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Chapter 1: The Hotel

“Yeah, I’m almost at the hotel. I’ll talk to you later.” Kevin threw his mobile phone on the passenger seat of his company car.

He’d been driving for almost five hours and these winding country roads were a nightmare, so he let out a huge sigh of relief as he entered the town.

He cheered as he spotted the sea, then he let out a “Phwoar!” as he saw a couple of young women wearing bikinis and eating ice creams. He was from Wakefield where the local women hardly ever wore bikinis in the town.

Following his satnav’s instructions, he drove down the High Street then pulled into the hotel’s car park. He noticed a pub across the road called The Cross Keys, and made a mental note to visit it later.

He retrieved his best business suit from the back of his company car and slung his sports bag over his shoulder. The grey gravel of the car park crunched underfoot as he made his way over to the hotel’s entrance. He entered the reception and looked around. The hotel was shabby, very shabby. There were unexplained stains on the worn carpet, and all of the brown furniture had scrapes and bumps. The woodchip wallpaper was straight out of the 80’s and Kevin wondered if the place had ever been redecorated since it was built.

He peered over the reception desk in the direction of the office. Nobody seemed to be around. He rang the bell then waited.

He heard the stairs creaking and looked to his left.

A chubby Asian woman with caramel skin and jet black long hair was making her way down the stairs.

“You must be Kevin.” She said, looking him up and down.

“Yes, I made the reservation. I’m on business here.” He replied, dropping his bag down and carefully placing his suit on top.

She casually walked behind the reception and took a large key off a hook. She smiled, but Kevin was more interested at staring at her pneumatic bosom poking out of her mostly unbuttoned blouse. He was pretty sure she had implants.

“You’re in 102.” She said, handing him the key. “Breakfast is from 7 till 9.”

She smiled again and watched motionless as Kevin picked up his belongings and walked over to the staircase. He could feel her eyes following him until he turned the corner and was out of sight.

Strange woman, he thought, but not unattractive.

He dumped his stuff in his room. It was dated, but the bed looked comfortable and at least there was a flat screen television. Maybe he’d be lucky and find something sexy to watch, but for now he was going to see what food and local beers The Cross Keys had on offer.


Chapter 2: Caught in the Act

Kevin took a can of beer out of the room’s fridge and switched the television on. It was playing the usual mid-week shite.

He kept flipping channels and was surprised that such a crummy hotel had so many channels.

He flipped to channel 57. A busty Asian lady wearing a white and red striped bikini was being interviewed. This looked like something worth watching.

“I want to help building an animal hospital in Phuket.” The lady was explaining in heavily accented English.

The camera turned to get a side view of her and a surge of hormones rushed through Kevin’s body as he realised she was wearing a thong.

He unfastened his pyjama fly and reached inside for his stiffening cock. The camera cut to a scene with the hot girl and a more conservatively dressed exotic beauty.

His phone rang. “Hey mate.” He said.

“You all set for tomorrow, Kev?” His sales buddy Terry asked.

“Yeah, everything’s ready. Now I’m just chilling.”

Terry paused. “Are you watching Miss Asian Fashion Queen as well?”

Kevin uttered an “uh, huh.”

Terry chuckled. “I always thought you had yellow fever. By the way, the hotel owner’s from Thailand. She’s got a great figure, but I don’t know if you’re into BBW’s.”

“Uh, yeah. She’s nice. She smiled a lot at me.” Kevin replied, thinking of the busty hotel owner he’d met a few hours earlier.

“So who’s your favourite in this pageant? I had a good jerk off session when Miss Vietnam was on screen earlier. She’s really fucking hot.”

Kevin stroked his cock in one hand while holding his mobile in his other.

Terry sounded animated. “This girl on now, Miss Korea. Did you see she’s wearing a thong. Fucking hell, that ass is incredible.”

Kevin nodded. “I noticed. Her friend’s hot too. Miss Tajikistan.”

“Where the fuck is that?” Terry asked.

“I don’t know but I wonder if they want to buy some marine pumps?” Kevin replied, looking over to his briefcase already packed for tomorrow’s sales pitch.

“You’ve gone quiet.” Terry observed. “You wanking while you’re talking to me?” He asked.

Kevin laughed. “Miss Tajikistan’s legs - fuck me. They’re out of this world.”

He looked up at the screen. Miss Tajikistan was sat on a beach picnic table and was swinging her legs while cuddling up to Miss South Korea. They were making cute love symbols with their hands.

“Well I’ll leave you to it.” Terry replied. “Don’t get spunk on the bedsheets.”

Kevin laughed. “I’ll let you know how the pitch goes tomorrow.”

“Cheers.” Terry said, and hung up.

Kevin looked back at the screen. Now Miss Tajikistan and South Korea were walking down a tropical looking seafront with the setting sun casting long shadows between the towering palm trees. He didn’t know whether to focus on Korea’s peachy ass or Tajikistan chiselled calf muscles.

There was a knock at the door. Kevin sat up and withdrew his hand from inside his pyjama fly. At that moment the door opened and a woman’s head popped round the door.

It was the hotel owner.

“Okay?” She asked him.

Kevin nodded. “Uh huh.”

“I brought you some warm milk.” May said, boldly entering into the room like she owned the place. Which of course she did.

Kevin propped himself up against the pillow. May glanced at his crotch. Kevin followed her gaze. Fuck, he thought. He realised that his still almost fully erect cock was poking out of his pyjama fly.

May calmly put the cup and saucer on his side table. Kevin thought he’d got away with it.

