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Chapter 1: The Stockings

The rain pounded on the windows with the relentless fury of a cat wanting to be fed. This was looking like the third day in the row that I’d be cooped up in my Tokyo office I also used as an apartment.

I reached down and pulled up my blue pleated skirt. As I suspected, one of my suspender clasps had come loose again. I made a mental note to look online for a better quality suspender belt.

I re-fastened the white plastic clasp onto my 15 denier matt black stockings. Stockings were a hassle, but they felt so feminine and there was the additional thrill of an onlooker catching a glimpse of my stocking tops or my bare upper thigh.

But there wouldn’t be any chance of a voyeur catching a peep at something deliciously erotic today, not with this weather.

I walked over towards the front door and stared at myself in the mirror. I hitched up my stockings to iron out some wrinkles that had appeared around my knees. Damn, I was looking more passable than ever. I’d fuck me. In fact that was likely to be the only action I’d be getting this week, or indeed this month. I mean who was interested in a broke Eurasian trap, even a damn cute one?

My narcissistic daydreaming was brought to an abrupt end by the shrill ring of my mobile phone.

I tottered over to my desk in my six inch clear perspex stripper heels.

“Moshi moshi.” I said to the unknown caller.

“Oh, konnichiwa. Is this Mr Justin San?” The caller asked me in a gruff voice.

“Yes it is.” I replied.

“You run a detective agency?” The caller asked.

I nodded. “Yes. Yes I do.”

The caller coughed and I assumed they were calling me while smoking a cigarette.

“I run a video store in Akihabara. You know it?”

I furrowed my brow. “The store or the district? I know Akihabara of course.”

Akihabara was a central district of Tokyo well known for its anime and manga stores and the spiritual home of Japan’s many otaku. They were young guys (and they were mostly guys) who were more obsessed with computer games or anime than with developing their social skills that might one day allow them to talk to and date real girls.

He grunted. “I run Super Idol Joy Video in the Kanda Izumicho district, opposite Mitsui Memorial Hospital.”

“Uh. I know it.” I replied. I knew the hospital and was now racking my brains in order to try to remember the store.

“We’re next door to Brilliant Neko Girl maid cafe.”

“Ah. I’ve been there.” I didn’t tell him that particular maid cafe was personally iconic for me. It was the first place I’d eaten in public while fully crossdressed. My own maid outfit with its stunning red bows and laces completely upstaged the maids who were working there. It was that day I realised that I was way more passable than I’d ever imagined.

“Good.” He said, interrupting my reminiscing. “I need a store detective to work weekends. You know, to keep an eye on the stock and the customers.”

I bit my lip. “I don’t know if I have any store detectives. I mean I’m the other kind of detective agency.”

“Huh?” My potential client said.

I looked at my black plastic in-tray. It hadn’t seen any paperwork in weeks.

“I can do it.” I said in a rare show of decisiveness.

“Good.” My new client said. “Be there at 11 am on Saturday.”


Chapter 2: The Store

I left Akihabara’s sprawling overground station and walked towards the Kanda district, dodging the umbrella carrying crowds of weekend shoppers.

Today I’d decided to dress as a regular anonymous guy, save for the frilly pink panties I was wearing beneath my dark blue trousers. I didn’t like to crossdress to meet new clients in case they rumbled me. Not that they were likely to though. Besides, I didn’t really know what store detectives wore, male or female.

I approached the main road and stopped at the traffic lights. The traffic was light but I resisted the urge to cross the road while the red guy was showing at the pedestrian crossing.

Scanning the other side of the road I spotted the Super Idol Joy Video store. The bright yellow and red neon sign brought a burst of colour to an otherwise drab store front. I was pleased to see that the Brilliant Neko Girl maid cafe was still there, and made a mental note to maybe have my lunch in there some time.

I pushed the wooden yellow door open and entered the store. I put my umbrella in the rack and looked around. The store was crammed with shelving, and a couple of customers were completely blocking the first two aisles. I decided to head down the third aisle. The one I’d picked was full of otaku goods - plushies from video games, figurines of cute anime girls and small boxes of limited edition plastic goods.

I headed for the cash desk by the stairs to the many other floors of the store. The store was skinny, but boy was it tall.

A large man with unwashed hair sat at the cash desk. He was fiddling with a tiny pair of blue and white striped panties that he was trying to fit onto a plastic model of a maid.

“Hi, I’m Justin.” I said.

He looked up. “Hi.”

He carried on fiddling with the panties. “Damn girl.” He said.

I stooped over to take a closer look. “I could put those on if you want.” I thought my lithe fingers would make a better job of it than his stubby digits.

“Thanks.” He said, and took a cigarette out of the packet that was resting on the top of the cash register.

“So, you’re my store detective.” He said.

I nodded. “There.” I said, as the panties snapped onto the girl’s torso.

“Well done. I could do with a guy like you. Although I thought you would send a girl.”

I mentally cursed for not crossdressing after all. “I could send a girl if you like.”

He nodded. “That would be good. My customers like looking at real girls. We don’t need any more guys here. This store’s a fucking sausage fest as it is.”

I looked around the store. “So what would my girl I need to do?”

“Uh, just keep an eye on things. We’ve got seven floors of goods. Me and my brother can’t be in seven places at once.”

“Yeah, I can imagine.” I said, looking towards the staircase.

A man in his late 40’s trudged down the stairs and plonked two video cassettes onto the counter. Then he took what I guessed to be a membership card out of his wallet.

My client begrudgingly stood up and scanned the video bar codes and the man’s membership card with a handheld scanner.

“Good choices.” He said. “We got an office lady photo shoot coming up.” He looked at the computer. “You only need to rent two more videos to qualify.”

The customer grunted something unintelligible.

“One thousand yen.” My client said and the man took a 1000 Yen note out of his wallet.

“Thanks.” Said the customer, and shuffled off in the direction of the exit.

My client lit a cigarette. “Look, the rain will put off our customers today. We can handle things. Send your girl tomorrow. We’ve got a special event so the place will be crammed with otaku.”

I nodded and closed my mouth as tobacco smoke wafted over me. I turned and walked towards the exit, still holding my breath.

“Make sure she’s pretty.” He called, as I was half way down an aisle filled with manga publications.


Chapter 3: The Preparations

My phone started vibrating and I slipped out of my morning slumber.

8 am.

It wasn’t particularly early but it was the first time I’d had to set my alarm in more than two months. I sat up from the futon where I slept and ambled over to the window. I pulled the blinds back and was pleased to see that the monotonous grey clouds of last week had been replaced by brilliant sunshine.

I walked over to the mirror. I looked really cute in the pink satin babydoll I was wearing, although the front rode up and it was easy to see I was packing a cock and balls in the matching g-string. Sometimes I wondered if my outfits liked that they were being worn by crossdressers, or whether they considered it to be a deadly curse.

One part of me didn’t look very feminine though - my stubbly legs. I’d really let myself go in the shitty weather. That would have to change, especially as it looked warm enough outside to risk the first bare legs of the year.

I walked into the bathroom and picked up the double bladed razor from the sink. I filled the sink with warm water, then lathered up my left leg with some baby shampoo. I didn’t know if any other guys or girls used it when shaving their legs, but it seemed to work well thanks to the oily composition of the shampoo which made the blade glide around my chiselled legs.

Once my legs were silky smooth I peeled off my g-string and started shaving my balls. I thought it was unlikely anyone would catch a glimpse of them today, but I loved the psychological confidence boost it gave me.

After my balls were done shaved the couple of hairs off my penis shaft. I always wondered why hair grew on that particular part of the body.

Finally I shaped my pubic hairs into a neat little girly landing strip.

I showered then tied a towel around my waist as if I was in a beauty salon. Thinking of beauty salons made me wonder if I had time to get another spray tan at Pampurred Kitty. I walked over to the mirror. No, I didn’t look too pale and pasty, despite the rickets-inducing weather. Once my makeup was on I’d look fabulous.

I trotted into the spare room and slid the wardrobe door across to Justine’s side. Now, the million yen decision… what to wear for my store detective debut?

My client had made it perfectly clear that he was expecting a pretty girl. I also knew that the vast majority of the customers liked anime and video games.

I pushed a few hangers along the rail. My eyes lit up as an outfit I hadn’t worn for a few months appeared. Aha, I thought. This outfit will totally slay those horny geeks.


Chapter 4: The Killer Outfit

For the second day in the row I left Akihabara station and walked in the direction of the Kanda district.

Today was different, and not just the weather. I was dressed to slay geeks, of which there were numerous in this part of Tokyo.

I crossed the road and walked down the sidewalk towards Super Idol Joy Video. Outside Brilliant Neko Girl one of the young waitresses was drawing a cute cat on the chalk board. She smiled at me then adjusted her cat ears headband.

I entered the video store.

I smiled. “Hi, I’m Justine.”

The manager’s eyes widened and the pile of video tapes he was carrying clattered to the floor.

“Uh… Justine-chan.” He said, bending down while maintaining his gaze on my body.

I put my small white handbag down and walked over to help him pick up the video tapes.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.” I said as I knelt down and picked up Office Ladies Who Have Lost Their Clothes To A Prolific Panty Thief.

“It’s okay.” He replied. “We don’t get many girls in the store.”

I made a girly giggle and put my hand in front of my mouth. I passed him the office lady video with my other hand.

I could see him blushing even more. “Sorry,” He said, “our customers are really into OL’s.”

I looked down at my light blue pleated skirt. “Maybe I should have dressed as an office lady.”

His eyes lit up.

“Oh, I forgot to say. I’m from the detective agency.”

He grunted. “Oh, I’ve been expecting you.”

He turned over a video box in a vain effort to stop me seeing the explicit cover featuring a nurse and something long that was definitely not a surgical instrument.

“Maybe I’ll wear a nurse outfit next time.” I said.

He made a nervous laugh. “JK school girl is fine.” He said, gazing at my white short sleeved blouse and oversized chest bow that was barely disguising my feminine assets. Today I’d decided to go bimbo sized and had stuffed my already padded bra up to a D cup.

He looked down my body, past my thin shiny gold belt and down past my light blue pleated skirt that ended at mid-thigh. My freshly shaved thighs looked tanned and silky smooth, and I was wearing sheer white knee socks that contrasted well with my slutty white patent stilettos I’d bought on a whim but never worn in public before.

