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Chapter 1: The Phonecall

I was slumped in the chair in my Tokyo office where I ran my detective agency.

I’d put on a silk kimono and a pair of tan 20 denier thigh-high stockings. I was also wearing my comfortable flat shoes. All my heels were in a pile in the bottom of my wardrobe.

It was a half-assed attempt at crossdressing. I didn’t care. Business was bad and I was on a downward spiral to somewhere I’d dare not contemplate.

This was the point where a beautiful femme fatale was supposed to walk in. She’d tell me about a case, I’d end up sleeping with her, then I’d find out she was the perpetrator of her own heinous crime. But cases hardly ever walked in the door of my office. In fact cases never seemed to arrive at all. I was wondering if I should close the agency and do something else instead.

Maybe I could start a talent agency, like the guy next door. Occasionally I’d see his ‘clients’ walking into his office. They were usually Japanese women in their late 20’s who needed the cash to leave their husbands and start a new life with some guy who was even more of a jerk than the last one.

My phone rang, maybe for the first time in a week.

“Hey babe.”

It was Ruka, my outgoing transgender friend. I’d met her during my undercover stint working in the lingerie department of a department store. She’d guessed what I was packing under my tight little shop girl dress. It was not nearly as big was what she was packing in her panties though. Her prized asset had made her millions of Yen from adult movies and now she was expanding her business empire into other areas. She had scored a hit with her lingerie line for people of indeterminable gender, and now was awash with cash to blow on other, more speculative ventures.

“What’s up?” I asked. “I haven’t talked to you for a while.”

“Yeah, I’ve been really busy.”

“I heard. How’s the lingerie business?”

“I make bras for $3 and sell them for $30. Yeah it’s awesome.” She bragged. “Uh, you know that guy we met in that bar in Soi Cowboy a couple of months back.”

“Luke? Wasn’t that his name? The guy celebrating his divorce.” I asked.

“Yeah, him. I don’t know how much you remember from that crazy night. Do you remember he told me about his idea to make some retro adult movies set in Thailand? Well it turns out the idea had legs. We both put a couple of million yen into the venture and we’ve already made our money back several times over.”

I was amazed. A business conceived in a beer bar making money? Maybe I needed in on this.

“Sounds good.” I said. “You’re doing better than I am. In the three months since we’ve been back from Thailand I’ve not had a single case. I actually went back to work at the lingerie store for a couple of weeks, because they were short of staff and I couldn’t face another week staring at these four walls.”

I adjusted the front of my kimono. “So why do you need me?”

“Oh, listen. Luke’s been overseeing the productions. He’s been a really good producer. But he’s returned to Europe for a while. Turns out he’s not completely divorced.”

“What, like in the way you’re not completely female?”

Ruka laughed. “Yeah, but I’m so disappointed about Luke. He was doing great stuff. Now I need someone else to step in and oversee the production. I was thinking you’d like to get involved.”

I thought about it for a second or two. “So you want me to go to Thailand?”

Ruka clarified. “No, not Thailand, you’re going to Laos. For legal reasons we’ve been shooting the movies in Laos. It’s not a problem really, as the girls look Thai, they speak Thai and the place looks like Thailand. But legally, it’s not Thailand, so our asses are covered.”

I didn’t know too much about Laos. “How do I get there?”

“It’s easy. You can fly to Vientiane - it’s right on the border with Thailand. Oh, and make sure you keep an eye on the cast. They’re not very reliable or trustworthy. I mean, that’s why they’re doing our movies in the first place.”


Chapter 2: The Script

I was on a plane to Bangkok’s Suvarnabhumi airport. There were no direct flights from Tokyo to Vientiane, so Ruka had bought me a ticket that involved changing planes in Thailand.

The last time I’d flown to Bangkok I had crossdressed as a sexy air stewardess. This time I was in my boring regular guy clothes. I did put on a pair of women’s panties for the flight though. They were a white nylon tanga design with some cute lace trim round the waistband. They also had a little white bow stitched to the front. They felt really nice when I walked, although I wouldn’t be doing too much walking for a few hours.

I looked at the sleeve of papers stretched out on the table in front of me. Ruka had given me a typed sheet of A4 with the plot of the movie I was due to shoot. Their fledgling film studio had a lot riding on this release. It had more of a plot and an even bigger budget than any of their previous four movies. In this time of extreme political correctness it was seldom talked about. But the punters knew what they wanted. Asian babes were one of the biggest porn niches there was. Nowhere on the planet were Asian women not popular.

Actually it wasn’t supposed to be hardcore. After releasing their first movie they realised the big money was in releasing the film in countries with strict censorship laws like Korea and Japan, and also to pay per view satellite channels where genitals could be briefly shown, but there couldn’t be any contact.

I looked again at the plot. It was fiendishly complex. I knew Ruka was smart, but this plot was from the mind of a total genius. I just wondered why she put so much effort into the plots when most of the viewers couldn’t understand what the characters were saying. She told me that although most viewers skipped the plot heavy sections, they were necessary because just sex scenes and no actual plot was never going to get a release license in some countries.

I put the papers away, pushed my seat back and started imagining what it would be like to make my movie producer debut. Maybe it would be easy, maybe everything would be as smooth as my tan nylon thigh-highs. But somehow I doubted it.


Chapter 3: The Teaser

It was day one of the shoot. We were trying to film the scenes in the order they would appear in the completed movie. Today we would shoot the teaser. It needed to be around five minutes long and then the credits would roll together with a slushy soundtrack and a montage of a couple walking along a country road.

For the sex scene in the teaser segment we were using three cast members who had already worked with Luke.

Pap and Phuan were the two Thai guys playing the lead roles. In the script, Pap was Man A and Phuan was Man B. Man A and Man B were business partners. The whole plot centred around Man B sleeping with Man A’s wife. In the teaser we’d need to show Man B with Man A’s wife. It would be steamy, it would be passionate and it would leave the viewers gagging to watch the rest of the movie. Ruka didn’t say why they were having the affair, beyond the fact that this was Thailand and people had a lot of affairs.

For this part of the story we’d need a girl to play Man A’s wife. Ruka had chosen one of their recurring leading ladies, May.

May was a 30 year old busty former beauty pageant queen. She had spent her pageant winnings on an impressive pair of E cup breasts. Her new husband loved them, but her sponsors didn’t. The work dried up and she had a kid, then ended up working in a convenience store. Her attempt at a career relaunch almost succeeded. She recorded a catchy song which was picked up by a major car manufacturer for use with its advertising throughout South East Asia. Then her relaunched career and marriage came to an abrupt end when she was caught by a paparazzi photographer sucking some guy’s dick on a Hua Hin beach.

The girl could just not stop sucking dicks, but in this career, that was an asset not a liability.

To film the indoor and bedroom scenes, we’d hired an impressively big house on the outskirts of Vientiane. The first scene was to be shot in the master bedroom. We got the house for nothing because the Japanese expat owner called Hiroki was a fan of Ruka and was also an obsessive porn enthusiast. He agreed to waive his fee in return for being able to sit on set and watch everything. In fact he was also letting us stay in the house. It had an extension that looked a bit like an American motel. He said the previous owner had exactly that in mind when he built the thing. The rooms were poky but they’d do for a week.

I walked upstairs to the main house’s master bedroom. The crew were setting up the lighting. I knew nothing about movie making, so I assumed they knew what they were doing. Ruka said the crew were pretty good. They were supposed to be filming a year long nature documentary in the mountains of Northern Thailand. However, they’d faked much of their footage in a local wildlife reserve and were spending the rest of the year moonlighting for extra cash.

May was sitting on a canvas chair with a big beige dressing gown around her. I still had no idea how Thai people could wear such a thing in such hot and humid weather.

A woman called Lemon was doing May’s makeup. Lemon looked pretty similar to May but their personalities were quite different. Lemon was less outgoing and a bit more considered. Hiroki spoke quite good Thai and was a big fan of Thai adult movies. He’d told me that Lemon and Phuan were married. Lemon was some ten years his senior. They’d apparently met on the set of a movie about a woman with two toy-boys. Lemon had made many movies and was heading for her first of several retirements, whereas it was Phuan’s debut.

Phuan was in a similar state of undress to May, but he still had his white trunks on. As the scene opened, he would be passionately kissing May, while she rubbed her hand slowly over his chest and then worked her way down to his trunks. Then she would play with the waistband for a few seconds before feeling his package.