May looked at the bed, then calmly picked up the remote control and gripped it like it was an erect cock.

“You know, that Miss Tajikistan you’ve been watching is a ladyboy.”

Kevin grimaced. He’d been masturbating to a guy?

He looked at May.

“Yes it’s true. He’s a man dressed as lady.”

She looked at his fly then back at the screen.

“Why aren’t you pleasuring yourself to Miss Thailand?”

Kevin looked at the screen.

“Well?”

“You only pleasure yourself when you watch other men?”

Kevin could feel his cock shrinking at the thought of having carnal thoughts over a man, albeit a pretty cute one. But his cock was having second thoughts about hibernating. This hotel owner was actually pretty hot.

“Are you looking at my breasts?” May asked him.

Kevin was shocked at her directness. He thought Asian women were usually sweet and demure and, well, submissive.

“Are we all fucktoys to you?” She asked, as she walked over to the bathroom.

She looked around then switched the light off.

“Good, the bathroom looks clean.” She said. “You’d be surprised how many guests masturbate in the bathroom and then I have to clean their cum off the floor and the walls.”

She walked towards the door. “Sweet dreams.” She said and carefully closed the door.


Chapter 3: The Nightdress

Kevin staggered back from the pub.

It had been a good day. His presentation went well. Despite the crummy hotel Terry had booked for him he’d had a decent night’s sleep. The owner bringing him some warm milk might have helped. He also thought that blowing his load over some bikini clad Asians probably helped too - even if one or more of them was a guy.

He fumbled with the front door lock. Now he would have to stay in this shithole for a few nights while the clients decided if they wanted more details from him.

Kevin dropped the key and it clattered into the iron grate.

“Fuck this shit!” He shouted.

He saw a light go on behind the reception. May appeared, still wrapping a satin dressing gown around her waist. Kevin stared through the glass door at her smooth caramel coloured legs and wondered if he’d be able to jerk off to hot Asian women again tonight.

May unlocked the door. “What’s all this noise, young man?”

Kevin reached down in another failed attempt to retrieve his keys. “Uh, sorry, I went to the pub.”

May looked him up and down. “I can see that.”

At last he retrieved the keys from the grate. As he looked up he realised May was likely to be completely nude under her gown.

He grinned at her.

“Why you looking at my body?” She asked him. “I thought you only liked men.”

“Uh, I ah…” Kevin stuttered but his head was spinning with alcohol and the thought of getting a big fat commission bonus and busty Asian women who might or might not have had cocks beneath their bikinis.

“Come inside.” May said, putting her arm around him and ushering him inside.

“Now go to your room and rest.” She said, as she shuffled back behind the reception desk in her slippers.

“Yeah, goodnight.” He called and staggered up the stairs towards his room.

Mercifully the key slid into the lock first time, and he stumbled into his room.

He switched the light on. Something was wrong, he thought.

Yeah, the wardrobe was open and he realised that all his clothes were gone. There was something on the bed too.

He flipped his shoes off and went to the bathroom to relieve his bursting bladder. Fuck Terry for booking me this shit hotel, he thought. The owner was weird and now it looked like she’d been fiddling with his stuff.

He stuffed his penis back into his trunks and pulled the flush. He went over to the wardrobe to retrieve his pyjamas. They were gone. As were all of his other clothes. Spare socks, spare trunks, his best suit, shirts, and ties, all of it was gone.

Kevin shrugged his shoulders. Was it possible May had taken all of his clothes to iron them or something?

He yawned. It has been a really long day. Tomorrow would be easier, once he got some sleep.

He sat on the bed and picked up the black clothing that had appeared on the corner of the bed. It unfurled as he lifted it up and he realised it was a women’s nightdress.

Something tumbled onto the floor. He bent down and realised there was a note written on a small square of paper. There was also an item of clothing. He picked it up and realised it was a small lady’s g-string, in the same silky material as the nightdress.

He stretched out the material and thought about last night’s showing of the beauty pageant. Miss South Korea probably wears these panties all the time, he thought.

Then he remembered the note. His eyes were blurry from a combination of a busy day and a busy night of drinking beer. He tried to focus on the blue ink. It read:

Dear Kevin,

Tonight you will wear this nightgown set as punishment.

Don’t masturbate in it.

May xx

He found the ‘x’’s vaguely reassuring but where the hell were his clothes?

He slipped his jacket off and put it over the back of the desk’s chair. Then he started unbuttoning his shirt. He sniffed his armpits. They weren’t that great, but he couldn’t face trying to shower again with the awkward bath hose attachment.

He untied his belt and slid out of his trouser, then he peeled his socks off his feet and threw them towards the chair. He sat on the bed in his cotton trunks. Damn, he thought, I don’t really like sleeping in trunks. He much preferred his brushed cotton pyjamas. They were much better at helping him to reduce temptation and rubbing his cock.

He looked at the nightdress. Should he wear that? I mean there was nobody here to see him. Nobody in this town, or indeed this country knew him from Adam.

He took hold of the nightdress and ran his fingers down the slinky material. It felt like nylon, which wasn’t really a guy’s material. Only wives and girlfriends wore clothing made of this.

But what the hell, he thought, and stepped into the nightdress. He pulled it up over his torso and put his arms through the spaghetti straps. He ran his fingers down the front. There was a vague static charge and the material felt smooth and silky and yes, even in its current state of inebriation his cock was stiffening.

He looked at the g-string. Surely he should put that on too?

He stretched the elastic and stepped into it. He pulled the nightdress up his legs and the g-string slid up towards his crotch. He grappled with both items of clothing for a little while, making a mental note that in the unlikely event he would have to wear this outfit again that he should put the g-string on first.