I’d totally nailed my outfit, but how about the job? “So what do you want me to do, er… Sorry, my boss didn’t tell you my name.”

“Akio.”

“Pleased to meet you, Akio-san.” I said, handing my new boss the last of the videos.

He held out the pile of videos. “Well you can start by putting these back on the shelves.” He said.

I held out my hands and he bundled them into my arms.

I looked towards my handbag. “I’ll put that behind the counter for you.” He said. “We don’t want any more thefts going on around here.”

I stood up and started walking towards the stairs.

“Office lady videos are on the third floor.” Akio called out. “Nurses and other uniform fetishes are on the fourth.”

After twenty minutes in the store I’d only managed to re-shelve two videos. They had a pretty chaotic filing system that seemed to be based both on stroke order of the Japanese characters in the title and of course the particular fetish.

A middle aged guy came up to me. I pushed myself flush with the shelving so that he could pass me.

“You must be Justine-chan.” He said, giving me the once over.

I nodded, and put the pile of videos down on a wooden stool with a wobbly leg.

“I’m Eiichi. I do the accounts. My brother told me you were coming today.”

He gazed at my warm brown legs. “He didn’t say how pretty you were though.”

I blushed. “Thank you.” I said, putting a hand to my face. I took a handful of my long waist-length wig’s purple hair and twirled it around with my fingers.

“This store is nice.” I said. “But why so many videos? Don’t people look at porn on the internet these days? And why don’t you have many DVD’s?”

He picked a random video off the shelf. I scanned the title: My Nurse Fetish Caused Me To Self-Harm And Get Admitted To A Hospital Full Of Horny Nurses.

“Of course people look at porn on the Internet and on their phones these days. But people love our retro looking videos. The fuzzy pictures, the hassle of rewinding the tape if you want to view the good bit again. The constant fear of their video recorder chewing up the tape. Plus the more videos you rent each month, the more benefits you get.”

“Benefits?” I asked, picking up another video off the shelf.

“You’ll see.” Eiichi said, shuffling off past me and down to the next floor.

I looked at the video I’d picked up: My Nurse Did Not Make It To The Toilet In Time And Now I Must Punish Her.

I quickly put it back on the shelf. Even by Japanese standards this was a pretty wild cover.

After almost an hour I’d managed to re-shelve all of the videos. It had been pretty exhausting climbing and descending all the stairs, especially in my two inch heels. Still, I’d managed to start to remember where all the different fetishes were shelved. In general though, the higher you climbed, the more extreme the material got. I wondered about the guys who rented videos from the seventh floor. That stuff was beyond extreme.

I returned to the ground floor. For such a shabby and dated video store I was surprised at how busy the place was.

Mr Akio handed me a long purple and blue feather duster. “Go do some dusting on the third floor, and keep an eye on the customers will you.”

I took the duster and made a girly giggle. “Wow, it matches my hair.”

Mr Akio gave me a wry smile. “I thought that too.”

I made my way around the third floor’s shelving. A steady stream of customers were coming to look at what the third floor had to offer. Mostly it was office lady videos in a multitude of different genres. I pulled over a stool and climbed on it to dust the top shelves. I made a mental note to wear my six inch heels the next time I was here so that I maybe wouldn’t need to use the precarious stool.

I was aware of a young guy looking at videos at the opposite end of the shelving. Every time I went to dust some more he’d gaze in my direction, maybe hoping for a glimpse of my panties.

I stretched a little more and was sure he’d be able to see a little of my blue and white striped panties. I chuckled as I’d remembered to wear exactly the same pair as the manager’s plastic model was wearing.

Just then a burly guy in his early 30’s stepped into my end of the aisle. He was wearing a shabby puffy jacket and I didn’t think he’d ever polished his shoes nor washed his hair.

I smiled and he gave me a loose smile in return. Then he looked at the opposite shelf to the one I was dusting. I saw him pull out Office Ladies Are Arrested And Thoroughly Interrogated 11.

I went back to dusting the videos featuring office ladies at the seaside.

The young guy at the end aisle was still gazing at my legs. I wondered how high I could hitch my skirt up over my waist before I started giving the customers nosebleeds.

Suddenly I felt something brush my legs.

A hand.

Then there was something touching my ass.

Another hand!

I felt the hand give me ass a firm squeeze.

I looked down.

“Uh, sorry.” The burly guy apologised as he brushed past me.

I spun on the stool and hitched my skirt up so my panties were fully visible. The burly guy turned and gave me a mischievous grin. Then I whacked him with my duster.

“Do that again and I’ll chew your dick off.” I said in my best matronly voice.

He gulped and hurried down the aisle, bundling past the younger customer. I hitched my skirt up again, raised one leg and winked at the customer.

He stood rooted to the spot, staring at my panties. I wondered if he could see my cock bulge. The empowerment I felt over these guys was starting to turn into sexual excitement. Here I was, not much more confident than they were. But when I was Justine I was bold and powerful and could get any man to do my bidding.

I felt my cock stiffen, and lowered my skirt before it was obvious I was a trap.

The young guy took a random video off the shelf and disappeared in the direction of the stairs.

I wondered if he would blow his load over the video, or lie in bed stroking his virgin cock as he thought of my flowing long hair, busty chest and sunkissed legs.


Chapter 5: The Idol

At 3 pm I was sick of dusting, so I went down to the ground floor to see what else I could busy myself with. The store was really heaving now. I’d even doubled my tally of female customer sightings.

The ground floor was packed out. I was aware of so many eyes on me as I entered the store. Not since the Thailand beauty pageant had I been stared at so much. My outfit choice had definitely been a great one.

I made my way over to the cash desk. Both brothers were busy stuffing videos in plain brown paper bags. Business seemed brisk. A guy’s hand brushed against the back of my skirt. I pretended I hadn’t noticed. Maybe that’s why Akio had wanted the detective agency to send a girl.

Eiichi spotted me and waved. “Hey Justine-chan, can you make your way up to the eighth floor? We’re going to need some help with the event.”

My face fell. Climb eight floors of stairs in these shoes? I decided to put my fate in the hands of the tiny in-store lift. Generally I tried to avoid such lifts, not least because they broke down frequently but also because they weren’t good places to get be caught in should an earthquake strike.

I made my way over to the lift, smiling at the customers and trying not to get within groping range.

I pressed the button and waited for the lift to amble down from the sixth floor. As I waited I hitched my skirt up another inch. Thankfully no customers seemed to want to use the lift. They seemed to enjoy the slow walk up to the seventh floor… and beyond.

I was starting to wonder what happened on the eighth floor when a really attractive girl in her early 20’s sidled up beside me.

“Wow, we’re almost matching.” She said.

I looked at her outfit. She also had a short sleeved white blouse and a light blue skirt on. Her necktie was smaller than mine though, and I presumed her flowing black shoulder length hair was her own and not a wig.

She giggled. “I’m Nagisa.”

“Pleased to meet you.” I said.

“You’re so cute.” She replied. “And that belt is just adorable!”

“Thanks.” I said, and contemplated hitching my skirt up as high as Nagisa was wearing hers.

The lift finally arrived and Nagisa and I sidled into it, followed by two young male customers. Nagisa reached out and pressed the button for the eighth floor. Neither guys pressed any of the floor buttons so I guessed they were just along for the ride.

As the doors closed the guys rotated so they were facing us. I smiled at them, but I was so close I could barely focus on their faces.

Nagisa reached out and felt my chest. “Wow are those real?” She gasped.

I nodded, unsure of how to explain that really I was a guy and my breasts were just a padded bra and a heck of a lot of silicone chicken fillets.

She squeezed my chest some more. Both guys stared and I wondered which one of them was going to cum in their briefs first. I was starting to think that I might beat them to it though. Nagisa was stunningly pretty, with a little pixie nose and elvish ears.

“I’m only a B cup.” She sighed. “I’d get way more attention from fans if I was an E or an F cup.”

I bit my lip and tried to take my mind off my swelling cock.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to feel you up. It’s just I thought you were in the business.”

The lift lurched as we went past the fourth floor, and I put a hand on one of the guys to steady myself. His eyes lit up and then our thighs touched.

There was an awkward moment when nobody knew what to say.

“Are you coming to my idol shoot?” Nagisa asked them.

Both guys nodded, and I was starting to worry Nagisa might have noticed that they seemed more focused on me. Maybe she was right about the busty chest thing. I wondered if I had the materials to boost myself up to an E cup the next time I dressed in public.

Nagisa looked in her tote bag and pulled out a tiny string yellow bikini.

“I’m gonna wear this first.” She proudly announced, holding it up against her chest. At last she had bested my feminine powers.

The lift reached the eighth floor and we all bundled out. A young guy in a black suit and a slick hairdo greeted Nagisa. “If you want to get ready the shoot will start in half an hour.” He said, ushering her through a side door. He turned to me. “Ah, you must be Justine-chan.”

I nodded and brushed down the front of my skirt.

“If you want to go through there.” He said, pointing towards some smoked glass double doors. “Just make sure the fans are sat down and are thinking about girls and not blowing their load on mobile phone porn. We want them horny enough to spend big on Nagisa’s merchandise.”

I walked through the double doors and into a room with a small stage and maybe fifty stacking office chairs crammed together in tight rows. A technician was setting up a microphone in front of the stage and at least a third of the chairs were occupied by some of Nagisa’s most loyal fans.

I walked towards the stage, hoping that some of the guys would look up from their mobile phones. I got my wish. About half the guys stopped aimlessly scrolling and stared at my super cute outfit. I was grateful for the attention, but then wondered what I should do when I reached the stage. I couldn’t exactly sing. The last time I was on stage I’d just about managed to strut my stuff in a stunning dress, but my attempt at a cabaret act had ended in near disaster.

The technician looked up from his portable control panel. “If you’d like to test the mic, I’ll see if the sound’s okay at the back of the room.”

“Uh, okay.” I said, with absolutely no idea what I could say.