I was looking at the tatty coiled piece of fax paper I’d stuck to a clipboard. It was The Rules for what we could and could not show in the movie. It was an arcane list. We could show a fair bit of skin but absolutely no penetration. Oral was to be implied. We could show a bit more for some territories and I wondered who the hell had the job of stitching all the footage together.

A guy from the crew gave me a thumbs up. We were ready.

“Okay guys. Let’s start shooting.” I told them.

“Action.”

May slowly walked in the room and disrobed. Phuan was lying on the bed, looking at May with a strong sense of anticipation. He’d soon be fucking this busty beauty. Maybe he wouldn’t be fucking for real, but May’s huge, still perky breasts were real enough. Her stomach looked fab too - you couldn’t tell she’d had a baby but if you looked in her eyes you knew she’d known heartbreak and upheaval.

“Okay, cut.” I yelled and looked at the camera crew. “How’d it look? I thought it was great.”

They looked at the camera’s little fold out screen. “Yeah it’s good. Shall we move onto the next scene?”

May sat up on the bed, making no attempt to hide her magnificent breasts.

I looked at Phuan. He was staring at May. There was some real chemistry here, I thought.

I looked down Phuan’s bare chest to his trunks. Yeah, it was obvious he was really into May. I only hoped Man A was as good as Man B was proving to be.

“Okay, let’s shoot the next part.” I said, turning to the crew.

“Let’s have May turn to Phuan and kiss him passionately. Then she’ll rub her hands slowly over his bare chest. After that she needs to move her hand down and play with the waistband of his trunks. She then puts a firm hand on his trunks then squeezes his package.”

“Uh, package?” Tam looked up from behind the camera.

“Yeah, er, his cock and balls. Understand?”

“Ah yes, understood. His dick.”

He translated into my English into Thai. May giggled when the last part was translated. She looked at Phuan and then at his trunks. She saw Phuan still had something major going on in his trunks and her eyes widened.

“Okay everyone?”

Tam gave me a thumbs up. I looked over at the door. Hiroki the house’s owner was standing in the doorway, with a look of anticipation on his face. We were shooting a porn movie in his own bedroom, but he was seemingly over the moon about it. I wondered what kind of a fetish that was.

“Action.” I called out then looked at May and nodded.

May lay next to Phuan on the bed. She slowly reached out her left arm, and put her hand round her lover’s head. She drew her head close to his, and started kissing him passionately, first on the forehead, then on the nose, and finally on the lips. She was passionate, she was intense and Phuan was enjoying it immensely.

She drew back her head and put her right arm on Phuan’s strong, toned chest. She slowly rubbed the palm of her hand around, caressing his well defined pectoral muscles.

Without prompting, she slid her hand down his torso, until it reached his white cotton trunks. She teased the waistband with her fingers, letting her long pink fingernails graze his skin. She playfully slid her thumb under the waistband, and I was sure her thumbnail would have just grazed the top of his now obviously erect penis.

May withdrew her thumb then cupped her hand over Phuan’s cock and balls. He had quite a lot packed into his trunks and she really had to stretch out her hand to envelope it all within her grasp.

Then she squeezed his package tight, rotating her thumb to stimulate the head of his cock. She used her thumb to trace an outline of his cock’s head. Phuan’s eyes widened. May was a true pro and I was worried he would cum in his trunks before we’d even finished shooting the foreplay.

I thought we were done with the shooting for this scene but the crew kept filming. Tam crept towards the other side of the room using one of the steadicams. Phuan could not be passive for a moment longer and he sat up, grabbing May with his right arm and drawing her closer to him.

May sat up and Phuan thrust his head towards her huge breasts. He teased her nipples, licking them, sucking them and making May moan in ecstasy.

He grabbed her back and pushed her so her ass was right over his trunks. He started dry humping her, and she reciprocated. She reached back and searched for his cock. Phuan urgently rolled his trunks down and May sat up while he pushed his underwear over his muscular hips.

Tam moved slowly until he was adjacent to the end of the wooden framed bed. I slowly slid behind him so I could watch the output on the fold out screen. He focused on May’s lower back and Phuan’s outstretched legs. May was in the cowboy position and was riding Phuan, rotating her hips to enhance his pleasure.

Phuan’s solid ball sack was visible in the shot but you couldn’t see the shaft of his penis. I wondered if May was going all the way, even though it wasn’t really needed for what was supposed to be a softcore shoot.

Phuan kept thrusting and May’s moans of pleasure became louder and more intense.

Finally Tam said ‘cut’ and put the camera down.

May dismounted Phuan and I saw his cock had definitely been enjoying the scene.

“It’s a wrap guys.” Tam said. May went to retrieve her dressing gown and Phuan lay on the bed, no doubt hoping that all the footage somehow got deleted and they’d have to reshoot the scene.

It was sometime after 5 pm. The light was fading and we were getting ready to film a short scene to establish Man A and Man B’s relationship with each other.

Man A and Man B had just agreed on a joint property development deal and they’d gone to a restaurant to celebrate.

We were shooting at a local restaurant. We couldn’t afford too many extras, especially those who just had to appear for brief scenes and not do anything dick related.

I approached Tam with the well thumbed pages of the script in my hand.

“So this scene is pretty simple really. Man B is sitting at a table drinking red wine and waiting for his business partner Man A to arrive. He waits, and he waits. Can you do some sort of effect to show the passage of time?”

Tam nodded. “We can focus on the red wine bottle being emptied, and maybe another bottle appears. And of course he can look at his watch many times.”

I nodded. “Next we want Man A to finally appear. He’s going to have his arm round some other businessman. They’ll be talking about how they’ll make millions. Man B needs to realise that he’s just been cut out of the property deal of a lifetime.”

Tam nodded again. “This isn’t too hard to shoot. The restaurant manager has agreed to play the other businessman.”

“Great. Does he want anything in return?”

“He said he’d like this place mentioned in the end credits.”

“Uh huh. It seems a pretty good deal.” I had no idea why he thought this would be useful publicity, given that a minute percentage of our audience were likely to visit Laos. Still, at least now we had our Business Man #1.

The filming went as planned. Phuan sat and drank free red wine and looked at his watch a lot.

Man A arrived with Business Man #1 and made a great deal of saying how much money they’d make. I was surprised at how much Pap mocked Phuan and I wondered if they were rivals in real life too.

I went back to the house with the rest of the production team. Day one had been pretty good, and if the rest of the shoot went this smoothly then maybe I could quit the detective agency business and go into movie making.


Chapter 4: The Dress

It was mid-morning and were going to start shooting a small outside scene.

Tam had chosen a small alleyway between two of the large houses in the village. He said it looked very much like Thailand.

The cast and crew were bunched together under a red gazebo. Somebody had hooked up an office fan to a car battery. I didn’t know that was even possible, but the people in this part of the world were adept at improvisation.

Tam came over to me with a clipboard full of papers. “It looks like the camera crew is all set. We’re still waiting for Pap.”

I looked down at my own clipboard. “I hope there’s no holdup. We’ve got a lot to do today.”

He nodded and looked round to see if the Pap had arrived. Pap would be filming a short scene as Man A. Man A’s joy at signing a massive property development deal is short lived because he suspects Man B has been sleeping with his wife. Given how much Thais love to gossip, this would result in a huge loss of face. So he’s decided to dress as a woman and seduce Man B’s wife. Man B would then suffer the even greater loss of face of being such a beta that his wife ends up sleeping with another woman.

I turned to Tam. “So is Pap going to look good while crossdressed?”

“Lemon thinks so. She’s working on him now. He has to look fairly passable, but not passable enough that the viewers don’t recognise him.”

I nodded. “This plot is so complex. Why do Thai adult movies have all this stuff? I mean most American pornos just have people fucking. There is no plot. It’s just fucking.”

Tam shook his head. “What we do is art. What they do is run of the mill.”

Our Man A had still not appeared, so I went to find makeup artist Lemon.

As I approached the house Lemon appeared, with Pap a couple of paces behind. He’d clearly never worn heels before in his life because he was struggling to stay upright, especially on the uneven road surface outside the house.

“Is he going to be okay?” I asked Lemon.

She nodded. “Uh, I think so. It took me ages to put his makeup on. He’s not really happy with having to dress as a woman.”

Pap raised a hand to brush some of his wig’s hair out of his face. Lemon had done an excellent job with the wig and makeup but the guy wasn’t passable at all. He lacked my soft feminine features that had allowed me to be a passable girl on so many occasions.

