra.

Seemingly less interested in what lay beneath my bra, she began working on getting my trousers off.

She pulled my trousers down, exposing my stockings and panties. Flicking her long hair back, she bent over and kissed my panties. Then she pushed her tongue out and it started flicking at the thin material.

I reached up and ran my fingers through her long silky hair. I was imagining possibilities. Was it that disastrous to fall in love with a porn star?

Pooky slowly moved her head down and her tongue probed at my balls. Then she kissed my crotch and sat up. She pulled at my trousers and they slid off my stockinged legs.

Soon I was lying on the bed in just my lingerie set. It felt weird but if Pooky was freaked out then she didn’t show it at all. She sat beside me, running her fingers up and down my stockinged legs. The sensation felt amazing and waves of pleasure flowed down my spine. I was mentally willing myself to get a girlfriend as soon as I returned home, but maybe Pooky was giving me a better girlfriend experience than I could ever hope to find in Tokyo.

I reached out and fingered her silky hair. I couldn’t resist running it through my fingers.

Pooky knelt over me and tugged at my panties. In anticipation of this moment I’d remembered to put them on over the suspenders. Soon my panties were gliding down my stockings and Pooky pulled them off my feet and threw them over towards the dresser.

Now Pooky was straddling my cock. She felt behind her and then pushed my stiff member inside of her. I gasped. Like May, she would also go the extra mile on set, instead of just faking things for the cameras.

I started thrusting upwards. Pooky clung to my torso, her fingernails scratching my chest as she squeezed my padded bra. I looked up at her and she ran her tongue round her lower lip. I wondered if she had a boyfriend, or indeed a girlfriend. Maybe I could be her girlfriend and dress in pretty clothes and make love to her every night.

She started grinding her hips and moving her legs inward and outward. I could resist no longer and orgasmed. I clutched onto her waist and pulled down her close to me. I wondered if Tam had shot enough footage, or whether I’d have to somehow keep going.

Pooky put a finger on my lips and with her other hand tussled my wig’s long black strands. For a few precious moments we were a couple and it was as if there was no crew in the room, just a horny sometimes confused guy and an insatiable girl with the most amazing hair in the world.


The Party

It was the end of the final day. Somehow we’d managed to shoot all the necessary scenes. Most of them had involved cast members going into and out of various houses. I had to put my camouflage top and shorts back on for a couple of extra scenes. Tam had decided I looked so hot in that ensemble that they’d show me wearing it for a bit longer. I might even be on the cover of the DVD and retro VHS release.

I looked at the speedboat lying in front of the haphazardly erected green screen.

Tam shook his head. “Don’t worry about that scene. It looked great. You’re really good at this acting stuff. We’ll wire the footage over to the post production company and they’ll put in the coastline.”

“And the water?”

“That too.” He handed me another bottle of imported lager. “Are you interested in shooting another movie?”

“I don’t know. I’ve got a lot going on in Tokyo.” I replied, knowing that my usual schedule consisted of eating, dressing up in female clothing and staring out of the window at the cityscape below.

I looked at Pap stuffing another hot dog into his mouth. “It’s good that original Man A and Man B made up.”

Tam nodded. “Yeah we can’t afford our regular cast members to fall out. There’s too many good jobs in cities like Bangkok and Chiang Mai these days, so it’s harder to find cast members around here.”

Tam put his bottle of lager on a stool. “I have to piss - I’ll talk to you later about the sequel.”

I nodded. My bladder was on the verge of bursting too but these shorts were so tight I’d had to tuck my cock between my legs and I didn’t want all the hassle of sorting my equipment out. Maybe I’d just stand here and sweat it out.

I looked around. The wrap party was in full swing and the crew and cast and plenty of hangers on were partying around the pool.

Lemon and May seemed to be in competition to see who could wear the skimpiest bikini. May’s shiny gold bikini was two sizes too small and the bottoms had a thong back. She’d walked in wearing a shiny white sarong but had thrown it on a sun lounger after her first glass of white wine.

Lemon’s bikini was at least the right size for her but the white material was so sheer that every time she took a dip in the pool I could clearly see her nipples and her neatly trimmed bush.

Hiroki approached me, with a bottle of import lager in one had and a slice of pizza in another.

He took a swig of beer. “So have you enjoyed your first trip to Laos?”

“It’s okay but there’s no much to do here.”

He nodded. “Apart from shooting pornos?”

“Yeah, but apart from that I’m not sure what you do with your time.”

I mopped my brow. Even at 10 pm it was unbelievably hot and humid. I wanted to keep my long haired wig on though as I just loved this character. Lemon had told me that I could take the costume home, as I’d made it my own so it was unlikely to feature in future productions unless I was the star.

Hiroki looked me up and down. “You know… if you wanna stay here and hang out.”

I was flattered by the proposition. “I’ll let you know. I’ll talk to you later. I’m gonna grab some food.”

I walked over to the guy barbecuing sausages on a grill. I thought I could stuff down another hot dog. Any more and the button on the shorts would probably fly off and land in the pool.

I noticed Pap and Phuan were still talking. It was good to see they’d made up.

I picked up a hot dog. I’d fancied mustard but thought that if I spilt it on my top I’d never get it off. I made do with a pile of fried onions.