The technician walked to the back of the room. Suddenly I was self conscious about how far I’d hitched my skirt up. I mean, was it too far? Would the crowd be able to see my panties as soon as I stepped up onto the low stage? I tentatively stepped onto the stage then walked over to the microphone. I gave it a tap. “Testing… Testing…?” I said in my most feminine voice.

The technician adjusted some knobs on his control panel, then looked at me with an expectant face.

“So, who’s Nagisa’s most loyal fan?” I asked the audience.

I heard a few barely audible murmurs. This crowd would be tough, although they were at least mostly looking at me and not their phones. One guy in the third row raised his phone and took a portrait photo of me. I wasn’t sure how to react. I mean, should I pose? And what would he do with the photos? I wasn’t too concerned with my self image anymore. I mean I’d shot a porno a couple of months before, so being dressed as a cute school girl wasn’t going to be anything like as humiliating if I got doxxed or something.

Emboldened by the guy taking a photo of me I decided to raise the stakes. “What colour panties am I wearing?”

I started blushing almost immediately. Why had I said that? I stood rooted to the stage, trying to hide behind the microphone stand.

“Pink?” called out a guy from the back row.

I clapped with glee and raised my right leg in a cute little idol pose. “No, but thank you for your suggestion.” I chirped.

“Black?” Called the guy who had taken a photo of me.

I put my left index finger on my chin. “Hmmm.”

A couple more guys took photos of me. A few more guys filed in and filled the empty seats. I was encouraged that none of them were looking at their mobile phones - they were looking at me!

“No, I’m not wearing black panties. I’m not a bad girl.”

A few of the guys laughed. The sound check guy gave me a thumbs up.

“Blue and white?” Called a guy from the back row.

“Ooooo.” I cooed. “You might be right. Let’s check.”

I had a strange feeling of being out of my body as I put my hands under my skirt and pulled my panties down my legs, careful to avoid revealing my genitals to the audience. The panties slid down my thighs and ended up around my ankles. I stepped out of them, then held them up for everyone to see.

“Looks like we have a winner!” I announced.

Just then Nagisa stepped out of a side door adjacent to the stage. She was dressed in her tiny yellow bikini and was wearing matching flip flops. The triangles of material barely covered her nipples, let alone the rest of her chest. “I think we’re all winners!” she shouted then started clapping her hands. “Let’s hear it for Justine-chan!”

The crowd burst into applause. I stepped off the stage and walked towards the back of the room. I stopped when I got to the guy who had guessed the colour of my panties. “You can keep these.” I said, handing them to him. His eyes widened and he shuffled cautiously in his chair. I looked at his crotch and his bulging trouser tent. I smiled then headed for the exit. Damn, my own cock was starting to stiffen too. Maybe it was from seeing the truly adorable Nagisa in a tiny bikini, or whether it was from the thrill of taking my panties off in full view of so many strangers. But for whatever reason, I was sure somebody would see my cock trying to poke through the front of my pleated skirt.


Chapter 6: The Surprise

As I left the event room I heard a roar of approval as Nagisa took to the stage. Maybe I wasn’t such a hard act to follow after all.

I slipped out of the eighth floor and walked down the stairs to the sixth floor. As well as a lot of cosplay videos on this floor I’d also noticed there was a lot of clothing. Having given my panties away I was suddenly feeling under-dressed. I was quite good at dolling myself up, but other feminine traits eluded me, like always carrying a spare pair of knickers in my handbag.

I walked around the sixth floor. A few of the guys who couldn’t get tickets to see Nagisa seemed to take some comfort in seeing me walking around the floor in a very hot outfit. My legs in particular seemed to be arousing a lot of interest. I made a mental note to wear sheer knee length socks more often.

I was dismayed to see that although the store sold plenty of cosplay dresses and many styles of knee socks, I couldn’t find any panties.

Just then Eiichi walked up to me.

“Hey Justine, how’s it going.”

“Uh… Oh, I’m sorry I had to leave the event. Actually I gave my panties to a fan and now I’m knickerless.”

He looked at my skirt. “Hmm, it’s not advisable to go knickerless in this store, especially when we have an idol event on.”

He put his hand on my shoulder and guided me down the central aisle. “I’m afraid we don’t have any regular panties.”

I nodded. “I noticed.”

“Well most of our customers are male and few have girlfriends.”

I chuckled.

“But we do have this collection.” He pointed to a rack of boxes with photos of various girls on them. I turned to him with a puzzled expression.

“Well, only if you want to wear them. You can have one, as a gift.”

I pulled one of the boxes off the display. “Used school girl panties? I thought these were banned?”

“Uh, they’re not from school girls. I just buy them from the wholesaler and give them to my wife to wear for a couple of days before stuffing them in the packets. Don’t tell the punters.”

I looked at the back of the packet. “2999 Yen?”

“Yeah, they help us keep this place afloat.”

I pulled the staples off the side of the pack and pulled out a pair of frilly white panties. “I hope they fit.” I said.

Eiichi stood motionless. I was wondering if he was waiting for me to put the panties on. Finally he started speaking. “I heard you put on a tremendous performance just now. The audience loved you. You know, if you want you could do an idol session. We have a last minute opening as one of our regular girls has had to cancel due to a virus.”

My head started spinning. Me doing an idol shoot? I still daydreamed about the photo shoot I did at the beauty pageant when I was cosying up to Miss South Korea.

“Wow, that would be great. I mean, would I have to wear a swimsuit and stuff?”

I was mentally picturing myself wearing a thong bikini like Miss Korea wore to our shoot. Was I passable enough to pull that off?

Eiichi flicked the sleeve of my blouse. “Wear whatever you want. Oh, and we’ll pay you around 200,000 Yen for your appearance. The exact figure depends on how many tickets we sell. You can get a cut from merchandise sales too, and from your extras.”

“Extras?” I asked Eiichi, but he was already threading his way through the customers perusing the clothing aisle.

My head was spinning from the thought of earning what was effectively a fortnight’s wage in just a single afternoon. I was full of thoughts of what cute outfits I could buy with the money. Then as I brushed past a guy fondling the sleeve of a a black and red JK uniform realised I was still flying commando, and I’d better put on some panties in case of any more groping incidents.

I decided the sixth floor was way too busy for me to put on ‘Mayuri’s’ worn panties, so I made my way over to the stairs. The stairwell between the seventh and eighth floors was clear so I slipped the panties up my legs trying not to think about the slight staining inside the front of the panties. I had many kinks and perversions, but wearing another person’s panties definitely wasn’t one of them. Still, at least they now fit and my cock was safely contained in the snug little pair of panties.

I brushed my skirt down and ascended to the eighth floor. I paused to stretch my ankles. Damn, these shoes weren’t as comfortable as my sissy platform heels. I resolved to wear better footwear on my next trip to the store.

Some cheering was coming from the event room so I walked towards the double doors. Maybe I’d be able to get some ideas from Nagasi as to what I could do for my own event. I opened the door and saw that the excited audience were mostly on their feet, some craning on tip-toes for a better look.

I couldn’t see the cute idol at first so I walked down the centre aisle. A couple of the fans gave me a brief look but it seemed I was in no danger of upstaging Nagasi.

When I passed two rows of fans I saw her. She was crouched low down so I realised why I couldn’t see her at first. And there was someone else on stage. Yes - she was straddling a fan!

She was still wearing her yellow bikini but one of her breasts had now escaped and was bobbing up and down as she rode the fan.

I put my hands up to my face. Was she really fucking him?

It looked like she was. Her bikini bottoms had been pulled to one side and I could see a few wisps of her bushy public hair. She was doing her best cowgirl impression. The fan’s trousers were down around his ankles and he was craning his neck forward to get a better view of her crotch.

What the fuck had I just agreed to do? Would I have to fuck a fan? And how could I hide the fact that I was in fact a sexy trap rather than a lady with a fuckable hole.

As I stood frozen to the floor Nagisa stood up and ripped the condom off the fan’s member. Cum dribbled out and splashed onto the fan’s shirt. She reached down and scooped up some cum with her index finger, then she put it in her mouth. The crowd cheered. The fan she’d just fucked was coming off his post-coital high and was now hitching up his trousers.

Nagisa winked at me, then turned towards another fan and made a ‘come here’ motion with her moist middle finger. The fan squeezed past the two guys he was sitting next to and started walking towards the stage. Nagisa turned and fetched a chair from the side of the stage.

“Sit.” She told the fan.

He sat on the chair, his face a mixture of excitement and trepidation.

The technician at the back of the room started playing a KPop track. “Rappu dansu” cried Nagisa, and approached the anxious fan who was about to get the lap dance of his life.

I turned and walked briskly out of the room. I needed the money, but how could I hope to give the levels of fan service that Nagisa was giving?

Once again my compulsive crossdressing habit had lead me into a very weird situation.


Chapter 7: The Incident

I boarded the surprisingly packed Yamanote line train back to the Eastern side of Tokyo. My head was swimming with thoughts. I couldn’t wait to get home and take off ‘Mayuri’s’ panties either. They were pretty tight and the elastic round the leg holes was really starting to bite into my thighs.

There was something else too. Yes - an unexpected breeze. I looked down and my skirt was up around my waist.

What the fuck?

A middle aged guy looked away. Had I just experienced my first chikan - a train groper?

I decided to keep quiet. I should have been horrified. Maybe I should have shouted ‘chikan’ at the top of my voice. But I felt a little rush of pleasure as I realised I was hot enough to be groped by a stranger on a packed train. I left my skirt where it was. Mayuri’s panties were on full display for anyone who cared to look.

The train stopped at Tokyo station. Even more people packed on. I cursed myself for being so carried away with the thought of being an idol that I forgot to get the much more direct Chuo Line back to home.

The chikan used the disruption to move even closer to me. I rotated slightly. The train started moving. I pretended to look at the advertising boards above the windows of the carriage, oblivious that my panties were on show.

I felt a clammy hand brush against my thigh. Then it moved towards my crotch. A wave of sexual excitement flooded through my brain. Was I sick to be enjoying this experience?

The hand brushed the top of my legs and I felt fingers toying with the material of my panties. Maybe he had a panty fetish.

The train rocked slightly as we hit an imperfection in the track. The groper used the opportunity to push his hand directly onto my crotch. He stroked my private area for a couple of seconds then I felt him squeeze my cock.