I gave a thumbs up to Pap. He returned an awkward smile. I was starting to think I shouldn’t have agreed to this assignment. I was an even worse movie producer than I was a detective. Maybe I should call it a day, I thought. I’d take Pap’s sundress back to Tokyo with me though. It was a really pretty halter strap design in white with orange daisies. The material looked like being a nylon mix as it shimmered as he walked and was so thin I could definitely make out that he was wearing a padded bra and some lacy panties.

The crew moved out from the shelter of the gazebo and set up a trolley in the alley. It seemed like a lot of effort for what would be less than a minute of footage. Fortunately the sex scenes were less time consuming to shoot, and they didn’t seem to need multiple takes.

Pap was tottering up and down the alley, trying to avoid getting his heels stuck between the many large stones or encased in mud from the boggy bits.

He looked like a pretty bad caricature of a woman. I didn’t think he looked passable at all. They’d stuck some black pantyhose on him to disguise his leg hair, but his legs were way too muscular to be female. His gait was all wrong too. Thankfully this movie was a tragi-comedy so it didn’t really matter much.

I looked round. “Is everyone ready?”

The camera operator gave me a thumbs up.

Pap walked up the alley to his assigned starting position, then faced the crew.

I didn’t know what Lemon had done to give him a D size chest. Frankly I didn’t want to know.

I had a good look around to see if there was anything that might ruin the shot. Running car engines, generators, barking dogs, there were a whole legion of things we had to contend with while filming here.

I noticed Phuan had joined Lemon. I didn’t think we even needed Man B today but I guess there wasn’t much to do in these parts of South East Asia.

We started shooting. Pap tottered down the alleyway, swinging Lemon’s handbag as he went.

“Cut.” I shouted. “We’ll need to do that again. This time we’ll need less handbag swinging. He’s supposed to be a lady, not a bad impression of a ladyboy hooker.”

Tam translated my English into Thai. I looked around to see what the rest of the crew and the random hangers on were doing.

Phuan walked over to the gazebo and grabbed an unopened bottle of spring water off the table.

Tam was showing Pap how to walk more convincingly like a lady.

Phuan laughed and shouted something in Thai to Pap. Pap shouted something back, and threw the handbag on the ground. It rapidly escalated into a slanging match.

Lemon walked over to intervene but it was too late. Pap ripped off his stilettos and threw them at Phuan. One of the stilettos hit the roof of the gazebo, bouncing off and ending up in the weeds at the side of the alleyway. The other grazed Phuan’s left knee and clattered into a particularly large stone protruding from the ground.

Pap slipped past Phuan before he could react and sprinted back to the house in his pantyhosed feet.

“Oh fuck, that can’t be good.” I said to Tam.

Tam nodded. “Shoe throwing ain’t good in any culture.”

I went and sat under the gazebo while Tam and Lemon went into the house to coax Pap out and re-shoot the scene.

Phuan casually tossed the almost full bottle of water on the ground then went to make himself scarce.

Tam came over to where I was slouched under the gazebo. “Uh, I’m so sorry Justin. There’s a problem. Pap has pulled out of the production.”

I wiped the sweat from my brow. “Oh fuck. Sorry, oh that’s bad. So we’ve lost our Man A? Can he do that? I mean legally? I thought he had a contract.”

Tam shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I mean I’m not sure what we’re doing is strictly legal anyway.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.”

I turned to the rest of the crew and the cast.

“Look, we’ll have to postpone the shooting of this scene. Let’s break for lunch, and I’ll have a think about what we can do next.”


Chapter 5: The Rethink

I went back to my crappy motel room. I put the TV on but there was barely any signal. I had the urge to crossdress and chill for a bit.

I took off my t shirt and long trousers and put on a pair of sissy blue panties. They had a pink bow at the front. They cheered me up a bit, but not much.

I fiddled with my cock a bit. I was thinking of May. I needed a girlfriend but then I remembered all the trail of heartbreak that she’d caused. I was not going down with that particular ship.

I decided to phone Ruka.

The phone rang a few times. Just as I thought it would go to voicemail, she answered.

“Hey Ruka, how are you?”

“Uh, busy. It turns out Miss Vietnam’s career went south after the beauty pageant, so I’ve been advising her on a change of direction. She’s with me right now as it happens.”

I thought back to the antics she got up to in Bangkok’s famous Soi Cowboy bar street. “Was it the lap dancing?”

“Yeah, all her sponsors found out and dumped her like she was made of plutonium or something.”

I bit my thumbnail. “Fuck. We ruined her.”

“Yeah, so I thought the least I could do is help her dig an even bigger hole for herself.”

I walked over to the window. “Listen, I got a big problem here. Man A had quit because he refuses to do any crossdressing scenes. And it’s a big part of the plot of course.”

“Shit, I never thought of that.” Ruka replied “I don’t know why he has a problem with putting on a dress. I mean he’s fucking gay anyway. He just shoots straight porn because his boyfriend won’t allow him to fuck other guys.”

“Ah. I didn’t know that. But what can I do, I mean we’re behind schedule as it is.”

“Well why don’t you step in and become Man A? I mean, you’re so good at crossdressing. Being that passable will really impress the audience. And who knows, we might be able to spin off from this into a whole new genre.”

I looked at the grubby ceiling. “Oh I don’t know. Me appear in a movie? And get my dick out on camera. That’s a big step. I’ll have to think about this.”

“Think all you want babe, but I put you in charge for a reason. I know I can count on you. Call me when the movie’s in the can. I’ve got a girl’s career to relaunch.”

She rang off. I put the phone down and sat on my bed. I needed to think.

Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit.

I just remembered. Man A had to appear in a gay scene. That’s why we hired the guy in the first place.

What a mess. Man A version 1 wouldn’t put on a dress and Man A version 2 (i.e. me) would put on a dress but wasn’t keen on having a sex scene with a guy.

What else could I do though? Ruka was counting on me. My detective agency had come to nothing. I’d had no cases for so long that my accountant was badgering me about closing the whole thing down.

Three times I’d been fired from jobs in the past. I didn’t want to make this a fourth.

No, I would have to put on a dress and get on with things.


Chapter 6: The Re-Dress

This was turning into my worst job of all time, and it had some real doozies to compete with.

I put on my t shirt and trousers then went to look for Tam.

I found him sitting by the river, scrolling through his address book.

“Hey listen.” I said. “I could play Man A.”

Tam put his phone down on the dilapidated picnic table. “Really? You’d step in.”

He took a sip of water from a half-full bottle. “I haven’t had much luck ringing through my contacts. So many people have quit this industry.”

I nodded. “If I get dressed up, could we restart shooting this afternoon?”

Tam pursed his lips. “Sure.” He stood up. “I’ll reassemble the rest of the cast. Hopefully nobody else has quit. Porn stars are notoriously flaky. In the past when costs were a lot less we’d just have a couple of johns on standby.”

I went to find Lemon and retrieve Man A’s outfit so I could try it on for size. She passed me a bag then said that after I was dressed she would doll me up.

Back in my motel room, I tipped out the bag’s contents onto the bed.

Out tumbled the pair of black stilettos, some lacy white panties, a matching white bra, black pantyhose and the beautiful sundress.

I was pleased that Lemon had cleaned all the mud and plant debris off the shoes after Pap had thrown them at Phuan. I was a little apprehensive about wearing some underwear another guy had been wearing. I examined the panties and gave them a sniff but they appeared very clean and fresh. Maybe Lemon had given me a new pair.

I didn’t bother with the pantyhose. The feet had been soiled by Pap running though the grubby alleyway back to the house. Besides, we only used it to disguise his hairy legs. I’d shaved my legs the night before departing for Vientiane, and they were still pretty smooth.

I slipped the panties on. They were a decent fit. I rubbed my material down the front. I’d always had a fondness for polyester panties. Sometimes when I was living in my parents house I used to hunt around in the laundry basket to see if there were any panties in there I could feel.

Next I put the bra on. It had plenty of padding, though I wasn’t sure how Lemon had padded Pap up to a D cup. Maybe I’d go for a smaller, more petite look.

Finally I reached for the dress. I really liked the smooth nylon elastane mix it was made from. I slipped the dress on over my head and pulled it down over my body. I was secretly glad that Pap had quit because I was made to play this crossdressing femme fatale. Unlike a genuine femme fatale, I was far better at fucking up my own life rather than that of those around me.