He smoothed the front of the material down. Damn, it felt too good. He walked over to the bathroom and had a look in the shaving mirror. He stood on tiptoes trying to see a full body shot. Damn useless mirror.

He thought he looked vaguely ridiculous. Men weren’t designed to wear this shit. Still, it did feel good. He felt down to his crotch. His balls were hanging out of the g-string but his now fully erect penis was really enjoying the experience. Hell, he thought, my dick doesn’t normally get this hard after a long night of drinking.

Kevin sauntered over the bed, flicking the side of the nightdress with his hands. Maybe he would sleep in it. I mean, was there any harm in it? Surely crossdressing couldn’t be addictive?

He crashed onto the bed and pulled down the pillow behind his head. He was tired and sleepy but couldn’t keep his hands off the shiny material. He played with his cock through the nylon, trying to push his balls back into the triangle of the g-string. Then he found he could hitch the string up his ass and then they would fit a lot more snuggly.

Soon sleep came, and thoughts turned to cheap hotel breakfasts and men sneaking into ladies’ beauty pageants and whether May was an E cup or larger.


Chapter 4: The Sissy Maid Outfit

Kevin stared at May’s bosom as she carefully poured him a cup of tea.

“Good night last night?” She asked him.

“Yeah good.” He said, looking around the breakfast room. He didn’t know what to say about the nightdress or his missing clothes.

“Are you doing anything today?” She asked, still bending over and letting him have a good look at her solid looking chest.

Kevin shrugged his shoulders. “No plans. I’m waiting for our client to get back to us. It could take a day or two. Maybe longer.”

May looked him in the eye. “If you’re not busy I could do with some help. Since my husband passed away I’ve struggled to keep this place running.”

Kevin nodded. “Sorry to hear that. I can help if you need it. What time is best? I don’t have any other plans.”

“After lunch?” May asked.

“Okay that’s good.” Kevin said, reaching for another piece of toast. “After breakfast I might have a look around town, and go see the beach. I’d promised my mum I’d send her a postcard.”

Kevin walked back into reception and threw his fish and chip wrappers in the wastepaper basket. This town was boring but at least the haddock was fresh.

He looked around the ground floor to see if May was around. Seeing nobody, he rang the bell.

A minute or two later May appeared at the top of the staircase. “Up here.” She called.

Kevin looked up and peered right up what appeared to be her short nightdress. His eyes lingered, hoping for a view of her panties or something even better.

“Well? Are you just going to stand there and peer up my dress?”

Kevin uttered an ‘I’m sorry’ and trudged up the worn carpeted staircase.

“Up here, in my lounge.” May said, ushering him to follow him down the corridor in the opposite direction to his own room.

He tried to resist looking at May’s ass. The gown looked pretty sheer and through the light he could see she might not actually have been wearing any knickers.

“Take your shoes off, I don’t want you walking stains into my carpet.” She said.

Kevin slid his shoes off and lined them up against the wall.

May pointed to a brown mahogany plank and two brackets. “I want that bookshelf put up there.” She said, pointing to the wall next to a large grandfather clock.

“Okay.” Kevin said. “Sometimes I help our guys out in the workshop.”

He looked around. “Do you have any tools?”

May pointed to the bay window. “My late husband’s toolbox is over there.”

She sat down on the sofa and put her feet on the glass coffee table.

Kevin went over to the wood and brackets, trying to figure out what the hell he had to do with them.

May reached for a box of chocolates on the side table. Kevin gave her a nervous glance. “You do know what you’re doing, don’t you?”

Kevin nodded. “Uh, huh.” He walked over to the toolbox. He guessed he’d need a power drill and what were those things called that you stuck in the wall? Weren’t they called rawl plugs?

He opened the lid of the metal tool box and found out that it opened out into a much bigger tool box with several layers of dusty items. In the bottom was a power drill, so he took that out and put it on the carpet.

“Don’t get grease on the carpet.” May called out to him. “It’s bad enough what you got on your bed sheets last night.”

Kevin looked nervously over at May. She pulled the front of her nightdress over her legs. “You should be drilling, not trying to peek at my vagina young man.”

“Sorry.” He apologised and felt a reddening of his cheeks.

He stood and carried the power drill over to the place where May indicated she wanted the book shelf. Then he took one of the screws that came with the brackets and pushed it against the wall.

“About here?” He asked.

May vaguely nodded and took another chocolate out of the box.

Kevin pressed the trigger on the power drill and it sprang into life. Good, he thought, at least it was still charged.

He held the screw against the wall and pushed the drill bit into the screw. Then he activated the drill. There was a horrible screech and he dropped the screw behind the magazine rack. The drill hit the wall with a sickening thud and scraped a small tear in the wallpaper.

“What the fuck are you doing?” May shouted, throwing the box of chocolates onto the coffee table and standing up. She went over to inspect the damage.

“Sit.” She said, pointing to the sofa.

“Huh?” Kevin asked.

May held out a hand. “Give me the drill. It’s obvious you’re useless so I will do this. You can sit there.”

Kevin handed May the drill and trudged over to the sofa.

May put the drill next to the wood for the shelf and walked over to a fridge by the window. She took out a bottle of lager and twisted off the cap. “Old habit from Thailand.” She said. “Here, you drink this. Stay here while I get something.”

May returned with a bundle of clothes in her hand. She seemed agitated.

“Did you put those fish and chip wrappers in the bin?”

Kevin nodded, and took another swig of lager.