He recoiled in horror and turned away from me.

The train slowed as we entered Yurakucho station. The groper pushed towards the door. I wasn’t sure if this was his stop, but maybe he was going to rush to the bathroom and vomit after having mistakenly groped a trap.

I was on the verge of yelling ‘chikan’ when my phone started ringing.

“Moshi moshi.” I said.

“Oh hi Justin it’s Akio.”

“Hi. How are you?” I asked the store manager.

“I’m good. Look, your girl Justine was wonderful today. In fact we already had twenty fans sign up for her idol session next weekend.”

I blinked. “Oh really? I’ll be sure to tell her.”

“Good. Can you tell her that we’ve found another idol who will co-host the event. I’m not taking anything away from Justine’s performance. That thing with the knickers - that was top drawer fan service. But all the same, I’d like her to have some experienced backup. Besides, the two girl events are very popular and we get to sell twice as much signed gear.”

I nodded. “Everyone wins.”

“She’ll love Nozomi. She’s used to working with other girls and she’ll put Justine at ease. Oh, and tell Justine not to worry about what to wear. We’ll supply everything.”

With that he hung up and I remembered to brush my skirt down and hide Mayuri’s panties from the many guys who were furtively looking in my direction.


Chapter 8: The OL

A week of nothingness passed, then it was the weekend again.

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 worn panties. And my favourite gothic lolita 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. Today I was making my idol debut. I was hot and I was horny. I purposely hadn’t masturbated in three days. 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. She was chubby in a womanly way I would never match. She had amazingly firm E cup breasts. Her long hair was mesmerising and she gave the best BJ 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 virgins.

It was a fine sunny day and the first thing I noticed when I reached Super Idol Joy Video was a big poster in the window with a photo of Nozomi in a bunny girl costume. ‘Easter Idol Double Show’ the strapline read, with ‘Cute New Girl’s Exclusive Debut’ in smaller lettering. I was the New Girl. I hoped I would live up to my billing.

I hitched up my pantyhose to iron out the wrinkles below my knee, then opened the door to the store. Eiichi was perched on a stool behind the main cash desk. His eyes scanned me like I was some new merchandise.

“Oh wow, is that you Justine?”

I nodded.

“I should station you on the third floor. Those office lady addicts would rent or buy anything you recommended to them.”

I pushed up my blouse’s sleeve and checked my wrist watch.

“Oh, Nozomi’s already here.” He said, motioning towards the stairs.

I decided to walk to the eighth floor instead of taking the elevator. Thankfully my platform shoes were much easier to walk in than the white stilettos I’d worn the previous weekend.

I got to the third floor and cursed myself for not taking the elevator. Maybe my shiny black ballet pumps would have been an even better choice today. I stretched my calf muscles and walked into the third floor’s merchandise area. Maybe this office lady would take a mini-pilgrimage to Tokyo’s best collection of office lady videos.

A few customers were perusing the shelves. I decided to have some fun and warm myself up for the idol event. I approached a young guy carrying a transparent umbrella.

“Excuse me sir, do you know where I can find a video of an OL fucking her boss?”

The fan looked at me in disbelief. “Uh, there are lots of those videos here.”

I put my left index finger on my chin. “Oh.”

I looked up. “Ideally the girl should be bent over the desk. Like this.”

I bent over in a vain attempt to touch my toes. I put my right hand on my ass and tried to peer backwards towards the fan. “And I’d like to see her being fucked in the ass, like this.”

I tried hitching my skirt up but mentally cursed myself for wearing a pencil skirt that was just a little too tight. At least it was chikan-proof though.

The customer stared at my ass. “Uh, I don’t know any videos like that.”

I stood up straight and swivelled on my heels. “What video did you choose?” I asked.

He coyly handed me the video he was holding.

“She’s pretty.” I said.

He nodded.

“I’d like to do a lesbian scene with her. Those F cup boobs would be awesome to suck on.”

I handed him back ‘My Secretary Likes To Smother Me With Her Gigantic Breasts While I Try To Complete The End Of Year Accounts’.

I did a little curtsy. “Oh, I’m Justine by the way. Are you coming to my idol event? I’m going to fuck a fan. I hope he fucks me in the ass, because that makes me really horny and I might actually squirt all over the front row of fans.”

“Uh, oh… I don’t know.” He stuttered.

I brushed the sleeve of his overcoat with my fake fingernails.

“I’ll be expecting you.” I said, then turned and walked back towards the stairs.

As I turned the final set of stairs and reached the eighth floor I caught a glimpse of maybe the hottest girl I’d ever seen. She was wearing silver heels, white thigh high stockings and a shiny pink leotard. She turned around to speak to somebody and I realised she had a white pompom tail attached to the back of the leotard.

“Oh hey Justine!” She called out as soon as she spotted me. She put her rabbit’s ears headdress on. “Nyan, nyan.” She purred, balling one of her fists and stroking her imaginary whiskers.

“Isn’t that a cat?” I asked.

She laughed. “I’m Nozomi. I’m so excited about doing this shoot. Oh, I chose the leotard. I left you the matching dress. I hope that’s okay.”

I looked the outline of her pussy lips and her big hard nipples and wondered how I could ever have hidden my cock beneath the figure hugging leotard.

“That’s okay. You look great by the way.” I said, staring at her chest.

She sidled up to me and stroked my hair with her fingers. “Mmmm.” She purred. “I’d love to do a lesbian shoot with you sometime. But today we’ve got to stroke some cocks.”

She must have seen the expression on my face. “Oh I forgot you’re new. You look so hot in that OL outfit. Maybe you could wear that to start with. Most of my fans fantasise about OL’s.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. My cock was well hidden beneath my pencil skirt and Mayuri’s tight fitting panties.

A couple of fans filed past us and entered the double doors of the event room.

“So we’ll do a bit of a warm up then we’ll do a photo shoot then we’ll take some cherry boy’s virginity and finally we’ll flog some merchandise.” She said in one breath.

She looked at the table behind her. “I’m gonna try and sell 50 signed DVD’s of my last movie.”

I picked a copy off the table and took a good look at the cover.

“You can take one home if you like. I’ll sign it for you too.”

I reads the title out loud. “While My Husband Was Busy At The Office His Golf Buddies Fucked Me In All My Holes.”

I chuckled. “A hole in one for that title.”

Nozomi licked her lips. “That was my deep throat debut. I vomited all over the set. It’s going to be a huge hit on javgirls.org.”

I looked at the back cover. “I know Ruka from that site. We’ve done a couple of things together.”

Nozomi’s eyes lit up. “Oh really? Maybe you could introduce me. I’ve never fucked a transgender. Oh god that would be amazing. Imagine playing with her boobs while being penetrated by her throbbing cock. I would totally come buckets.”

Just then an assistant came up to us. “All set ladies? We’re ready for you.”

‘Ladies’. It always gave me a thrill to know I was so passable that nobody had suspected what I was packing beneath Mayuri’s panties. The wafting smell of Nozomi’s honeysuckle perfume and all that dirty talk had meant that now those two sizes too small panties were truly bursting at the seams.


Chapter 9: The Performance

We passed down the aisle and stepped onto the stage to wild applause.

“Hey guys, as you all know I’m Nozomi the BJ queen. And this is my friend Justine-chan. Justine works in an office 5 days a week. Her boss doesn’t know that on weekends she escorts her boss’s clients round town fucking their middle aged assholes with a 12 inch strap-on.”

“Huh?” I said.

Nozomi sidled up behind me and placed her hands firmly on my hips. She pushed her palms up and down my pencil skirt with such vigour I was worried she might get friction burns or my cock would be all to obvious to the observant crowd.

“This is one office lady who will definitely sharpen your pencil.” She told the audience as she knelt down and started caressing my feet.

“These shoes are so adorable and kawaii.” She said, purring with delight.

I looked down and ran my fingers through her luxurious hair. In truth, I also tried peering down her top. Her breasts were hugely popular with her fans, although a good number preferred her videos where she accentuated her shapely ass. I wondered if the number of guys who had cum all over that ass was in double or maybe even triple digits.

“Kawaii, kawaii.” The audience chanted.

Nozomi got back on her feet and walked over to the props table. She passed me a pair of rabbit’s ears. I put them on my head, making sure I didn’t knock my wig off centre.

“So, have you got any dirty stories you’d like to share with your fans?”

I put my hands up in front of my mouth feigning surprise. Actually the surprise was fairly genuine, because I had no idea Nozomi was going to low ball me with a question like that.

I had an idea. I took the microphone. “Why yes Nozomi. I worked in this store last week and something hot happened to me on the way home.”

“Oooo, do tell us the story.” Nozomi cried with glee.

I turned to the audience. “Hey guys, remember to visit every weekend. Last week I wore my blue and white sailor fuku outfit. So many guys thought I looked super hot. Well when I was going back home a chikan groped me!”

There were a couple of gasps from the audience. I saw one guy nudge his friend.

“Hey - was it you?” I asked, looking directly at the guy.

Cue for much laughter from the crowd. I carried on the story. “So after the train stopped at Kanda he lifted up my skirt. I didn’t notice as I was too busy fantasising about meeting Nozomi!”

Nozomi clapped her hands. “I hope I was worth the wait!”

I nodded and licked my lips.

Nozomi’s eyes widened. “I get loads of hassle from chikans. One time I caught the guy red handed. So I unzipped his fly and jerked him off between Shinjuku and Yoyogi stations. I got cum all over my favourite summer dress.”

“Wow.” I said. That’s not a lot of distance between those two stations.”

Nozomi winked at me. “I know. I’m the best in the business.”

Some guy in the crowd whooped.

“Didn’t you feel dirty and used?” I asked her once the audience had quietened down.

She shook her head. “Three other guys watched me do it. It was in danger of becoming an orgy. I felt so horny that as soon as I got home I dialled up an escort and fucked him three times. I doubt he was able to work for the rest of the week.”

I looked at the audience. I spotted at least two guys were fiddling with their crotches. “So that’s my dirty story. And remember guys, don’t grope girls, even if they’re as pretty as I am.”

The audience laughed.

After that we posed for some photos. The fans got busy with their camera phones, or in some cases SLR cameras with bulky lenses. My beauty pageant experience helped me a lot but I was a total amateur compared to Nozomi.