I didn’t have any of my jewellery on me so I wondered if Lemon had some I could put on. I didn’t feel completely dressed without a necklace or a… an anklet would have been great with this outfit.

I slipped on the black stilettos, then made my way out of my motel room to search for Lemon. It felt good to be dressing in feminine clothing again. I just wondered if I should have dressed the whole time I was here. I was definitely missing my sidekick Ruka.


Chapter 7: The Debut

I left my motel room and went to look for Lemon.

I spotted the film crew in the driveway of the main house. They were gathered around an old pickup. I gingerly made my way over the tough tropical grass lawn, trying not to bust my ankles in the heels. I felt sorry for Pap - these shoes weren’t that easy to walk in.

I realised there was a new girl on set, and that she must be the girl called Pooky. My heart started beating faster as I caught my first glimpse of her. I would be filming a few scenes with her, and I’d heard she was absolutely gorgeous. She was playing Man B’s wife’s sister. Her character was a lesbian, but when she saw my character dressed up as a gorgeous and oddly exotic female, she would leave her lesbian lover and become totally besotted with my character.

I realised the crew were filming the establishing shots that showed that Pooky’s character really was a lesbian. Most of this label’s movies included a lesbian scene or two.

Pooky was totally naked and kneeling in the back of the pickup. She was young and slim and had long hair that almost touched her ass. I saw she was straddling a short haired girl. I didn’t know her name, but yesterday I’d spotted her talking to May.

Tam was filming as Pooky rubbed the other girl’s clean shaven crotch. Tam was trying to get as close as possible to the action without showing way too much for the censors to bust a nut about.

The other girl looked like she was really enjoying it and I wondered if she really was a lesbian.

Pooky bent over and kissed the other girl. Her nipples were hugely erect and maybe the extra thrill of shooting the scene outdoors was turning her on.

I noticed Hiroki on the other side of the pickup. He was clearly enjoying this situation almost as much as the writhing girls in the pickup were.

He saw me looking at him and started walking over to my side of the scene, making sure to stay out of the camera’s field of view.

As he approached I felt his eyes all over my body, but mostly he was interested in my legs. I had to admit, I looked pretty hot in these heels, even if they weren’t the easiest to walk in.

He nodded and mouthed a word to me that I thought could be ‘nice’. I wasn’t really into guys but like all humans I found attention to be a huge boost to my ego.

Lemon also spotted me and pointed to her face. She strolled over to me and ushered me into the main house.

I looked back towards the truck. Now Pooky was sprawled over the cab and the other girl was massaging her pussy with one hand and her breasts with the other. My inner voyeur longed to stay and watch, but I had to get completely dolled up for my next scene. I just hoped Pooky wouldn’t be too spent by the effort she was putting into this scene.

I was sat on a chair in the kitchen of the main house. My wig was on, my makeup was complete and now Lemon was leaning over me fastening a gold necklace around my neck. I gazed at her ample bosom, which was barely contained by her several sizes too small t shirt.

Lemon took a couple of paces back. “There, you’re all ready.”

I stood and looked in the mirror. I was one hell of a convincing female. I’d easily seduce Pooky’s character into thinking I was a real girl. First we had to film a short scene of me walking past her in the alleyway.

I turned to Lemon. “Let’s go and see if they’re ready.”

“Action.” Tam shouted. I started walking down the alleyway, trying to over-exaggerate my steps. My character wasn’t supposed to be used to walking in heels like I was.

Pooky walked towards me and hitched down her red miniskirt. She eyed me up like a guy might eye up a piece of eye candy.

“Hey, babe.” She said confidently in English, before walking on down the alleyway.

As she walked past me her head turned as if to check out my ass. I threw her a quick glance to check out her ass, then carried on walking. My character was a man on a mission, and could not afford to get sidetracked.

“And cut.” Tam shouted.

He looked at the guy checking the footage. He gave a thumbs up.

“And it’s a wrap, thanks everyone.”

Pooky returned to where I was standing and flicked her long hair out of her face. She hitched her skirt down again, then put her arm around me. I could smell her delicious perfume. It was on the verge of overpowering. She was clearly enjoying being in character, but maybe this was her real character.

Her hand squeezed my side. I started feeling a stirring in my underwear. It looked like she was getting a little foreplay in ahead of our next scene together.

I was lying in my bra and panties on a bed in one of the main house’s many bedrooms. To give more of an impression that I was a girl I’d tucked my cock between my legs and hitched up the panties so that hopefully it wouldn’t spring out. Pooky was completely naked and was kneeling next to me. I could see that she was completely shaven and had a little tattoo of a mouse on the right side of her bikini zone.

My penis was tightening to the point where it was a little painful to keep it tucked between my legs. I just hoped Pooky would be gentle with me.

Tam held the light meter up to Pooky’s body. Pooky seemed completely at ease with having so many eyeballs focused on her bald pussy.

“Okay guys, we’re now shooting the scene where Pooky’s character dreams about Man A. She’s a lesbian of course and doesn’t know that the hot girl she passed in the alleyway is in fact a guy.”

He handed the light meter to his assistant.

“Justine, you need to be passive while Pooky does her stuff. We’ll try to focus mainly on her, because it’s her dream of course.”

Tam relayed the same instructions to Pooky in Thai.

I lay back on the bed and started at Pooky’s perfect breasts. I imagined the waste to the men of South East Asia if she really was a lesbian.

“Action.”

Pooky bent over me and kissed me on the lips. I had a full view of her delicious breasts. Her kissing became more urgent and she probed my mouth with her tongue. I felt her fingernails rasp against my panties. She started massaging my crotch.

I lay static on the bed. I wasn’t supposed to do anything, but I became overcome with desire and reached up to cup her left breast in my hand. I squeezed it and Pooky squealed with delight. She reciprocated by putting her hand in my panties and started massaging the top of my cock.

I pulled her towards me and sat up so I could push her right breast into my mouth. I was wondering if I should have watched some lesbian movies before they started filming this scene. Was this even something that lesbians did?

Pooky shifted forward and sat on my belly. I grabbed hold of her ass with both hands and squeezed her buttocks together. Her skin was so youthful and soft I didn’t know if I could bear my cock being constrained by my panties anymore.

I grabbed hold of her shoulders and pushed her onto the bed. I sat up and straddled her. Pooky ran the back of her hand down my chest, over my navel and towards my panties.

“And cut.”

Pooky leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. Then she climbed off the bed and grabbed a water bottle off the dresser.

I felt disappointed the scene had ended when it did, but in a couple of days I’d be filming another scene with her.


Chapter 8: The Khakis

Today we were shooting my key scene as Man A, and it would involve a whole lot more than just walking down an alleyway in a pretty dress.

The crew had found a rundown boatyard on a lake that was perfect for my next scene. I would dress as a maintenance girl and drill holes in Man B’s speedboat. I was really looking forward to the shoot. My camo top and shorts were super hot and they’d found me a matching necktie too. I would be wearing knee high boots too. With Lemon working her magic again I would look super passable.

The only troubling thing about the scene was that I’d have to have a love scene with a guy who catches me interfering with the speedboat.

It was mid-morning by the time we’d reached the boatyard. It was sweltering already and I wondered if I’d be able to hold any makeup on my face or whether it would just get washed away in a torrent of sweat.

I was sitting on a picnic bench under a tree by the river. The owner of the house we’d been shooting most of the movie in said this place was some sort of attempt to build a marina but it never really took off. We managed to buy an actual speedboat for fifty dollars, so at least we could drill real holes in the hull. We’d patch it up later for the final scene. Apparently it was still buoyant, but only just.

The camera crew were setting up. The incident was supposed to happen at night but apparently we lacked the proper equipment for a nighttime shoot so we hoped that the gloom of the boat shed would give the impression that stuff was going on at night.

I picked up my backpack and went over to the office building to change into my outfit and get my makeup done. I found a corner of the office that wasn’t exactly private, but at least I could undress and redress in peace.

I took off my t shirt then slid down my long trousers. I’d shaved my legs last night, so they were deliciously smooth. I put on the black g-string and black bra.

I put my hand inside the g-string and made sure my cock and balls were completely inside the nylon material.

Next I put on the khaki green military print cropped top. It was a bit loose at the front, but it looked okay. Then I put on the matching khaki shorts. I pulled them up. They were really tight. Original Man A must have been a size or two smaller than me.

I pushed them down again and pushed my cock between my legs. Now they might fit better and I wouldn’t have such an obvious bulge.