One of the male hangers on nodded at me. I was pretty popular wearing this outfit. I wished I’d bought some heels with me though because these boots were pretty sweaty. I wondered how the heck soldiers managed to cope fighting in Vietnam while wearing them.

Out of the corner of my eye I realised there was some real fighting going on. Pap and Phuan were exchanging blows.

I didn’t know who started it but I suspected that Phuan had found out that Pap was fucking Lemon.

Lemon doggy paddled to the edge of the pool and pulled herself up the steps, her bikini completely sheer. She rushed over to the fighting guys and tried to break it up. Phuan was raging and pushed her away. May went up to comfort her.

A few of the hangers on surrounded the fighting men. Nobody intervened - maybe they just had to let them settle their scores.

Lemon was crying and May wrapped a towel around her, then lead her away to the house.

Hiroki rushed out of the house. “What’s happening?” He asked me.

“Uh, domestic.” I replied.

“Should we do something?”

I looked at the fighting men. It seemed more handbags than anything. “Nah, I’d leave them to it. They’ll probably make up again.”


Epilogue: The Movie

It was a month after the chaotic shoot of my first ever adult movie.

I was sat in my office leaning back on the new office chair I’d just put together.

This afternoon I hadn’t done much other work. I was glued to Ruka’s adult movie site javgirls.org. My movie had gone live last night. Already it was trending in the top 10. It had a title too: Femme Fatale Driller Doll With a Penis.

Ruka had told me that the focus group loved my scene with Chit so much that they’d decided to promote the movie using a photo of me dressed in camouflage gear holding the cordless drill. I’d get a bit of extra cash from the royalties. The movie had already received 105 comments. The ratio of erect to flaccid penises on the ratings system was standing at 96%. Maybe I’d found a whole new career for myself. I just hoped my dad wasn’t a javgirls.org subscriber because that would take some serious explaining.

I hit F5 on my keyboard. There were 3 new comments and I had moved up another place in the rankings.

Just then my mobile rang.

“Hey Justin, how’s it going. I’ve been trying to get hold of you.”

I was Dinky, my ex-colleague in the police force, desk division.

I closed the javgirls.org browser tab in case an advertisement for a generic impotence pill started autoplaying. “Uh, sorry, I went to Laos for a week.”

“Laos?”

I rocked on my new chair. “Yeah, long story. Not sure I’ll be going back there for a while.”

“Not in trouble with the law I hope?”

“More like trouble with a whore.”

“Uun. Uun.” Said Dinky, not really understanding what the heck I was talking about. “Anyway, I wondered if you were around next week. I might have a little job for you. It’s not really a detective job. More of a bit of a bodyguard role.”

I sat up. “Oh?”

“Actually I’m not sure who would be bodyguarding who. The guy’s a famous soccer player back in your native England. He’s a real Japanophile apparently. He wants someone to show him a good time. He got in touch with me as I’d done some work with their club back in 2002.”

“I’d be up for that. Get the guy to email me or something. My diary’s pretty clear.”

“Will do.” Dinky replied, and hung up.

I stood up and walked into the spare room. I took the camouflage top and shorts off the hanger and started to put them on. For the rest of the day I was going to cosplay as the femme fatale driller doll with a penis.


PART FOUR

Extras


By The Same Author
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The Crossdressing Detective Volume 4: The Case of the Dubious Video Rental Store

This is the 4th 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 cute cosplay outfit or more. Our super passable heroine is hired as a plain clothes store detective at an adult movie store. Her sissy cosplay outfits are such a hit with the creepy customers she ends up having to deal with way more male attention than she can handle.
I looked at myself in the mirror. Demure makeup. Shoulder length black wig. White blouse with a hint of white bra just about visible when I tensed my shoulders. Black pencil skirt stopping just above the knee. Black 20 denier semi-opaque pantyhose. Mayuri’s panties. And my favourite black matt platform heels with the sissy straps and heart shaped silver buckles topped off with cute bows front and back.

Today I was just another office lady, but today wasn’t just another day.

I was making my idol debut. I was hot and bursting with excitement. Sure, I wasn’t really into guys, but the power I had over them plus the chance to meet and work with Nozomi was intoxicating. I’d checked out her website in the week. Her long hair was mesmerising and she gave the best fan service experience I’d ever seen. This truly would be an unbelievable day.

I left my apartment and walked towards the metro. Office ladies were a dime a dozen round this part of Tokyo but I could still feel mens’ eyes on me as I entered the metro station.

I stopped to hitch up my skirt another inch then reached into my shiny black handbag. I pulled out a pair of black glasses without lenses. Now my office lady look was complete. I would totally slay those fans.
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The Gradual Feminization of Professor Sissy

The mostly female students of The Asian Fashion College love designing and wearing sexy outfits. They’ll attempt to feminize anyone who dares enter the university’s gates. When a cute new foreign professor arrives from England, they have him firmly in their sights. This is an erotic series for guys (and girls) who love crossdressing or are curious about what it would be like to put on a pair of panties, a skirt and some killer heels.

My eyes kept wandering over to where I’d left the plaid skirt on the computer’s desk.

I couldn’t… Could I? Should I?

I guessed there was no harm in trying it on.

And panties too - I’d try the pair of panties Candy had delivered to me.

I flicked the white lace that was attached to the waistband and ran all the way round the panties. They were so pretty.

Why weren’t guys’ briefs ever this awesome?

[image: ]

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.

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.

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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