The audience seemed happy with my office lady attire but after ten minutes Nozomi disappeared out the back. Two minutes later she reappeared to huge applause. She was now wearing a pink neon bikini not much bigger than the one I had seen Nagasi wearing in here the previous weekend.

Nozomi tottered around the stage in her tiny bikini and vertiginous shiny silver four inch heels. When she turned her back to me I realised she was wearing a thong bikini, just like Miss South Korea had worn when I took part in the beauty pageant.

For a scary moment I thought I would have to wear a bikini too. But the audience seemed happy enough with my office lady ensemble. Maybe as a newbie I was afforded some extra latitude.

“Okay guys, it’s the moment you’ve all been waiting for.” Nozomi announced, and walked over to the props table. She picked up a small cardboard box covered with silver reflective paper.

She walked to the centre of the stage. “Today we have two special prizes in the draw!”

I looked at Nozomi. She must have noticed my look of total apprehension.

“Justine’s a virgin.” She announced, giving me an over-exaggerated wink. “But mind you, so are most of you guys.”

The audience laughed.

“Well two lucky guys are going to have a very good afternoon.” She announced, turning to me. “Justine will draw the first winner. The winner will get to choose which of us they go with.”

I walked forward and put my hand in the box. I spotted a lone female fan in the crowd. I mentally willed her ticket to be the one I chose. I rummaged around and pulled out a flaxen coloured ticket. I unrolled it and showed it to the audience. “Number twenty-six.”

Everybody looked at their tickets. I wasn’t sure who the winner was. All I knew is that it wasn’t the female fan, much to my disappointment.

“Number twenty-six.” Nozomi called out in a much louder voice than I had used. “Who has number twenty-six?”

A guy in the fourth row back started moving towards the central aisle.

“Oh it looks like we have a winner!” Nozomi called.

I stepped off the stage and greeted the winner. He looked to be in his late twenties and it was obvious that he was painfully shy.

I kissed him on the side of the cheek. His cheek felt rough and stubbly and not at all like the ladies I usually liked to kiss. But I had to stay totally in character. If this afternoon went well I’d be rolling in cash!

Nozomi strode to the edge of the stage. “What’s your name sweetie?”

“Er… My name’s Chikao.”

“Nice name.” She said, handing him the microphone. “Tell us who you want as your prize.”

He looked at both of us. I wondered why he hadn’t made up his mind already. Maybe he thought he’d never win.

“I… I’d like to go with Justine-chan.”

If Nozomi was disappointed then she didn’t show it. “Let’s give a round of applause for Mr Chikao-san and his new girlfriend Justine.”

Nozomi pushed the ticket box towards Chikao. “You can choose my date.”

Chikao hesitantly reached out and stuffed his right hand into the box.

“Choose me somebody who loves anime and computer games.” She said while she stood on one leg and adopted a super cute pose.

Chikao pulled out a ticket and stood rooted to the spot, staring at the two inch long side split in my office lady skirt.

“What ticket do you have sweetie?” I asked him, and he handed me the ticket. I unrolled it and gave it to Nozomi.

“Oooo, my play date is…. Number eleven.”

She didn’t have to announce the number a second time. The huge guy in the front row stood up. He was maybe in his early 30’s and he was easily twice the weight of any of the other guys in the room.

Number eleven strode forward and was ready to claim his prize.

“Hey lovely.” Nozomi called out as the guy hauled his huge ass onto the stage. “What’s your name?”

“My name’s Kenji and I’m your biggest fan!” He shouted into the microphone. The audience cheered. Nozomi hugged him but found her arms couldn’t fit much of the way round his huge frame.

At that moment the side door opened and two guys pulled an off-white chaise longues onto the stage. Nozomi looked at Kenji and I suspected she was rethinking whatever plan she had for that piece of furniture.

Kenji was eager to claim his prize and he had already taken off his overcoat and had thrown it in the direction of his chair. Now he was unbuttoning his shirt.

“Woah big boy.” Nozomi said, putting her hand on his chest. “I wanna undress you myself.”

The audience whooped with delight. I looked at my guy. He was as frozen in terror as I was frozen with inactivity. I had to do something.

I took his hand in mine and guided him onto the stage. I ushered him to the chaise longues. “Sit.” I said and Chikao sat stiffly on the chaise longues. I walked behind the seat and started pulling at his jacket. Damn, he wasn’t making it easy for me, I thought.

I glanced at Nozomi. Now Kenji was lying on the stage while Nozomi straddled him and pulled his shirt off. She was having a pretty tough time of it, given his huge girth and the fact he was now far more intent on squeezing her famous ass than trying to co-operate with her attempt to undress him.

Somehow I managed to get my guy’s jacket off, so I walked as seductively I could round to his front. I started unbuttoning his shirt. “Relax sweetie.” I whispered in his ear. “This is my first time too.”

Once his shirt was open I started massaging his chest. It was hairless and surprisingly smooth. It didn’t really turn me on as much as the thought that the audience were watching my every move.

Or maybe they weren’t watching me at all. A big cheer went up. I glanced across and Kenji was holding Nozomi’s bikini top in his hand. Nozomi cupped her breasts in her hands and feigned shock and surprise. I needed to escalate my own performance. I started unbuttoning my guy’s trousers. “No belt guy, huh.” I said, as I slid his fly zip down.

“Briefs guy though.” I said, running my left index finger’s fingernail down his smooth briefs. “Nice material.” I said. “Nylon with a hint of spandex. You’re making me horny.”

I yanked his trousers down a little and he dutifully sat up while they slid over his ass. My guy was a little skinny and weedy but at least he was more manageable than Nozomi’s guy.

There was more cheering and I saw that Kenji had pulled Nozomi’s bikini front aside and now most of the audience had caught a glimpse of her apparently completely smooth pussy.

I moved in closer to my own man. “We’ll put on a better show than they’re doing.” I said in my softest feminine voice. I pulled his trousers down his legs, pushed off his sports shoes and yanked the trousers off his legs. I rolled his socks off too for good measure. Whenever I watched pornos I always found the guys keeping their socks on was a huge turn off.

I got a little cheer when my man was almost nude, but nothing like what Kenji’s antics were doing to stoke up the baying audience.

I stood up then attempted to straddle Chikao. “Uh, I shouldn’t have worn this pencil skirt.” I said, and hitched it up as high as I dared.

“That’s better.” I said, then straddled my man and reached down to feel for his cock.

“You’re so pretty.” Chikao stuttered.

I smiled and squeezed his firming cock. “Are you sure you wanna do this?” I asked him.

I was wondering if I should ask myself the same thing.

“I… I… I need to improve my confidence.” He said.

I nodded, then leaned forward and kissed him firmly on the lips. It felt strange kissing a guy… really strange. But I was in character. I was super hot Justine, the office lady who fucked her boss’s clients for expensive jewellery and trips to Hokkaido but mostly for the fact that she just loved cocks in all three of her holes.

“Me too, honey.” I said then I sat up and slid his slinky briefs down his legs.

I briefly glanced at the audience. A few guys were intently watching our introverted boy meets girl performance. Most eyes were firmly fixated on Nozomi’s bouncing assets as she had assumed the reverse cowboy position and was bouncing up and down on Kenji’s rolls of fat.

I sat on Chikao’s lap again and I could feel his cock touching Mayuri’s panties through my pantyhose. I reached out and took my guy’s hands in my own, guiding them towards my chest. “Have a feel.” I said.

Chikao squeezed my padded bra and pile of silicone chicken fillets.

“Nice.” He cooed.

“You can squeeze harder if you like.” I said and he squeezed a little harder. “Also you can slap my ass. The harder the better. We girls love a bit of rough play.”

I leaned forward and kissed him again. Then I reached down and took his cock in my left hand. I started stroking it. I’d touched my transgender friend Ruka’s cock before, but I tended not to make a habit of touching other mens’ penises.

Chikao’s cock was surprisingly long for a shy virgin. It wasn’t the porn star tool that Ruka was endowed with, but it was pretty impressive. It was certainly longer than Kenji’s wiener sausage, although it seemed to be satisfying Nozomi given how much she was moaning. I definitely had to work on my fake orgasms.

A cheer went up and I looked across. Now Nozomi was giving her guy the blowjob of his life. Maybe I should try one too?

I knelt beside Chikao and looked at his throbbing cock. I’d never sucked a cock before. And my first ever cock sucking would happen in public. What had my life come to?

My own cock was trying to burst out of Mayuri’s panties. I found it strange that here I was in a potentially homosexual situation, but as a straight guy I was being turned on by the prospect of sucking another dude’s cock. Was this right? Was I turning bisexual? Or was crossdressing confusing me as much as it was confusing anybody who laid eyes on me?

One for the team… I thought and pushed my head towards Chikao’s member. I opened my lips and enveloped his stiff cock with my lips.

It felt strange. It was warm, and comfortable and… big.

My eyes widened and I almost gagged. I threw my head sideways as I was sure I was about to vomit.

“Sorry, you’re big.” I cried.

Chikao smiled but said nothing.

I tried again. This time I pushed my mouth over his cock and nibbled its swollen head with my teeth. I wasn’t sure if I could get used to this. Maybe I wasn’t cut out to give blowjobs.

I decided to straddle him again and massage his cock with my hand. I pulled him forward and tried to get him to massage my fake breasts. He seemed to like doing that.

I started massaging his cock with one hand and playing with his balls with my other. I looked over to what Nozomi was doing. Now she was sitting over her guy’s face while sucking his cock. She was bouncing up and down on his rolls of flesh. It looked fun but I didn’t think I was ready to let my guy suck my asshole. And what if he discovered I was a trap?

That moment I felt Chikao’s cock throb a lot more than usual and a warm sticky liquid flowed all over my hands. “Huh?” I said, looking down.

He had ejaculated all over my hand and was now looking at his penis, wondering what to do next.

At that moment there was a cheer and I glanced over at Nozomi. She had opened her mouth and let everyone see that her mouth was full of cum.

“Swallow, swallow, swallow.” Bayed the crowd.

She closed her mouth and swallowed. There was wild cheering from the audience when she opened her mouth again and showed that it was empty. She licked her lips then started fondling her breasts.