I had to pull them over my hips and to do the fly up and fasten the front button I really had to pull my stomach in.

Finally I was all zipped in.

I looked in the makeshift full length mirror somebody had put in the office. The outfit looked awesome.

Ah, there was something missing. I’d forgotten to put on the loose necktie which matched the top and shorts.

I was so glad I’d got my belly pieced a couple of months ago. This outfit exposed my stomach so my short belly chain looked really cool.

I looked in the mirror again. I had to admit that I looked fucking hot. I’d fuck me. If I had a wig on and makeup then I’d be totally passable. Maybe this movie might just be the best one from the production company so far. Perhaps I could talk to my accountant about changing my company from a detective agency to a production company.

But I was getting ahead of myself. Now I had to stop preening in front of a mirror like a real girl and go get my hair and makeup done.

Hmm, I thought, I should get some pretty pink nails put on too. Then I would be ready to be a killer femme fatale.

I had a look around the office but couldn’t find the boots I was supposed to be wearing in the scene. I put my regular guy walking shoes on, then went outside to search for Lemon.

Hiroki had come along for the ride. I didn’t know if he had a job. I guessed not.

He was sitting on a picnic bench in the shade, fiddling with his mobile phone. As I approached he put his phone down and stared.

“Oh hey there… Justin? Wow, what an outfit.”

“Thank you. The shorts are a bit tight but yeah the outfit’s great. Have you seen Lemon? I need her to finish me off.”

“After seeing you wearing that I think I need somebody to finish me off too.” Hiroki said.

I laughed. “Save yourself for the sexy scene we’re gonna shoot. It’ll be smoking hot, even if I have to do the scene with another man.”

“It’s all good in my eyes.” Hiroki reassured me. He was a professional pervert. Maybe that was his job now.

“Actually, I remember now, Lemon said she’d have to run into town and get some footwear for you.”

I sat down on the picnic bench, which wasn’t an easy feat in these shorts.

I turned to Hiroki. “Keep an eye on mosquitoes will you? I don’t want to get covered in bite marks.”

“I’ll do that.” He said, but it was clear he only had eyes for me. Cute guy dressing in military cosplay must have been pretty high up on his list of fetishes.

A pickup truck came trundling down the roadway to the boat house. I saw Lemon was in the passenger’s seat. When she saw me, she waved a pair of black leather lace up military style boots out of the window.

“Ah, cool!” I shouted.

The truck stopped near to where we were sat and May jumped out.

“Sorry we took so long. Nobody wears your size shoes round here.”

I looked at the boots. “You did well though.”

The boots looked worn but in keeping with my outfit.

“Yeah, there’s a lot of left over military stuff here from ‘nam.”

She looked me up and down.

“You look really good in that. You look much better than Pap would have looked in it. Sit here while I get my makeup stuff and I’ll get you ready for the shoot.”


Chapter 9: The Boatshed

I was standing in the boat shed, looking hot.

Lemon had done my makeup, my wig and worked a bit on my eyebrows. I was looking spectacular. I was disappointed Ruka wasn’t here to see just how amazingly passable I was. Then I remembered she’d be able to see for herself when she viewed our video - assuming it ever got finished.

Tam thrust a black and red cordless drill in my hand. “We need to get some shots of you sneaking into the boat shed, then drilling holes in the hull of the blue and white speedboat parked on the trailer in the corner. Don’t worry about doing the actual drilling. Our special effects guy will work on the closeups later.”

The first couple of shots went surprisingly well. I was getting more used to this acting stuff. Really you just had to be yourself and act like you would do naturally. The golden rule was to never look at the camera. Now I was kneeling by the hull of the speedboat, pretending to drill some holes. According to the script my character had drilled a special pattern of holes so that if the boat went faster than 20 nautical knots the hull would cave in and the boat would sink. I wasn’t sure if there was much scientific merit to this part of the plot, but it did make for a good storyline I guessed.

Now it was time to shoot the critical part of the day’s filming. Man C would appear while I was skulking about the boatyard. He would catch me red handed. He would then blackmail me into fucking him. Of course I was a crossdressing guy but Man C thinks that’s also pretty hot. I would then blackmail Man C threatening to tell his wife and boss that he loves fucking guys. So that neutralised Man C, removing him from the story.

Man C arrived on set. I found out his real name was Chit. Lemon greeted Chit, and went off to dress him like the rich yacht owning businessman he was supposed to be.

I was nervous about shooting this part of the plot. I mean I had to kiss a guy and all that. I wasn’t really into guys. Still, Chit looked pretty cute. He was young, clean shaven and had a certain glint in his eye. Thankfully I didn’t have to fuck or get fucked by him. Wasn’t that what a lot of crossdressers dressed up for though? I mean the number of women who were into crossdressing guys was pretty limited. They’d much rather fuck manly suit wearing Chit than me wearing a cute camouflage top and shorts.

I chuckled. I did look pretty hot. Hiroki would definitely fuck me, whatever the hell I was wearing.

Chit emerged from the boathouse looking suave and every bit the businessman he was supposed to be. Tam brought him over to meet me. Chit looked me up and down.

“So are you sure this guy will actually do a scene with a crossdresser?” I asked.

Tam nodded. “He’s a pro and he’s also bi. He’ll stick his dick in anything.”

I was kind of afraid of that. Thank goodness we weren’t shooting a hardcore movie. Well we weren’t supposed to be shooting hardcore. The teaser with May was pretty real. She went way beyond what the script asked for.

Tam put his arms around us both and walked us over to the place where we’d make out. Chit would threaten me, and I had to say a couple of lines of Thai. I had no idea what I was going to be saying. Hopefully it wasn’t ‘fuck me in the ass’ or something.

We were ready to start shooting the scene. I had to creep out of the boathouse. Just before I reached the large double doors, Chit’s character would apprehend me. He would shout something at me, I would say something back. Then he’d make his move on me. I wasn’t sure what he was going to do. It was meant to be unscripted. Tam told me that Chit was a pro, and I just had to act naturally.

Tam shouted “Action”.

I started creeping towards the door. Chit appeared and shouted some Thai at me. I remembered to say my couple of lines.

Chit loomed up before me. He blocked my exit path. I was trapped in the boathouse. What could I do?

He pushed me backwards with a force I wasn’t expecting. In my surprise I dropped the cordless drill and tried to stay on my feet. I was thankful I was wearing the study boots and not the heels I’d been wearing yesterday.

Chit’s left hand shot out like a claw and latched onto my right shoulder. He tightened his grip, and continued to push me back until my ass crashed into a wooden bench.

He said something in Thai. Tam had translated it for me. It loosely meant ‘let’s fuck and we’ll forget about this whole incident’. My character goes along with it because he has a plan. While Man C is busy satisfying his sexual urges I take photos of him fucking a crossdresser and email them to myself. Now my character can blackmail him!

Chit reached for the button of my shorts. He fumbled a bit as the shorts were so tight on me and I’d really struggled to get them on.

The camera crew moved closer. I was fixated on Chit because I was terrified I’d look at the camera and ruin the scene.

Chit was enjoying playing the bad guy character. He got my shorts button undone and now he turned his attention to his own outfit. He undid his tie so it was loose enough to get off his neck. He threw it at a nearby shelf and I was astonished that it landed on a protruding nail.

Now he was unbuttoning his shirt. He almost ripped it off and I could not fail to admire his chiselled torso.

His attention turned to me. He unzipped my shorts with vigour and then yanked my shorts down so fast I almost got friction burns. Now I was laying on the bench in just my black g-string. I hoped my balls were still tucked in and weren’t visible from the side facing the camera.

Chit licked his lips and unfastened the button of his own fly. He slid off his own trousers with the skill of a guy who had done this many times before.

I could see out of the corner of my eye that the camera crew were focused on Chit. Chit slid his trunks down and his semi-erect penis flopped up. He was obviously a pro at this. For most markets we couldn’t show a fully erect penis but partial arousal was fine. Many of the viewers weren’t into cocks anyway, they had tuned in for the pussy.

I looked down at my g-string. I was becoming aroused from shooting this scene. It wasn’t so much the sight of Chit’s cock, but more relating to appearing on camera in an increasingly undressed state.

Chit turned to me and gripped both sides of my g-string. He tugged at it with such force that I thought the elastic would snap.

The top of my penis was now visible to the camera team. I tried a feeble attempt to fight Chit off but he batted away my arms then continued to tug at my g-string.