“Now the whole hotel will stink of fish.” She said, putting the clothing down on the coffee table.

“It’s clear that you need training. Do you have a wife?” She asked him, looking him directly in the eye.

“Uh, no, I don’t have a wife.” He said, shaking his head and trying to hide behind the bottle.

“Well I am not surprised. No woman wants a useless man. I will have to train you myself.”

She pointed to the clothes on the coffee table. “Put those on. You can change over there, by the window.”

Kevin looked at the clothes. They appeared to be some black and white Halloween costume.

“Well?” May stood there, crossing her arms.

“Okay.”

“Okay what?”

“Okay, uh, Mistress?”

“That’s better. You’re learning. I have some Thai beer if you make a better job of your next chores.”

Kevin stood up and took the small pile of clothes off the coffee table. May briefly touched his shoulder as he passed. He felt a thrill of pleasure course down his spine. She was fierce and intimidating, yet she was open about flaunting her still sexy body and he wondered if he would be able to fuck his first ever lonely milf.

“Stop thinking about pretty Asian girls in bikinis and start undressing.” She chided, sitting down on the sofa and reaching over to the box of chocolates.

Kevin reached the window and unfurled the clothes. He realised he was holding a short sheer black and white French maid’s outfit. There was a matching bag of accessories too. He untied the white laces of the bag and pulled out a black bra, a black pair of lace panties and a white frilly headband.

“This is your maid outfit.” May announced. “You will wear this while I train you.”

“I, uh…” Kevin stammered, not sure what to say at all.

“There are some more items to go with it, but you are not ready for those.”

Kevin looked down at his shirt.

“Go on, put them on.” May urged him.

Kevin looked at the skimpy items of clothing.

“Do I have to undress you myself?” May asked, glaring at him.

“No, uh, I’ll…” He muttered, and unbuttoned the top button on his blue shirt.

“Good.” May nodded and flicked her nightdress hem open to show more leg.

Kevin was starting to feel more than a little aroused. He gazed up May’s caramel legs towards her upper thighs. She was chubby, there was no doubt about that, but her legs were smooth and firm and now he was wondering if she would spot the increasingly large bulge in his trunks.

She just sat and stared at him in silence, so he continued unbuttoning his shirt. Once unbuttoned, he hesitated, slowly lifting his shirt out of the waistband of his trousers.

“Don’t be shy.” She said. “I’ve seen more male bodies than you’ve seen pretty Asian girls on TV.”

Kevin felt the lager was giving him a bit more confidence than usual, so he pulled his shirt off and flung it on the floor.

May looked down at his shirt with a look of disapproval. “I need to teach you to be more respectful of clothing.”

She looked at the chocolate box lid, tracing her finger around the descriptions of each variety.

“Well?” She asked, as Kevin fumbled with his belt.

Kevin unbuckled his belt and undid the waist fastener. May popped another chocolate into her mouth and licked her lips. Kevin wasn’t sure if it was because that was her favourite variety, or whether she was enjoying putting him in such an awkward position.

He pushed his trousers down his legs, then stepped out of them. This time he was more thoughtful and folded them then placed them on the rocking chair in the bay window.

“That’s better.” She said. “Now you can put on your uniform.”

Kevin looked at the maid outfit. He had to admit to enjoying wearing the nightdress and g-string. But this outfit was different. It was so sheer, and short and… he was alone when he wore the nightdress. This time May would see him in female clothing, and what if the other guests in the room across from his caught a glimpse of him?

“I’m waiting.” May tapped on the lid of the chocolate box with her long, pink fingernails.

Kevin lifted up the maid outfit. It was so light and floaty.

“The bra first.” May pointed to the bag of underwear. “Then the panties.”

Kevin lifted up the bra. It was black and quite plain. The cups were quite big, but they weren’t very deep. He doubted it was May’s own lingerie. Wearing other peoples’ intimates, now that could be some fucked up shit, he thought.

He put his arms through the straps and hitched the cups towards his chest. He realised the bra was upside down.

“Do I need to dress you myself?” May asked, her face forming a deep frown.

He took the bra off and rotated it. This time it looked better. He put the shoulder straps up over his shoulders then reached round to fasten the back. The straps only just met, and he had to stretch one side to get the hooks to fasten.

He was now wearing a bra for the first time ever. He was surprised how tight and constrictive it felt. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling though.

“Your nipples are showing.” May said, pointing to his chest.

Kevin looked down and pulled the bra into place over his chest.

“Better.” May said. “Now the panties.”

Kevin lifted up the black panties. They were made of lace and were quite sheer. Still, they were clean and fresh looking and seemed to be in his size.

“Take yours off first.” She said. “Does your boss know you’re so useless?”

Kevin stifled an awkward laugh. If the truth be known, he was pretty useless, despite nailing yesterday’s pitch.

He scrunched the new panties into a ball and slid his own trunks slowly down his legs. He turned his back to May as he was a little embarrassed about the size of his cock. He knew it had a mind of its own but it was definitely enjoying this humiliation. Maybe it liked him wearing a bra too.

“Your buttocks are muscular. That’s good.”

May seemed to be impressed with what she was seeing. Kevin wasn’t that thrilled with his own body but he tried to watch what he ate and he knew girls often glanced at his ass, although they rarely gave the rest of him much attention.

He glanced at the sofa and was sure May was stroking her crotch. Either that or maybe she had just put her hand there to adjust her gown.

“Put those panties on.” She said to him, and he stepped out of his regular grey cotton trunks.