I reached into my skirt’s secret pocket and took out a tissue. I started wiping my own guy’s cum off my hands then wiped down his crotch.

“Did you enjoy that?” I asked him.

“Yeah, it was good.” He replied. “Sorry I came too quickly though.”

I leaned forward and pecked him on the forehead. “I hope you find a real girlfriend soon. Girls will love a long dick like yours.”

Nozomi walked over to me completely at ease with her nakedness. She gave me a hug, then kissed me deeply on the lips. Our tongues intertwined and my hands instinctively went down to clasp her ass. My cock pressed against her shaved pussy and I wondered if she could feel my bulge. But if she had noticed, she didn’t let on. I so badly wanted to push her onto the chaise longues there and then but I wanted to keep my secret identity intact.

“You did okay.” She whispered to me. “The cherry boys are hard work.”

She walked over to the props table and picked up a neon pink nylon spandex mix mini-dress. She slide it over her head and smoothed it down her rubenesque figure.

“Now who wants to buy a signed DVD?” She asked the audience.

Just then an assistant bundled through the double doors carrying a huge pile of random shit.

Nozomi pointed to me. “And Justine-chan will sign any other merchandise you buy today. Plus you’ll get a kiss from her if you spend more than 4000 Yen.”


Chapter 10: The Recall

I sat in the carriage of the Chuo Line train and looked inside my handbag. It was stuffed with 1000 Yen notes. This afternoon had been very lucrative but maybe also a little disappointing. Sure, I was passable and nobody seemed to have guessed I was a guy. But Nozomi had totally upstaged me and had sold three times as much merchandise as I had managed. I wondered if the store would ever want me to go back.

The guy sat opposite me was staring at my skirt, hoping for a crotch sighting. I opened my legs a little, eager to oblige. He shuffled in an attempt to hide his trouser bulge.

I crossed my legs so he could get a better view of my upper thighs. If I’d have worn stockings instead of pantyhose then he’d have had an even better voyeuristic experience.

The train trundled into Ichigaya station. I hitched up my skirt a little. Just then my phone buzzed. I rummaged inside my handbag and found it hidden beneath the piles of cash. It was a message from Akio:

Hey Justin,

Your girl did great today. Can you send her tomorrow? We need more staff. No idol stuff, just floor walking.

P.S. We’re running a co-event with the cafe next door. Can ur girl dress as a maid?

Akio.

I smiled. Maybe I wasn’t totally useless after all, although I felt disappointed not to be asked to do another event.

I slept pretty well that night, although much to my disappointment I didn’t dream about Nozomi and her staggeringly amazing ass. Thankfully I didn’t dream about my lame attempt at fan service either.

I walked into my spare room and took my black and white maid outfit out of the wardrobe and sniffed the starched cotton material. I hadn’t worn it in a while, although I had worn it in public many times. In Tokyo crossdressing wasn’t all that taboo. People were kind of used to seeing guys dressed as maids. It was such a common fetish that the website I bought my own costume from actually made them in guy sizes. Most of the customers’ photos of the outfits they’d bought were of guys too.

I liked the maid outfit because it was just the thing for the variable spring weather we were having. The long sleeves would keep my arms warm and the knee length dress was long enough to keep the chikans at bay on the train.

But what legwear to wear with it?

I’d definitely wear my sissy gothic shoes again with it. They gave me a much needed height boost that I always enjoyed, plus they naturally went with the maid outfit.

I hunted around the tangle of legwear at the bottom of the wardrobe, and pulled out my black 8 clasp suspender belt. I would use it to hold up my semi-opaque 30 denier stockings. Most cosplayers wore knee length frilly socks with their maid outfits, but I would break with convention and wear stockings and a suspender belt.

I hunted around in the second pile of clothing in the wardrobe and pulled out a small black wet look g-string. I was a little bored of panties and Mayuri’s knickers would have to go in the laundry. Today I’d wear a g-string, because there wasn’t too much chance of anyone trying to grope me beneath my billowing white frilly maid dress.


Chapter 11: The Shoplifter

Akio was unboxing some DVDs when I walked in the store. “Hey Justine.” He called out, then reached for his pricing gun.

I put my handbag behind the counter. “What do you want me to do today, master?”

He laughed. “Glad to see you’re in character.”

I played with some of the ruffles on the hem of my dress. He put the pricing gun down again. “Today we’re running a cross-promotion with the maid cafe next door. Customers spend money in there, they get a voucher for here, and vice versa. We’ll probably be pretty busy, so I just need you to keep an eye on the floors. Oh, remember to check out the fourth floor as it has a lot of maid stuff. There’ll probably be a lot of guys milling around. Maybe we’ll get some female customers too. You might need to help them choose maid outfits.”

He took a DVD out of the box and inspected the cover. “Of course, most of the customers who buy maid outfits want to wear them themselves. We actually stock guy sizes, can you imagine that?”
I chuckled nervously. He still didn’t seem to know I was a trap. I peered at the box but he seemed coy about showing me the DVDs.

“Some merchandise for this afternoon’s event.” He said.

“Oh.” I replied, taking a DVD out of the box. I looked at the cover and immediately wished I hadn’t. “Ugh.” I grimaced, putting my hand in front of my mouth. “Do people really get off on that?”

He nodded. “We don’t do too many of these events due to hygiene but they’re very popular. At 20,000 Yen per ticket they’re a huge money spinner. If I get chance I’ll introduce you to Minami and Kita.”

I put the DVD back in the box. “Well make sure they wash their hands first.”

He chuckled. “That’s why we have the maid theme today.”

At lunchtime I went to the maid cafe next door. I got some pretty good service from the maids, as they were eager to please a fellow maid. Some of their other male customers were dressed as maids too, although I took pride in the fact that I was far and away the most passable.

I left the cafe clutching my discount voucher for the video store. As I left the stairwell and entered the fourth floor I clutched my chest. The tomato omelet had definitely not gone down well. The maids were great at posing for photos and playing boardgames, but their cooking skills left much to be desired. I secretly hoped that Minami and Kita had eaten there, as it would definitely enhance their afternoon’s performance.

I walked to the aisle containing the maid outfits. There were three customers looking at the clothing. For once we had a heterosexual couple in the store, and not just a bunch of loner guys. The couple must have been in their early 20’s, but I couldn’t be sure if they were shopping for him or for her.

There was a guy on his own too. He was also in his early 20’s. He looked furtive, like a shy crossdresser.

I slid down the aisle, trying not to disturb the couple.

I quickened my pace, then grabbed the arm of the single guy as he rounded the corner of the aisle.

“Hey. I saw you. Would you mind putting those back?” I cried.

He sheepishly reached inside his coat and fished out half a dozen pairs of panties.

“Uh, I’m sorry.” He said, “I’m a student. I don’t have much money.”

I looked at the panties. “Huh? Wow, they are expensive.”

The guy looked down at my feet. “Will you report me? My parents will be furious. They think I’m in the university library preparing for my end of semester exams.”

“Well I’m a merciful maid.” I said. “I tell you what, I’ll put these back on the display but you can have a little gift from me. Just remember to come back to the store and spend big once you have a high paying salaryman job in Shimbashi.”

He nodded. “I will, mistress.”

I chuckled, and put the panties back on the display rack.

I put my hands under my dress and reached for my g-string. I hitched it down over my suspenders and slid it down my legs.

“Lucky for you I’m a slutty maid today. I’m wearing my panties over my stockings.” I said with a wink.

“Wow.” He said, his eyes widening with anticipation.

My tiny black g-string slid to the floor. I stepped out of it then stooped and picked it up. “You can have these.” I said. “Just hide them from your girlfriend as I don’t want her coming after me.”

“I will.” He said, giving me an honorific bow.

I hovered around the fourth floor, occasionally giving advice to the many guys who were interested in the maid outfits.

Luckily my dress was so voluminous that there wasn’t too much chance of anyone noticing a cock bulge. I was free hanging and rather enjoying the experience.

I noticed two tall guys in sharp suits were hassling a short guy with glasses and a bowl head haircut.

“Is anything the matter here, gentlemen?” I asked them in the sternest voice I could muster.

They laughed. The slightly shorter guy looked me straight in the eye. “This dweeb was looking at panties.”

The tallest guy laughed again. “Yeah, maybe he’s got bored of wearing his mommy’s panties.”

“Panties? This guy probably still wears diapers.” Cracked the first guy.

“Well if you want to pick on someone then pick on me.” I said, immediately regretting what I’d just said.

“Good idea.” Said the taller guy. “I’d love a maid fuck doll.”

“Maids are dirty.” The other guy added. “I dated a maid cafe girl once. She loved my cock in her ass. One time I went there after closing time and we fucked on every table in the cafe. She made me cum in the next day’s cake mix.”

I put my hand to my mouth, then turned to the short guy. “Scram.” I said, and he bolted down the aisle towards the stairs.

“You’re a bad man. I might have to punish you.” I said, looking up. Even with my platform heels both guys towered over me.

“Yeah?” said the tallest guy, walking towards me. He sidled up to me and put a firm arm around my waist. Then he whispered in my ear. “When do you get off work? You can come back to my place in Asakusa. I’ve got a sex swing and a water bed.”

He lowered his arm and gave my ass a firm squeeze. “Very nice. I bet you love a cock in your ass. You prissy maids, you’re all the same. Prim and proper in public, but a total whore in the bedroom.”

He knelt down beside me. “We’re off to see those two whores defile themselves on the eighth floor, but before we go I wanna check out my date for tonight.”

He lifted up my maid dress before I had a chance to bat him away. This outfit made me too damn submissive.

His friend gasped. “Fucking hell a new-half!”

The tall guy peered under my billowy dress. “Oh fuck.” He cried, and staggered backwards.

“I think I’m going to vomit.” Said his friend.

“Me too.”

“Uh, sorry, no disrespect and all that.” He said.

“That’s just wrong, a guy passing himself off as a girl.” The slightly shorter guy muttered. “Come on, let’s go and watch some real girls.”

They disappeared round the corner of the aisle and I smoothed the front of my dress down and sat down on a little yellow stool.