At last it slid off my waist and ended up mid-thigh. My cock flopped upwards. Chit feigned a huge ‘WTF’ expression on seeing my cock when his character was expecting a pussy.

I had less control over my male member than Chit had. It started getting hard. The camera moved away from me and focused on Chit. He moved in closer to me then feigned stuffing his cock into my ass. I didn’t have to work hard on my expressions - my surprise was real.

Chit thrusted away and I felt his cock push against my balls. I had a mixture of emotions. I wasn’t gay. I’d never dated or fucked a guy and yet… I was hard and I was enjoying this more than I should have been.

His cock felt as if it was becoming harder. Was I genuinely turning him on? The camera crew ducked down and I wondered if they were trying to keep both our hard cocks out of the picture. Increasingly they were focused on Chit’s thrusting buttocks.

Chit put a strong hand on my hip right and looked at our cocks. That was my signal. I took out my mobile phone from between my padded bra. I aimed the camera at Chit and briefly started filming. They’d actually use the footage I shot in the movie itself. I was trying to put all my mental effort into shooting some decent footage. Maybe then my cock would become a bit more flaccid and they could actually use more of the footage I was shooting.

When I thought I’d shot enough footage, I pressed a few buttons on my phone as if I was emailing the footage off to my email address. I didn’t do it for real, in case I did an ultimate fuck up and emailed the footage to my sister or even my mom. That would have taken some explaining.

It looked like we had enough footage but the camera crew kept filming and Chit kept thrusting. Tam told me it was always better to have too much footage than too little. We didn’t have a Hollywood budget for re-shoots. We didn’t even have a Bollywood budget.

Chit started staring at me in the eyes. His movements grew more rapid. He seemed to love his little sissy doll. I wondered if he was acting or whether it was more than that. I was feeling a little uncomfortable, but at the same time Chit was big and strong and he would give me some much needed direction in my life.

Chit reached down and gripped his cock in his right hand. He drew slightly away from me and then he moaned and a stream of cum spurted out of his cock. I closed my eyes in a mixture of shock, awe and surprise. I opened them again. Chit was looking towards the crew, his still erect penis drawing the gaze of the cast.

I looked down. Shit, there was some cum on my inner thighs and a couple of drops on my belly.

“Well done everyone.” Tam said and went over to the camera guy to make sure they really did have everything.

I wasn’t sure what to do next, so I stayed prostate on the bench.

Lemon walked over to me and took a tissue out of her pocket. She wiped the cum off.

“Are you okay? Chit’s well known for forgetting to break out of character.”

I gave an awkward smile.


Chapter 10: The Relief

We drove back to the house.

We had another scene to shoot today and I would be heavily involved in that one too. I had to sleep with my screen wife May. We’d have the first makeup sex after Man B slept with my character’s wife. Everything would look awesome again but then Pooky would come in and shoot May dead in a fit of jealous rage. The Thai audience would love this plot twist.

I sat on a stool in the bedroom where we’d be shooting the scene. I was dressed in a business suit but my top button was undone and I’d loosened my tie.

I read through my lines again. I only had a little dialogue but it wasn’t easy to pronounce the Thai. Tam said not to worry because he could always voice over my parts in post-production.

At last the crew were ready. May took off her long bathrobe and sat at the dresser. She was wearing a sheer cream chemise and a lot of perfume.

I picked up my briefcase prop and went to stand at the door.

The steadicam operator moved into position and Tam said we could start.

I walked through the bedroom door and flung my briefcase on the bed. I was relieved that this time it didn’t bounce off the bed and onto the floor like it had kept doing in rehearsals.

May looked up and put down the blush brush she was holding. She stood up and walked over towards me. The chemise was so thin and sheer I could see her famously large nipples protruding through the material. Maybe she was genuinely pleased to see me, I thought.

I loosened my tie some more. May put her arms around me then kissed me, her tongue probing my closed lips.

She started unbuttoning my shirt, then put her hands inside it and started massaging my chest.

I put my hand on her ass and drew her closer to me. In wondered if I should slap or squeeze her ass. Maybe a slap wouldn’t sound good on camera. In the end the moment passed. May knelt down and started undoing my belt. She unhooked the fastener then unzipped my suit trousers. Using both hands she yanked down my trousers and they fell around my ankles.

She massaged my crotch with an experienced palm of her right hand. I knew this wasn’t real sex but my cock didn’t know the difference.

The steadicam operator moved directly behind May. She pulled my briefs down and my cock sprang up. She moved her head in close and began simulating oral sex for the camera. I put my hand on her head and pushed her in closer. Her lips touched my penis. Had I pushed her in too close?

She moved her head rhythmically to simulate oral sex. My cock bounced off her lip. I played with her hair and willed myself not to push my cock deep down her throat.

“Cut.” Tam cried and the steadicam operator put the camera down on the dresser.

May stood up and arched her back.

I stood where I was, my dong visible to the entire crew. I felt simultaneous embarrassment and also extreme arousal at being filmed having fake sex with May.

Tam motioned towards the bed. “Okay so you now need to lie on the bed and May will do the rest.”

He talked to May in Thai. She nodded a few times, then removed her chemise. She seemed at ease with being completely naked in the presence of so many guys.

I finished undressing and put my clothes in a pile next to the bed. Then I lay on the bed, waiting for May.

“Action.”

May slowly climbed on the bed, then crawled towards me. When she reached me she straddled my pelvis. There would be no foreplay this time. She pushed her ass down on my penis and started fake fucking me. The steadicam operator moved from the side to filming May’s ass and maybe my ball sack too. I gazed up at May, trying to avoid looking at the camera and ruining the scene for the horny end viewers.

May moved her hips in directions I didn’t think were possible. My swollen cock rolled in rhythm to her movements. I was getting incredibly turned on, even if this sex wasn’t real.

She bent over me and I pushed myself up so I could lick her delicious full chest. She pushed her right breast into my mouth and I sucked long and hard on her erect nipple.

May reached back and started massaging my ball sack. I was feeling the urge to cum. I had to resist. This wasn’t real, although it felt like it was.

I ran my hands down her legs. Her legs were astonishingly smooth. Mine weren’t bad, especially after I’d just shaved, but my hands slid along her thighs like they were made of recently polished marble.

She was definitely liking my hand movements. I switched to massaging her belly, then dropping down to her erogenous zone.

May probed deeper behind her and grasped my rock solid cock. She knelt up slightly then pushed it into her moist hole.

I lost all sense of the camera and the crew. May started riding me with more urgency. Now we were really fucking.

I looked up at her. She smiled and winked at me. Her huge breasts bounced up and down and I thought about Chit and how he desired me so much and how hot May was and that I would soon fake fuck Pooky again and then I came, exploding into May and thrusting so hard she almost bounced right off of me.

“Uh, cut.” Tam cried and May knelt next to me. She patted my cock and smiled at me. I wasn’t sure if she was an actress or just a horny woman who just enjoyed fucking for pleasure.


Chapter 11: The Insomnia

May looked at me and I looked at her massive breasts.

“What are you thinking about, deep thinking man?”

I flicked the lace trim of my olive coloured satin babydoll and pulled myself further up the bed so I could take in May’s delicious body.

I looked down and my penis was so engorged that it was barely staying in my g-string panties.

I rubbed my fingers along my 10 denier tan thigh-high stockings. They were sheer, prone to laddering and just for special occasions, like tonight.

A mosquito buzzed around my head. I swatted it away.

May approached the bed. “Let’s fuck.”

I looked down to her crotch. Her penis was fully erect and her bodybuilder’s legs rippled as she tensed her thighs.

“Bend over deep girl, I wanna fuck you in the ass.”

“Uh, I don’t know if I wanna do that.” I replied, and grabbed onto the headboard to try and pull myself off the bed.

The speedboat started sinking and May tumbled overboard.

The mosquito buzzed again. I woke up and felt my ear was full of water. I reached up and patted my soggy pillow. I should have left the air conditioner on when I went to sleep.

I looked around the room. Foolishly I’d forgotten to bring any water back with me to my room. I’d have to go over to the main house and look for some.

I had gone to sleep just wearing the black g-string that was part of the boathouse outfit. I walked over to the wardrobe and took out the hanger with the camouflage shorts and top. If I was going on a nighttime mission then this looked to be an appropriate outfit.

I breathed in and fastened the button on the shorts. Good job there wasn’t too much to eat round here.

I put on the black ex-military boots then tied the camouflage necktie around my neck to complete my undercover outfit. I thought about wearing a wig but then remembered Lemon had taken it from me after the shoot. I’d have to go out in partial character.