Now he was standing at the window wearing just a bra and his socks. He un-scrunched the panties and stepped into them. The material was much lighter than his trunks. They glided up his legs and he only had to pull the waistband a little to pull them up over his hips.

He smoothed them into place, pushing his cock to the side he usually dressed. Even with May watching, he couldn’t resist briefly rubbing his nylon encased cock through the thin material.

“Let me see.” May said.

“Turn around. Face me.”

Kevin slowly rotated, his hands covering his privates.

“Your balls are showing.”

Kevin looked down and realised his right ball sack was partly dangling out of the side of the panties. He tucked it back in.

“Better.” May said, moving her legs apart. He wondered if she was going to start massaging her privates again.

“Now put the dress on.” She said.

Kevin picked up the maid dress and stepped into it, wondering if that was indeed the best way to put it on.

“Don’t tear the material.” May said, watching as Kevin slid the dress up his legs. He really had to squeeze his hips through the neck opening, and it took him a while to hitch the thin sheer material up his torso.

Finally he slid the spaghetti straps over his arms and looked down to ensure the white apron was straight over his belly.

He slid his arms up and down the material. It was so light and sheer and even more erotic to wear than the heavier night dress. The maid outfit’s frilly white front was so sheer he could see his bra beneath. He was sure his panties would easily show through the material too.

“Take your man socks off.” May said, pointing to his feet.

She smiled as he leaned down and peeled them off his feet. He felt vaguely ridiculous standing there in the skimpy outfit with bare feet. He wondered if the costume came with legwear, but then it would be ridiculous for a guy to be wearing stockings too.

May looked him up and down.

She said nothing.

Kevin stood there, facing the room, wondering how many people staring in at this strange sight of a young guy wearing a frilly maid’s outfit.

At last she spoke. “Okay, you’re ready for some light duties.”
She pointed to the feather duster hanging up from a hook beside the door. “Use that duster and dust this room. She looked towards the mantelpiece. “Don’t break any of the ornaments. My Jasmine bought many of them for me.”

Kevin nodded and walked towards the door.

“Don’t slouch.” May called out and Kevin pushed his shoulders back.

“That’s better.” May said, and sat back down on the sofa.

Kevin looked around the room. He figured the grandfather clock would be a good safe place to start dusting.

“Nearly out of chocolates?” He asked as he passed the coffee table.

May shot him an evil look. “I didn’t say you could speak while working.”

She picked up a celebrity magazine. Kevin started dusting the front of the clock. He dusted as lightly as possible, lest he disturb the clock and stopped the long brass pendulum.

Kevin bent over to dust the magazine rack. He could feel May’s eyes on him as the back of the frilly skirt rose, exposing his black lace panties.

“Good.” May said, and Kevin heard her flick the pages of the glossy magazine.

Kevin looked around the room wondering what to dust next. Nothing seemed particularly dusty. He decided to tackle the coffee table. He slowly approached, not sure of what May might say to him. May held up the magazine and pointed to a girl in a bikini. “Look this Japanese girl is dating one of your rock stars. Look how she flaunts herself in that tiny string bikini. Do you want this magazine to masturbate over when I’m finished with it?”

Kevin looked approvingly at the Japanese girl. He was pretty sure she’d had breast enlargements and the front of her string bikini was so narrow she’d likely have had a Brazilian wax or maybe she was completely smooth down there.

He took another lingering look at the magazine photo spread, then crouched down to start dusting the coffee table.

May moved her legs off the table and sat with her legs wide open. She seemed not to care that Kevin could now glimpse some black wispy pubic hair and he was pretty sure he could see the top of her pussy.

She flipped another page and Kevin crept around the side of the table, trying to dust as well as peep at May’s not so privates.

She looked up. “Finished looking?” She asked him.

Kevin blushed.

“Have you seen pussy in real life before or just on dirty websites?” She was making no effort to cover herself.

Kevin stood and wiped the sweat from his brow. He wondered what the hell kind of a week this was turning into.

May put the box of chocolates on the side of the sofa. She stood up and walked over to him. She stood so close he could smell her perfume and her womanly aroma and her need for a big hard cock.

She ran her fingers down his legs and a flush of hormones raced through his body. He raised his left hand and cupped her breast with it.

May took a deep breath then stepped back and slapped his face so hard he thought he might need dental treatment.

“How dare you!” She hissed. “You’re not ready for your reward.”

“Sorry mistress.” Kevin whimpered, genuinely humiliated.

She looked him up and down. “You will get your reward, but you are not a full maid yet. Tomorrow you will go to my Jasmine’s salon and get the full works. Then you will be ready for the next step.”

“Which is?” He asked, still wincing from the slap.

“You do not ask questions.” She said.


Chapter 5: The Beauty Salon

Kevin opened the door of the beauty salon. His eyes met a very pretty young Thai girl stacking black towels behind the reception desk. She turned and Kevin stared at her chest which was surprisingly big for such a slim girl.

“So you must be Kevin.” She said, picking up a clipboard.

“My mom has said you want the full works.” She continued, looking at the list on the clipboard.

She put the clipboard down. “I’ll do you myself.” She said. “This way, please.”

Kevin followed Jasmine past a couple of old ladies getting their nails painted and made his way up a narrow staircase.

Jasmine looked around. “You like my ass do you? My mom said you were obsessed with Asian ladies.”

Kevin blushed but secretly wanted to tell Jasmine just how awesome her ass looked beneath her tight fitting light blue skirt.

“Okay, we’re in here.” She said, motioning to a small room containing a treatment table and shelves stacked with bottles of something or other.