My head was spinning. That was a pretty strange incident, but at least I’d got off relatively unscathed. I resolved to talk to a member of the event staff and make sure the tall guys got seats in the front row for Minami and Kita’s performance. That would be some sweet revenge.

Just then, the short guy who was being bullied by the other guys came up to me.

“Uh, Miss.” He called out. I stood up and he held out a DVD.

“Would you mind signing my DVD for me?”

I took the DVD and immediately recognised it. “Oh, wow, you recognised me from Femme Fatale Driller Doll With a Penis.”

He nodded. “It’s my all time favourite AV movie. That scene in the boat shed when the guy gets out of control and cums all over you, that was amazing.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, that wasn’t faked. He was a monster.”

I leaned in closer. “So, uh, can you keep it a secret? I tell you what, I’ll sign your copy for you once you leave the store.”

He smiled. “Your secret’s safe with me. Actually I like crossdressing when I watch AV movies. I have the exact same military outfit you wore for that movie. It took me ages to find it.”

“Yeah, I still have that one in my wardrobe. Ruka’s still badgering me to shoot the sequel.”

His eyes lit up. “Wow, another movie? That would be so awesome. I mean there were so many hot ladies in that movie but you looked better than all of them. And you looked so hot lying on the bed in your stockings. I so wanted to be you in that scene.”

I raised my dress and gave him a brief glimpse of my stocking tops. “Actually I’m wearing stockings today.”

“Wow, that’s amazing.” He drooled.

I lowered my dress and started walking towards the stairs. “Well let’s pay for this then I’ll pop outside and sign it for you.”

“Cool.” He said, closely following me.

“I was also wearing panties but I gave them away.”

“Really?”

I nodded. “Yeah. I’ll remember to wear two pairs of panties next time I’m in here.”

We reached the cash desk. Akio reached out for the DVD and glanced at the cover. He looked at me then back at the cover, but if he recognised me he didn’t say anything.

The fan paid and I took a marker pen out of the pot by the cash desk. When I was out of sight of Akio I scribbled my name on the cover and drew a heart. “Enjoy the movie.” I said, then walked back through the store.

“Hey, Justine.” Akio called out.

I walked back over to the cash desk.

“If you want to make some money you could be the prize in our mid-week draw.”

“Oh?” I said.

He started playing with an anime figure on the desk. “Yeah, we’ll pay you 50% of the kitty. It’s likely to be a good payout as we have idol events on both Monday and Tuesday, so the shop will be full of guys with money to burn.”

I adjusted the big bow on the front of my dress, mentally cursing the gropers. “So what do I have to do?”

“Uh, fan service.”

“Fan service?” I asked.

“Literally. But this time you visit the fan in their home and give them a good servicing. They’re allowed one shot. Oh, and we record it on tape. We usually use them in compilations. You’ll get a cut of the sales too.”

I licked my lips. I loved money almost as much as I loved buying cute outfits. “Sounds good.”

Akio pressed too hard on the figure and her head tumbled off and onto the counter. “Usually you don’t have to do too much. They’re usually cherry boys and they don’t take long to cum. Be creative though and you’ll develop a cult following.”

I nodded. “I could do with the money, and my diary’s clear for Wednesday.”

“Great. I’ll give your manager a call when the details are finalised. Oh, and bring an STD certificate. We’ll test the punter too. No condoms this time - the audience doesn’t go in for them.”


Chapter 12: The Fan Service

I was riding the train out to one of Tokyo’s northern suburbs. I checked the piece of paper with the address again. The winner was a 20 year old guy called Haruto. He was a university student studying electronics and still lived at home with his parents. That almost guaranteed him to be an otaku, and presumably a virgin too.

I decided to wear my sailor outfit that I’d worn the first time I worked in the video store. I was certainly getting a lot of stares from my fellow passengers but I thought it was mostly due to my long blue and purple wig.

I rotated my ankles, and was thankful I had just been able to grab a seat after a few people left the train at the previous station. These white stilettos weren’t hugely comfortable, especially when I had to make such a long journey. I should really have used some of the cash from the job to pay for a taxi, but I had my mom’s frugality genes that hindered anything as frivolous as that.

I walked out of Kitayono station. Mercifully the fan’s apartment was only a couple of hundred metres away. I cursed the Japanese address system and started walking in the vague direction of where I thought the apartment building was.

“Oh hey, Justine.” A guy called out from the third floor of a nearby apartment building.

I looked up and waved. The camera guy had come here early to set up the lighting.

I walked along the balcony area towards the fan’s apartment.

“Oh, if you don’t mind doing that walk again.” The camera guy said. “We’d like to capture everything, start to finish.”

I nodded and turned around to retrace my steps. “Do you want me to whistle or something?”

“No.” He called out. “Just do a sexy walk and show a look of deep anticipation.”

I walked back towards the guy’s apartment with my best look of anticipation. I wasn’t too sure what I was anticipating, beyond maybe getting another load of sticky cum all over my hands.

“Now knock on the door.” The camera guy said, holding the steadicam and creeping back for a lingering shot of me standing outside the guy’s door.

I knocked on the door a couple of times.

The door opened almost immediately. A guy appeared wearing a grey full length bathrobe and furry brown slippers. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but maybe not this.

“Mr Haruto-san?” I asked him.

“Yes.” He answered. He was stockier than my last guy, and maybe two or three inches taller than I was. Dare I say it but he was also much more attractive than my last fan.

“I heard you’re my biggest fan. Is that true?” I asked.

He nodded. I strode forward and grabbed for his cock.

“Wow, you’re right. You are my biggest fan!” I leaned up and kissed him on the cheek. “Let’s go inside and see how much you really adore me.”

“And cut.” Said the cameraman. He turned to me. “Wow, that was excellent Justine. And Haruto, you did really well. You know if you do well with this movie there’s a chance we could use you again. The gaffer’s always needing more guys for those 50 or 100 guy bukkake movies.”

He motioned for us to go inside. “I’ve set up the lighting in the bedroom. I told Haruto not to move anything.”

We stepped inside. “Uh, should I take my shoes off?” I asked.

The camera guy looked at my white stilettos. “Leave ‘em on for now. They’ll help us appeal to the shoe fetish guys.”

I nodded in agreement. “I always hate it when the actress takes her heels off for the sex scene.”

The guy shot me a puzzled look, as if he was wondering why a girl who had just started in the business was so knowledgeable about AV movies.

We walked into Haruto’s bedroom. It was a typical otaku crib, with a computer resting on a wooden desk, and shelving adorned with one eighth sized anime girls and the odd heavily armoured robot. The camera guy had set up a couple of lights that were pointing in the direction of the small single bed.

I spotted a couple of used tissues on the floor. “Wow, it’s certainly authentic in here.”

Haruto looked nervously at where I was looking. “Don’t worry, you’ve got a real girl to play with now.” I said, giving him a nervous smile.

“Okay guys we’d better start shooting. Justine, do whatever comes naturally. And Haruto, you can shoot one load. Try not to cum in Justine as we’d prefer it if you blew your load somewhere visible, preferably on her body or in her mouth. Oh, and there’s just one golden rule - don’t look at the camera.”

He turned to me. “Justine ticked all the boxes on her consent form. So you can do anything you can like with her.”

I gulped. I didn’t dare say I didn’t know the meaning of half the acronyms. I just assumed a cherry boy wouldn’t treat me that roughly.

The camera guy started filming. I put my arms around Haruto and raised my right leg in a cute pose. Then I kissed him on the cheek. “Thanks for inviting me round.” I said. “Maybe we can play computer games together.”

I stood back and rubbed my crotch. “But first I want to play with you. I’m so horny. I started rubbing myself on the train. I almost came but then it was your stop.”

I looked at his crotch, then stepped around him and put my arms round his waist. “You’re so strong. I need a strong man to care for me. I’m a really naughty girl.”

I reached for the drawstring holding his robe together. I untied it then pulled it out of the loops. “Maybe later you can tie me up with this.” I said, and motioned for him to rotate sideways.

His robe flapped open and I could see his bare, hairless chest. I leaned forward and rubbed my left hand around his chest. “Wow, have you been working out?” I purred.

I knelt down and opened his robe more fully. I ran a finger down his sheer red briefs. “Oooo I like these.” I cooed. “They’re so sexy. I’m glad you wore something special for me. Too many of my fans wear boring cotton boxers or trunks.”

I leaned forward and licked his briefs with my tongue. I could feel his cock stiffening and it was struggling to stay contained within the tight fitting material. He seemed big too - even bigger than the last guy.

“Why don’t you slip your robe off?” I asked him.

He did as I asked and I stood up and squeezed his biceps. “Very nice. I love it when my fans take care of their bodies.”

I reached down and grabbed his buttocks. “What’s this?” I asked. “Turn around.”

He did a robotic twirl and my eyes lit up. “Wow, you’re wearing a thong. That’s so hot.”

“Am I wearing a thong? I can’t remember what I put on this morning. Take a look, will you?”

Haruto bent down and lifted the back of my skirt. “Wow, you are too.” He said.

I nodded, then turned and pushed him in the direction of the bed. “Let’s fuck.”

Haruto lay down on the bed. I sat on the edge of the bed and massaged his briefs. “These are so nice,” I said, pulling them down. “but they’re better off than on.”

My fan’s cock sprang up. I started massaging his balls. “It’s nice that you’ve shaved them for me.”

I jerked his cock a few times, but then stopped because I didn’t want him to cum too early. They would only record my fan shooting one load. I wondered how Nagisa had managed to stretch out her latest fan encounter to over thirty five minutes. That seemed incredible to me.

I leaned over him and decided to start licking his ball sack. Ugh, it felt completely alien. Haruto leaned forward and tried to squeeze my breasts.

“You like titties?” I asked him, cupping his head in my hand. Then I pulled him forward and buried his head in my still fully clothed chest.

“Mmmm” he mumbled, and I could feel his arms flailing around my back trying to reach for my bra. It was a fruitless hunt because I still had my blouse on. I’d have to escalate things a bit though. I couldn’t do another CFNM scene, as popular as they were.