I slipped out of my room and tentatively made my way over the stiff grass-like ground to the main house. I looked around anxiously. Hiroki warned me there were a few stray dogs around, so I’d have to be careful when walking around, especially after dark.

When I arrived at the main house I found the door to the kitchen was unlocked. On the worktop by the microwave oven I saw some 1.5L bottles of spring water silhouetted against the moonlight. I took one and twisted off the cap to take a swig.

I wondered if they had any food lying around, so I swung open the door of the gigantic American-style refrigerator. I found a couple of slices of pepperoni pizza in a box. I sat at the kitchen table chewing on the pizza. Hopefully everyone would be way too busy tomorrow to worry about the crossdressed kitchen raider.

I wasn’t sure who was sleeping in the main house, but I closed door quietly and headed back to the motel, swinging the big bottle of water. I yawned. Mild jetlag and heat exhaustion were taking their toll, not to mention all the weird on and off set antics.

I reached the concrete pathway in front of the motel. I looked down and wondered if they should have accessorised this outfit with a holster. It would have been even more enjoyable to sneak around, fake gun in hand like a secret agent. Ruka told me that secret investigator movies were a hugely popular genre on her adult movies site. Maybe I could make a sequel to this movie, I thought.

All this sneaking about was elevating my senses. I realised that there was light coming from the end motel room three doors down from my own room.

I slowly ambled along to see who was burning the well past midnight oil. I wasn’t sure who was staying in each room, as the cast and crew seemed to come and go as and when they were needed.

As I approached the room’s front window I ducked down, noticing that the curtains weren’t drawn.

I crawled along until I was just under the wooden boarding below the window. I looked around thinking of where I could hide should the occupants decide to go on a moonlit walk.

I could hear laughter. I raised my head and peered into the window.

Lemon was on the bed, completely naked and with her back to me. She was straddling someone, riding them, grinding them with her big strong hips.

She leaned forward to kiss whoever she was fucking. I saw some balls and the lower shaft of a penis. She was definitely fucking a guy.

Just then, the guy sat up and Lemon dismounted him. I saw her breasts which were even bigger than May’s were.

Lemon leaned over the guy and started sucking his cock. She brushed her long hair out of the way. Then I saw the man’s face.

It was Pap!

I ducked down behind the boarding. Thoughts spun in my mind. What was the original Man A doing back here? And what was he doing fucking Lemon? She was married to Phuan. And where was Phuan anyway?

I heard muffled moans. Lemon was enjoying this elicit moonlight encounter. Maybe she even yearned to return to her movie making days and had kept the curtains open in order that somebody might discover her and want to watch. Somebody like me.

I scurried back to my room. I looked at my phone. It was 03:22. I’d better get more beauty sleep as I was shooting another scene tomorrow.


Chapter 12: The Stockings

I stuffed a fork full of scrambled eggs into my mouth. Aside from occasional random finds of pizza in the fridge, there didn’t seem to be much else here worth eating. There were no Pinky Pasta stores, and certainly no Happy Burger outlets. I wondered if my tubby friend Dinky might like to come here on a weight loss vacation.

I reached for another slice of toast. At last we were almost done with shooting. My character would get married to Pookie’s character. We’d fuck, then maybe after a cigarette we’d take a bottle of bubbly with us on a speedboat trip to see the sun set over the bay. Never mind we were hundreds of kilometres from the coast. The crew said they could CGI in some coastline later.

The irony is that we’d take the speedboat I’d drilled holes in back when I was crossdressed in that hot camouflage outfit. So I’d inadvertently caused our own demise. The Thai audience would go crazy for such a tragic ending. Most of the other viewers would hopefully have blown their load during one of the numerous fuck scenes featuring Pooky and not bother watching the ending.

I was worried about the boat sinking scene, but less worried about the fucking. Pooky was so hot I was sure I’d be able to fake fuck her.

Lemon walked over to me yawning and still dressed in her nightgown. She handed me a suit, shirt and tie on a hanger. “When you’ve eaten, put this one and we’ll start shooting the last scene.”

I said nothing about what I’d seen last night. I thought it was best to keep quiet.

She crossed the kitchen and took a bag off the kitchen worktop by the spice rack.

“Oh, and wear this underneath.” She said, handing me the bag.

I went back to my motel room to change. I took off my everyday guy clothes and emptied the bag of lingerie onto my bed. Lemon had made a great choice. The lingerie set was really pretty, with a lot of lace trim and sheer bra cups and a sheer panty front.

I put the bra and panties on and looked in the mirror. My bulging cock was so obvious through the sheer material.

I put on the suspender belt. It was frilly and flimsy, and just the sort of thing a guy might buy his wife for Christmas. The four clasps looked pretty cheap and it was something I’d not buy for myself. I’d once owned a sturdy eight clasp suspender belt. It was so heavy duty I used it when I regularly wore stockings beneath my regular guy clothes.

Lemon had given me a brand new packet of sheer off-white stockings. Thankfully there were two pairs inside which would be useful in case we had to re-shoot the scene. They were just 8 denier so I hoped Pooky would be gentle with me.

I checked my toenails to make sure they didn’t have any sharp edges. I made a mental note to visit Pampurred Kitty for a pedicure when I returned home.

I was extra careful when slipping the delicate stockings over my feet. I hitched them up my legs and secured them to the plastic suspender clasps. I adjusted the buckles so that the stockings were held tightly in place. I doubted they would hold in place but fortunately I didn’t have to do too much moving around while wearing them.

I looked in the mirror. I looked really good, but I wondered if Pooky would be super turned on my feminine attire.

I walked back to the house to see if they were ready for shooting. It was hot wearing the suit, especially with the stockings on underneath and then my regular guy socks on top of those.

The crew were almost finished arranging the lighting in one of the smaller upstairs bedrooms. Pooky was sat on the bed, dressed in just a large bathrobe. She turned as she saw me approach, and gave me a big smile. I wondered if we’d have as much chemistry for this scene as I’d had with Chit. I shuddered. Chit seemed to really be into me. Maybe there were more guys who were into crossdressing guys than I thought. Tam had told me that Chit had already signed up for a sequel, especially if I’d agree to reprise my role as Man A.

Tam indicated to me that the crew were ready, and my thoughts turned to the present.

Pooky started kissing me with a passion that not even May could match. She pushed me on the bed, and I struggled to maintain my footing. I fell backwards and she almost jumped on top of me.

Instead of delicately undoing the my shirt buttons like May, she ripped my shirt open and buttons went flying. She started massaging my chest, her long fingernails probing my padded bra.

Seemingly less interested in what lay beneath my bra, she began working on getting my trousers off.

She pulled my trousers down, exposing my stockings and panties. Flicking her long hair back, she bent over and kissed my panties. Then she pushed her tongue out and it started flicking at the thin material.

I reached up and ran my fingers through her long silky hair. I was imagining possibilities. Was it that disastrous to fall in love with a porn star?

Pooky slowly moved her head down and her tongue probed at my balls. Then she kissed my crotch and sat up. She pulled at my trousers and they slid off my stockinged legs.

Soon I was lying on the bed in just my lingerie set. It felt weird but if Pooky was freaked out then she didn’t show it at all. She sat beside me, running her fingers up and down my stockinged legs. The sensation felt amazing and waves of pleasure flowed down my spine. I was mentally willing myself to get a girlfriend as soon as I returned home, but maybe Pooky was giving me a better girlfriend experience than I could ever hope to find in Tokyo.

I reached out and fingered her silky hair. I couldn’t resist running it through my fingers.

Pooky knelt over me and tugged at my panties. In anticipation of this moment I’d remembered to put them on over the suspenders. Soon my panties were gliding down my stockings and Pooky pulled them off my feet and threw them over towards the dresser.

Now Pooky was straddling my cock. She felt behind her and then pushed my stiff member inside of her. I gasped. Like May, she would also go the extra mile on set, instead of just faking things for the cameras.

I started thrusting upwards. Pooky clung to my torso, her fingernails scratching my chest as she squeezed my padded bra. I looked up at her and she ran her tongue round her lower lip. I wondered if she had a boyfriend, or indeed a girlfriend. Maybe I could be her girlfriend and dress in pretty clothes and make love to her every night.

She started grinding her hips and moving her legs inward and outward. I could resist no longer and orgasmed. I clutched onto her waist and pulled down her close to me. I wondered if Tam had shot enough footage, or whether I’d have to somehow keep going.