She handed Kevin a towel. “Now take your clothes off and put this around you.”

“Uh…” Kevin said.

“Yes, your briefs too.” Jasmine replied, walking over to some kind of heating machine.

Kevin started unbuttoning his shirt while gazing at Jasmine’s honey coloured legs clad in sheer black hosiery. The colour combination was exotically intoxicating.

“You can hang your clothes on the coat stand.” She said, bending over to fill the machine with some kind of thick liquid.

Kevin stared as her tight little skirt rode up and he caught a tantalising glimpse of her stocking tops. He wondered if she was wearing suspenders or stockings. Maybe she was wearing a tiny g-string or maybe no panties at all, like May seemed to like doing.

Jasmine put a new green paper sheet on the treatment bed. “How are you doing?” She asked.

Kevin hung his shirt on the coat stand and started unbuckling his belt.

“Well your chest is weedy looking so there’s not much hair to take off there.” She said, unbuttoning her own little jacket that matched her mini skirt.

Jasmine took off her jacket and wrapped it around the back of the chair. Kevin began changing out of his trousers. Jasmine seemed to be busily adjusting the height of the bed, so he risked looking at her huge bosom. He could see that her white blouse was quite sheer and he could see the side band of her black bra. Her high waisted short skirt was very tight fitting and there was a nice little stomach bulge that always turned him on.

He stepped out of his trousers and hung them up on the coat stand. Jasmine glanced over at him. “We’ll definitely need to do your legs.”

Her voice was matronly yet soft, and her jet black long hair with the blue tints was the most gorgeous he had seen in real life.

“And your trunks. Put the towel around your waist.” She said, putting her hands on her hips and moving them across her tummy.

Kevin hesitantly started tugging his trunks down.

“My mom said you had a thing for Asian women. Do you think we’re all prostitutes? My mom was one, but I’m so proud of her achievements.”

Jasmine walked over to him and he stared at her shiny black heels. They put on an extra four or maybe even five inches and her eyes were level with his.

“Here.” She said, putting her hands around his waist. She tugged his trunks down over his hips and his penis sprung up into full view.

“You’re bigger than my mom said.” Jasmine said in a voice that he was sure was meant to flatter him.

A long fingernail grazed his thigh, but her hands were warm and soft.

“Here, put this around your waist.” She said, handing him the towel.

Kevin tried to tie the towel around his waist.

“My mom said you were useless at everything.” She said, then walked behind him and stood so close that he could feel her breath flowing around his ear. His heart started pounding as their legs touched and she pulled the towel around his front then tied it around his left side.

“Now lie on the bed.” She said, gently patting his backside. “And stop thinking of Asian women, I don’t want a sticky mess all over that towel.”

Kevin lay on the bed face up. He pushed his head up and wondered if his erection was too obvious.

Jasmine took a pot of honey coloured liquid and started pasting it on his right lower leg.

“Now this might hurt a bit.” She said. Kevin rolled his head back and began mentally preparing for the worst.

“Now I’ll need you to take the towel off.” Jasmine said in a matter of fact voice. “I need to do your upper thighs.”

Kevin looked down and wondered if he could take any more pain. But at the same time he was genuinely intrigued by his lower legs, which were now completely smooth. He longed to touch them and feel if they were as smooth as Jasmine’s skin.

Kevin slowly peeled off the towel. Jasmine slowly brushed the back of her hand along his thicket of pubic hair. “We’ll have to do something about this too.” She said.

He lay back and Jasmine waxed the front and then the backs of his legs. Then she motioned for him to turn over and she did his ass. That was a whole new level of pain.

She touched his hip with her soft hands, motioning for him to turn over. Then she took his hands in hers.

“What’s it like to look like a girl?” She asked him, gliding his hands over his smooth upper thighs.

Kevin was surprised. He thought only women felt this smooth, but he was as soft as his ex-girlfriend had felt.

“I, uh, are you turning me into a ladyboy?” He asked her.

She giggled. “Is that all we are to you? Prostitutes and ladyboys?”

She took hold of his left hand and guided it under her close fitting skirt. “Have a feel. Do you feel a cock? Am I a ladyboy?”

Kevin could feel the thin fabric of her panties and how she was so smooth beneath them and his fingers pressed against her labia. Then she firmly pushed his hand away with a force so great he banged his wrist on the treatment table.

She started lathering paste around his ball sack. “Now this will hurt.” She said, with a malevolent smile.


Chapter 6: The Full Maid

Kevin trudged back to the hotel, deep in thought about what had happened or not indeed happened in the salon. His cock was burning with desire to fuck someone or something, even if it was just to think of Jasmine and spray cum all over her mom’s precious bathroom tiles.

As he walked he realised his smooth legs felt amazing against the material of his trousers. He wondered why he hadn’t tried shaving his legs before. He’d trimmed his pubic hair on occasion, but his ex-girlfriend was pretty traditional and doing anymore manscaping would have lead to lectures and slamming doors and no doubt a sex strike for a night or three.

May was waiting for him as he walked into the reception. She was holding a purple box, reminiscent of a shoe box.

“How did it go?” She asked.

“Painful.” He replied, rubbing his legs.

“Now you can have your reward.” She said, holding out the box. “Go and rest. I will send for you later.”

Kevin felt intrigued, so he took the box from May and returned to his room.

He placed the box on the bed then slipped out of his trousers. He couldn’t wait to feel how smooth his legs felt.

Then he noticed his maid dress and lingerie were neatly folded on his pillow. He opened the box and found it contained a pair of shiny black platform heels and a blonde wig.

