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Chapter 1: 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.


Chapter 2: 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.”


Chapter 3: 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.”


Chapter 4: 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.”


Chapter 5: 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.


Chapter 6: 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.


Chapter 7: 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.


Chapter 8: 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.


Chapter 9: 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.


Chapter 10: 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!”


Chapter 11: 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.”


Chapter 12: 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.”


Chapter 13: 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.”


Chapter 14: 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.


Chapter 15: 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.


Chapter 16: 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.”


Chapter 17: 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.


Chapter 18: 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.


Chapter 19: 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.


Chapter 20: 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.
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The Crossdressing Detective Volume 1: The Case of the Prolific Panty Thief

This is an erotic story for straight guys who love crossdressing, have a clothes fetish or are just curious about what it’s like to put on a pair of panties or more. Expect lots of fumbling and bumbling as our hero(ine) attempts to solve this puzzling case by crossdressing and going undercover in the lingerie section of an upscale Tokyo department store.

“I adjusted my neck scarf and ensured the flower was directly over my left shoulder. I’d been undercover a few times, but this shop girl uniform was the best outfit yet. A tight little black dress, red belt, opaque pantyhose and my choice of shoes. Today I was wearing my favourite black sissy platform heels. I was looking smoking hot, and I knew it.

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 shuffled my feet on the railing below the counter. I’m not really into guys - but I just love the attention.”
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The Crossdressing Detective Volume 3: Straight to Video

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

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

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

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

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