Pooky put a finger on my lips and with her other hand tussled my wig’s long black strands. For a few precious moments we were a couple and it was as if there was no crew in the room, just a horny sometimes confused guy and an insatiable girl with the most amazing hair in the world.


Chapter 13: The Party

It was the end of the final day. Somehow we’d managed to shoot all the necessary scenes. Most of them had involved cast members going into and out of various houses. I had to put my camouflage top and shorts back on for a couple of extra scenes. Tam had decided I looked so hot in that ensemble that they’d show me wearing it for a bit longer. I might even be on the cover of the DVD and retro VHS release.

I looked at the speedboat lying in front of the haphazardly erected green screen.

Tam shook his head. “Don’t worry about that scene. It looked great. You’re really good at this acting stuff. We’ll wire the footage over to the post production company and they’ll put in the coastline.”

“And the water?”

“That too.” He handed me another bottle of imported lager. “Are you interested in shooting another movie?”

“I don’t know. I’ve got a lot going on in Tokyo.” I replied, knowing that my usual schedule consisted of eating, dressing up in female clothing and staring out of the window at the cityscape below.

I looked at Pap stuffing another hot dog into his mouth. “It’s good that original Man A and Man B made up.”

Tam nodded. “Yeah we can’t afford our regular cast members to fall out. There’s too many good jobs in cities like Bangkok and Chiang Mai these days, so it’s harder to find cast members around here.”

Tam put his bottle of lager on a stool. “I have to piss - I’ll talk to you later about the sequel.”

I nodded. My bladder was on the verge of bursting too but these shorts were so tight I’d had to tuck my cock between my legs and I didn’t want all the hassle of sorting my equipment out. Maybe I’d just stand here and sweat it out.

I looked around. The wrap party was in full swing and the crew and cast and plenty of hangers on were partying around the pool.

Lemon and May seemed to be in competition to see who could wear the skimpiest bikini. May’s shiny gold bikini was two sizes too small and the bottoms had a thong back. She’d walked in wearing a shiny white sarong but had thrown it on a sun lounger after her first glass of white wine.

Lemon’s bikini was at least the right size for her but the white material was so sheer that every time she took a dip in the pool I could clearly see her nipples and her neatly trimmed bush.

Hiroki approached me, with a bottle of import lager in one had and a slice of pizza in another.

He took a swig of beer. “So have you enjoyed your first trip to Laos?”

“It’s okay but there’s no much to do here.”

He nodded. “Apart from shooting pornos?”

“Yeah, but apart from that I’m not sure what you do with your time.”

I mopped my brow. Even at 10 pm it was unbelievably hot and humid. I wanted to keep my long haired wig on though as I just loved this character. Lemon had told me that I could take the costume home, as I’d made it my own so it was unlikely to feature in future productions unless I was the star.

Hiroki looked me up and down. “You know… if you wanna stay here and hang out.”

I was flattered by the proposition. “I’ll let you know. I’ll talk to you later. I’m gonna grab some food.”

I walked over to the guy barbecuing sausages on a grill. I thought I could stuff down another hot dog. Any more and the button on the shorts would probably fly off and land in the pool.

I noticed Pap and Phuan were still talking. It was good to see they’d made up.

I picked up a hot dog. I’d fancied mustard but thought that if I spilt it on my top I’d never get it off. I made do with a pile of fried onions.

One of the male hangers on nodded at me. I was pretty popular wearing this outfit. I wished I’d bought some heels with me though because these boots were pretty sweaty. I wondered how the heck soldiers managed to cope fighting in Vietnam while wearing them.

Out of the corner of my eye I realised there was some real fighting going on. Pap and Phuan were exchanging blows.

I didn’t know who started it but I suspected that Phuan had found out that Pap was fucking Lemon.

Lemon doggy paddled to the edge of the pool and pulled herself up the steps, her bikini completely sheer. She rushed over to the fighting guys and tried to break it up. Phuan was raging and pushed her away. May went up to comfort her.

A few of the hangers on surrounded the fighting men. Nobody intervened - maybe they just had to let them settle their scores.

Lemon was crying and May wrapped a towel around her, then lead her away to the house.

Hiroki rushed out of the house. “What’s happening?” He asked me.

“Uh, domestic.” I replied.

“Should we do something?”

I looked at the fighting men. It seemed more handbags than anything. “Nah, I’d leave them to it. They’ll probably make up again.”


Chapter 14: Epilogue: The Movie

It was a month after the chaotic shoot of my first ever adult movie.

I was sat in my office leaning back on the new office chair I’d just put together.

This afternoon I hadn’t done much other work. I was glued to Ruka’s adult movie site javgirls.org. My movie had gone live last night. Already it was trending in the top 10. It had a title too: Femme Fatale Driller Doll With a Penis.

Ruka had told me that the focus group loved my scene with Chit so much that they’d decided to promote the movie using a photo of me dressed in camouflage gear holding the cordless drill. I’d get a bit of extra cash from the royalties. The movie had already received 105 comments. The ratio of erect to flaccid penises on the ratings system was standing at 96%. Maybe I’d found a whole new career for myself. I just hoped my dad wasn’t a javgirls.org subscriber because that would take some serious explaining.

I hit F5 on my keyboard. There were 3 new comments and I had moved up another place in the rankings.

Just then my mobile rang.

“Hey Justin, how’s it going. I’ve been trying to get hold of you.”

I was Dinky, my ex-colleague in the police force, desk division.

I closed the javgirls.org browser tab in case an advertisement for a generic impotence pill started autoplaying. “Uh, sorry, I went to Laos for a week.”

“Laos?”

I rocked on my new chair. “Yeah, long story. Not sure I’ll be going back there for a while.”

“Not in trouble with the law I hope?”

“More like trouble with a whore.”

“Uun. Uun.” Said Dinky, not really understanding what the heck I was talking about. “Anyway, I wondered if you were around next week. I might have a little job for you. It’s not really a detective job. More of a bit of a bodyguard role.”

I sat up. “Oh?”

“Actually I’m not sure who would be bodyguarding who. The guy’s a famous soccer player back in your native England. He’s a real Japanophile apparently. He wants someone to show him a good time. He got in touch with me as I’d done some work with their club back in 2002.”

“I’d be up for that. Get the guy to email me or something. My diary’s pretty clear.”

“Will do.” Dinky replied, and hung up.

I stood up and walked into the spare room. I took the camouflage top and shorts off the hanger and started to put them on. For the rest of the day I was going to cosplay as the femme fatale driller doll with a penis.
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The Crossdressing Detective

Volume 1: The Case of the Prolific Panty Thief

Read The Case of the Prolific Panty Thief now on Amazon

This is an erotic story for 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.”

The Crossdressing Detective

Volume 2: The Case of the Chaotic Beauty Pageant

Read The Case of the Chaotic Beauty Pageant now on Amazon.

This is an erotic story for guys who love crossdressing, have a clothes fetish or are just curious about what it’s like to put on a little black dress or more. Expect lots of tiaras and tantrums as our hero(ine) steps up at the last minute and takes the place of a contestant at the Miss Asian Fashion Queen beauty pageant held in tropical Thailand.

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!

I gasped. “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.”

Ruka whistled, then threw her pineapple stick on the ground for somebody else to pick up. “That girl’s got balls!”

If I was a proper girl, I think this is when I would have had a tantrum.

Ruka put an arm round me. “Don’t worry, doll. They’ll edit it into a story. Slutty girl battles against demure covered up girl in the swimwear round. Now that’s some good TV!”

The Professor Sissy Saga: Volume 1

The Gradual Feminization of Professor Sissy

Read The Gradual Feminization of Professor Sissy now on Amazon

The mostly female students of The Asian Fashion College love designing and wearing sexy outfits. They’ll attempt to feminize anyone who dares enter the university’s gates. When a cute new foreign professor arrives from England, they have him firmly in their sights. This is an erotic series for guys (and girls) who love crossdressing or are curious about what it would be like to put on a pair of panties, a skirt and some killer heels.

My eyes kept wandering over to where I’d left the plaid skirt on the computer’s desk.

I couldn’t… Could I? Should I?

I guessed there was no harm in trying it on.

And panties too - I’d try the pair of panties Candy had delivered to me.

I flicked the white lace that was attached to the waistband and ran all the way round the panties. They were so pretty.

Why weren’t guys’ briefs ever this awesome?
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