There was a note too:

Wear these with your maid clothes. May xx

Kevin took the shoes out of the box. Was this Pandora’s box, he thought to himself. What happened if he put on the shoes and realised he liked wearing heels? Would he be on the slippery slope to dressing up and hanging around bars while dressed as a woman?

There was something else in the box too. Kevin took out a pair of tan thigh-high stockings. He held them up to the light. They were so thin and the lace tops were really pretty.

He thought about what Terry would think. Maybe Terry already knew what type of a hotel this was. He seemed to know a fair bit about May. And he had been down here on business a few times, because there were so many customers in the vicinity.

Kevin slid his shirt off and started putting on his maid lingerie. He wondered if Terry had stood in this very same room putting on items of female clothing. How could he broach the topic though?

“Hey, Terry, in that hotel did you dress as a maid and get your legs shaved and wear heels and shit like I did?”

No, no amount of beer could help Kevin to try and prise the secrets of this place out of him.

Kevin sat on the bed and started pulling a thigh-high stocking over his right foot. He cursed as the thin material snagged on one of his toenails. He wondered why Jasmine hadn’t given him a pedicure too. Fortunately the stocking seemed intact, so he carried on pulling the material over his feet and up his legs.

He stroked his knee. The material felt so soft and light against his smooth skin. It was as if he was barely wearing anything at all.

He carried on gently pulling the stocking up his leg. He found the lace band ended at his mid-thigh. He carefully smoothed out the silicone leg bands. His right leg was done so then he did the same to the left one.

There, they’re in place he thought, and sat stroking his throbbing cock through his panties as he admired the very pretty lace tops of his stockings.

Next he took the blonde wig and moved it around in his hands trying to work out how to put it on. He padded over to the bathroom in his stockinged feet and looked in the mirror. Carefully he lifted the wig and placed it over his own hair. He was surprised at the transformation. Sure, his face wasn’t passable, especially with a five o’clock shadow, but the wig made a surprising amount of difference.

Finally the shoes, he thought, padding back to the bed. He stepped into one shoe and was amazed at how much extra height it afforded him. He was so far off the ground he had to reach out to the bed to stop himself toppling over.

He put the other shoe on then bent down and tied the ankle straps. There, he was all strapped in. Now to try walking…

Kevin took a tentative step towards the bathroom. Then he took another step. In truth, May had chosen well. These weren’t too hard to walk in. They were really high but the platforms seemed to make them much less intimidating to walk in than they might other wise be.

He made it to the bathroom and tried lifting his leg so he could admire the shoes in the mirror. Damn, he was just not as agile as those Asian girls he’d seen on the fashion show. Miss Malaysia could actually lift her feet over her head. Kevin didn’t think he’d ever be able to get that particular image out of his head.

He looked down at the shoes and had to admit they looked pretty awesome. His manly body might look ridiculous dressed in skimpy female attire, but he definitely had the legs for these shoes…


Chapter 7: The Thankful Mistress

Kevin was slumped on his bed flicking channels. Though he felt pretty scared of May, he wanted more than ever to see pretty Asian girls on the television, especially while he was dressed in such sexy clothing. Who knows, maybe he could spend his bonus on a fortnight in Thailand, he thought. Terry had called him an hour earlier to say the clients were delighted and that his cut of the bonus kitty was likely to be pretty decent. He could finally leave in the morning, then get out of this strange and weird town.

The cream phone on the bedside table started ringing. He reached over to it and lifted the handset. “Hello?” He said hesitantly.

“It’s May. I have one more task for you. Come to my quarters at the end of the corridor. Be sure to wear your full outfit.”

“I will.” He said, and replaced the handset.

Kevin stepped over to the bathroom. He really enjoyed the extra few inches of height these heels afforded him, even if he now had to stoop to see himself in the mirror.

He straightened his blonde wig and made sure the white frilly maid headband was directly above his head. Then he closed his door and started walking towards May’s quarters.

Just then the door to room 107 opened and a young couple stepped out. A surge of shock laced with the thrill of getting caught wearing women’s skimpies raced through his body.

The woman looked Kevin up and down. “Oh my god.” She said, putting her hand in front of her mouth. “Oh, sorry.”

“Strewth mate. You on a stag do or something?” The guy asked Kevin.

“Uh, yeah, something like that.” Kevin replied, looking down at his platform heels.

The couple locked their door and walked towards the staircase. Kevin carried on striding down the corridor towards May’s quarters.

The guy glanced back. “Fucking hell.” He said to his partner, not at all bothered about how loud he said it.

The girl lowered her voice. “Did you notice he had his legs shaved too. That’s not normal.”

“Nice outfit though, I could see you in one of those.” Kevin heard the guy say.

“Well let’s see if they have a fancy dress store in this town.” She said as they descended the staircase to the reception.

Kevin smiled and started stroking his stiffening cock through his panties. He wondered if he might be turning into an exhibitionist like May seemed to be.

Just then the door at the end of the corridor opened. May was wearing a red satin full length gown and her toes were poking out in a black pair of platform heels that seemed to match his own.

“Are you masturbating in the corridor?” She asked.

“I, uh…” Kevin replied, looking down toward his crotch.

May frowned. “Now I’ll have to steam clean the carpet.”

She looked up. “Come in, anyway.”

Kevin followed her into her quarters. May reached behind the door and handed him the duster he’d used before.

“Today I have a special task for you. You need to dust my bedroom. If you make a good job of it then you’ll get a special reward.”

Kevin took the duster. May gave him another once over. “What a transformation!”