I pushed his head back on the bed. His eyes widened but I sensed he was enjoying me being in command. I didn’t ask him if he was a virgin, but he seemed to instinctively know what he was doing. He started grabbing my skirt. I pushed a hand on his chest. “Wait a moment.” I said and stood up. I unclipped the side fastener on my pleated skirt’s waistband then pulled it down over my hips.

Now I was standing next to the bed in my bra, blouse, black thong briefs, white knee length socks and my shiny white stilettos. I wondered if I should take my shoes off. I didn’t want to look at the camera guy, as for extra authenticity they preferred to shoot scenes in a single take.

Haruto leaned over and grabbed my ass.

“Oooo, cheeky.” I said.

“Your ass is amazing.” He said, and reached between my buttocks to feel the material of my thong.

“It’s similar to your thong.” I said, worrying that his roaming hands might touch the thing that was nestling between my legs. Pretty soon I was sure it would escape, but if I was skillful enough then I could remain undetected.

I pushed his hands away then climbed onto the bed and straddled him. I reached down and massaged his cock a few times to make sure he was fully erect.

I reached down and rubbed his nipples between my thumb and index fingers. Then I leaned over some more and kissed him full on the lips. “Make love to me, beloved fan.” I said.

I pushed my ass down onto his swollen cock and started riding him. “Don’t cum yet, you’ve got to make me orgasm first.”

He gazed into my eyes. “You’re so fucking hot! I want to marry you.” He said, then reached for my crotch. Before I knew what was going on he had his hands inside my thong panties and his probing fingers were searching for my pussy.

“Huh?” he said as he reached between my legs and pulled my swelling cock forwards. It flopped out of the side of my panties.

He stared at my cock.

“Wow, you’re a trap?”

I nodded. He blinked a few times.

“You’re alright with it?” I asked him.

He gazed into my eyes, then sat up. I worried he was going to abandon the shoot, but before I had chance to react he pushed my onto the bed and started unbuttoning my blouse.

“I can’t believe you’re a trap. A sexy trap.”

He pulled my blouse open and stared at my belly.

“Nice chain.” He said then tweaked my belly button.

He ran his fingers up and down my belly. “You’re so soft.”

Then he touched my penis. “This isn’t soft though.”

“You like it?” I asked him.

“I… I’ve never touched another guy’s penis before. Sorry girl.”

“It’s yours.” I said. “Do whatever you want with it.”

He bent over me and started sucking my cock. I was aware of the camera guy moving in closer.

Haruto coughed and withdrew. “Sorry, I’m not sure if I’m doing it right.”

“It felt good.” I said and that was the honest truth. I wasn’t sure if this was gay. I mean I was in character as a girl and despite being a guy Haruto was actually pretty damned cute. Maybe I needed to get a toyboy lover. The rest of my life was pretty fucked up so maybe it wouldn’t make a great deal of difference.

Haruto kept sucking my cock. I somehow doubted that he was a virgin. Maybe he wasn’t even exclusively heterosexual.

“I could suck yours too.” I said.

He mumbled something.

“Huh?”

He sat up. “It’s okay. Sucking cock is good.”

“You could go deeper if you want. Kneel on the floor and we’ll give it a go.”

I pulled the pillow off the bed and threw it beside the bed.

Then I remembered something. “Kneel on there.”

I stood up and walked over to retrieve his gown’s waist cord. I walked behind him then bound his wrists together. “Now you’re my true fuck slave.”

“Okay mistress.” He said obligingly.

I was wondering what would happen when two submissives met. Probably something like this I figured. I took my blouse off and then unhooked my bra. All my silicone chicken fillets tumbled out onto the floor.

“I’m sorry, I don’t have real boobs.” I said.

“It’s okay mistress, I understand. Really I’m more interested in your cock anyway.”

I nodded and manoeuvred myself into position so that he could suck on my dick. As he took it in his mouth I pushed on his head. He gagged a little.

“Okay?” I asked him.

He mumbled something unintelligible.

I started thrusting and he put his hands around my ass and pushed me even deeper into his mouth.

“Wow, you’re a good fan.” I said. “This feels so good.” I wasn’t lying. I was pretty sure this was the best BJ I’d ever experienced. I wondered if he was an experienced actor and not just a regular fan.

My balls slapped against his chin and he was relentless in his sucking. I felt his tongue darting around my shaft and felt an overwhelming sense of power. He could have thrown me out of his house in revulsion at finding I wasn’t a true girl with boobs and a tight little pussy, but here he was so infatuated with me that he was completely okay with the fact that I was actually a guy.

I felt my balls tighten and unable to stop myself I spurted cum right down the back of his throat.

He gagged and withdrew. He had a brief coughing fit and I wondered if he would recover.

He spat out a few droplets of cum.

My head was still pounding from my hard orgasm. “Fuck, that was amazing.” I said.

“Now I should suck your dick.”

I turned round and untied him. “And you should tie me up.”

He bound my wrists behind my back and I knelt on the pillow. His cock was throbbing with expectation. He pushed it into my mouth. It had more girth than my last fan’s and had a saltier taste.

I started sucking him, eager to appear just as good at oral sex as he was.

Suddenly I heard a commotion behind me.

“Oh my god! Oh my god!” A woman was screaming.

Haruto withdrew his cock from my mouth and I turned round. I forgot my arms were tied together and I lost my balance and clattered onto the floor. I looked up and a middle aged woman was stood in the doorway of the bedroom, her mouth open in abject horror.

“Mom?” my fan said in a strange, strangled voice.

“Uh… uh… what’s going on?” she asked, looking down at my exposed penis.

“Oh… I… Won the experience in a raffle.”

“You won? What? You won a gay man? And what are all these clothes? Why is he wearing heels? And why is that guy filming you?”

Haruto stood rooted to the spot, covering his manhood with his hands.

His mom turned and walked away. “I’m going to my sister’s. Be sure to clean up before your father comes home.”

Haruto bent down and picked me up off the floor. “Are you okay?” He asked.

I nodded. “Maybe you can untie me. I feel a bit traumatised.”

I looked at the bed. “Maybe we can spoon for a while.”

He lead me onto the bed for a while and we lay facing each other kissing and massaging each other’s cocks.

“You’re so manly.” I said.

“You’re so cute.” He replied, then pushed his tongue deep into my mouth. I felt a wave of deep eroticism surge through my body. This felt dirty and so wrong, but I wanted the moment to last forever.

I wriggled closer to my fan and was aware of the camera guy moving in closer for the money shot.

I pumped Haruto’s cock with increased vigour. At last he came, shooting streams of cum between our intertwined bodies.

“Huh, I hope your mom doesn’t notice the stains on your bed sheet.”

Haruto squeezed my ass firmly. “I just wonder how I can explain my fascination for sexy traps.”

I kissed him on the chin and sat up.

“And cut.” Said the camera guy. “Well done, that was one of the best scenes I’ve shot in a long time.”

I scraped a dollop of my fan’s cum off the bed sheets then put it in my mouth. “Something to remember you by.” I said.

I started dressing. “Let’s swap thong panties.”

He gave me his briefs. “I’ll keep yours forever.”

“Me too.” I said.


Chapter 13: Epilogue

I lay on my futon and rubbed my left hand against my stockings. It felt like a special afternoon, so I decided to wear my almost invisible 10 denier black stockings with my heavy duty 8 clasp suspender belt. I was also wearing a plain black padded sports bra and a strappy orange dress I’d bought in a London high street store then stashed away in the back of my wardrobe for almost three years.

For the third time this week I thought about whether I should close my detective agency. I mean, I used to work for the police. I could be a pretty great detective. But I’d had almost no genuine cases. And although the latest customer talked vaguely of needing a store detective, what he really seemed to want was a cute girl to keep his customers handing over fistfuls of 1000 Yen notes.

I chuckled at the thought of catching one shoplifter. I wasn’t a complete failure at being a store detective.

I looked again at the package that had just arrived for me downstairs and was now resting on my belly. Inside the small sized cardboard box were three plastic containers of feminizing pills.

I was cute and super passable but I’d figured it was time to become even more feminine. A surge of excitement flowed through my body at the thought of getting real, natural breasts. They might not be big, they might not be as incredible as Nozomi’s were, but they would be mine and they would be real.

My phone buzzed. “Moshi moshi.” I said.

“Oh hey Justine, it’s Akio.”

“Oh hi, how are you.”

“I’m good. Look I thought you might want to know your fan service video has proven to be really popular. Nozomi’s segment is a fan favourite, but people are really raving about yours.’
“Cool. I did love Nozomi’s segment. Gone in 100 seconds was an inspiring title.”

“Yeah, that guy couldn’t hold it in. I’m not surprised given her legendary deep throating capabilities, but the guy blowing his load inside two minutes doesn’t make for a great AV movie. Thank goodness Nagisa edged her guy for an eternity.”

He coughed and I wondered if he was smoking while talking to me. “Well anyway, if you want to do any more idol shoots then let us know. Who knew you were a new-half? My mind is blown. As you know, sexy traps are big business right now. We’ve cleared out half the sixth floor to make way for you girls.”

“Thanks.” I said, putting the cardboard box onto the floor by the futon.

Akio coughed again. “Yeah we’ve decided to ditch a lot of the uniform stuff. Air hostesses, police women, sexy dentists, they’re all so 2008.”

I looked down at my bottles of pills and thought about how much more crazy my fans would go once they felt how soft and feminine I felt. Maybe I could become as famous and as wealthy as my transgender friend Ruka. Heaven knows what I would tell my parents though once I sprouted breasts and my hair grew out. It was fortunate that they lived 6,000 miles away for most of the year.

I sat up and looked towards the window. “I look forward to my next idol shoot. Doing some real sexy trap stuff would be awesome.”

“Cool, I’ll be in touch.” Akio said, and hung up.

I looked at the cardboard box again, and wondered if the pills would work as well as the reviews had claimed.
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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 2: The Case of the Chaotic Beauty Pageant

This is another 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 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!”
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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.

Browse my entire collection of exhibitionism, crossdressing and feminization books here: https://amazon.com/author/cccollette


About the Author

I’m CC Collette. I write steamy tales of feminization, crossdressing, voyeurism and exhibitionism.

Check out my Amazon author page for a list of my other titles. You can also email me at cc@thecczone.com or visit theCCzone.com where you can find story trivia and more.
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