She ran her fingers down his left leg. “So smooth. Jasmine did an excellent job.”

Kevin nodded. “She’s really something.”

He followed her through to her bedroom, which was pink and glamorous and reminded Kevin of a boudoir from an early Hollywood movie.

She pointed to the dresser. “Start over there. And don’t knock any bottles of perfume over.”

Kevin walked over to the dresser, still not quite accustomed to his extra few inches of height.

May hauled herself onto the high queen sized bed and fluffed up a couple of pillows. Her gown slipped open and Kevin gazed at her smooth legs. He was definitely going to make it to Thailand this year, he thought to himself.

“What are you waiting for?” May asked him. “Are you thinking about Jasmine? Are you thinking about how she massaged that hot, sticky substance into your balls?”

“Uh…” He stammered, not wanting to admit that yes Jasmine was lovely but he’d always had a thing for chubbier women.

He began dusting the dresser. There was a lot to move and individually dust and after a little while his neck started to hurt from craning over the surface.

He hesitantly pulled out the stool and sat down on it. He glanced at May. She said nothing. He was sure her gown had slipped or been pulled open significantly more, because he could almost see her privates and now most of her cleavage was visible.

“You’re a good maid.” She said. “You still have a lot to learn, but you’re getting much better.”

He looked around and May was pushing herself up the bed. Now the gown was completely open and he could see that she was wearing a sheer babydoll that showed her hard nipples and her wispy black pubic hair.

“I have one more final task for you. Then you can have the rest of your male clothes back.”

Kevin looked at his frilly maid apron.

“That’s if you want to go back to your old life. I could use a maid like you. The last one was useless.”

Kevin wondered if the last maid was Terry. He’d had to stay in this hotel for a fortnight in April, so maybe he’d suffered the same fate as he had.

Thinking of suffering made Kevin stretch his calves. These shoes were a little uncomfortable. If he was a real lady he’d definitely get taxis all the time and not walk anywhere.

May stared at Kevin and it was making him feel a little uncomfortable.

“What?” He snapped.

“You look hot in that outfit. Men would pay good money to masturbate over your photos.” She said, rubbing her lips with her right index finger.

Kevin looked down at his flimsy maid apron and his stockinged legs. Yeah, he did look kind of hot. But did he want guys stroking their cocks and thinking how they’d like to lube him up then fuck him in the ass? That made him feel uncomfortable, but at the same time he felt a surge of confidence. It was good to feel wanted by somebody - anybody.

May pointed to the large black SLR camera sitting on the chest of drawers. “Take the camera. I need some photos for my members only site.”

“Your members’ site?” Kevin asked, reaching for the camera.

“Yes. I made my late husband set it up for me. It gave us hours of pleasure knowing that horny guys like you would masturbate over my glamour shots.”

Kevin fiddled with the controls, not even sure how to switch it on.

“You do know how to work it, don’t you?”

Kevin shrugged his shoulders.

“I’m sorry if this is too much work for a maid. Maybe I should get you back onto easier work?”

Kevin pressed a button and took a photo of the end of the bed. “Aha, I think it’s okay now.”

“Now point it at me.” May said, striking a seductive pose.

Kevin looked through the view finder. “Oops.” He said as he almost tripped.

“You need more practice walking in those heels. You should wear them to the pub. The bar maid with the curly hair loves fucking my maids.”

Kevin wondered what it would be like to fuck a woman while dressed as a woman. His ex wasn’t into kinky stuff like that at all. She didn’t even like making love with the lights on, and she never did filthy things outside of the bedroom, if she truly liked doing them at all.

He aimed the viewfinder at May, moving the zoom ring on the lens to try and get her completely in the shot.

“You can do closeups later.” She said, moving her legs apart.

Kevin snapped away. “How many photos can I take?”

“Fill the card up.” May said, pulling at the strings on her babydoll’s cups. Now her perky nipples poked through the vertical slits and Kevin was starting to feel more than a little aroused.

“Am I making you horny?” May asked, looking straight at his crotch.

He looked down, wondering if May could see through the thin net material of his skirt.

She looked at her nipples. “Am I looking sexy enough?” She asked, beckoning him to move closer.

“Uh, you look… fine.” He said, turning the camera so that May could see his latest shot in the LCD screen.

“Make them hotter.” She said. “Make this week’s photos the hottest ever.”

He reached the side of the bed adjacent to the pillows. May reached out and grabbed his panties. She grappled with them until his erect penis was visible over the waistband. Then she encircled her fingers around his swollen glans and started massaging him.

“Keep shooting closeups.” She said as he stood there frozen in a mixed state of arousal and surprise.

Kevin found it a little hard to concentrate but he peeled off a few more shots of her chest. Her nipples did seem to be responding to her massaging his cock.

She withdrew her hand and started peeling off her babydoll. “Now let’s do some topless shots.”

She patted the bed. “You can come up here if you want. You’ll get better shots on the bed.”

Kevin clambered onto the bed and kneeled before May. Her breasts were huge and exotic and Kevin was finding it increasingly hard to focus on taking shots. His cock and balls were throbbing. Jasmine was sexy and cute but May… He guessed May could be experienced beyond belief.

“Now let’s do some nude shots. These are only for my special members.” May purred as she stripped out of her babydoll.

Kevin looked at her naked body. Her stomach wasn’t as firm and flat like he imagined Jasmine’s would be like, but May wasn’t in bad shape. Her pubic region was neatly trimmed and Kevin longed to touch her bushy hairs. But it was her toned yet chubby thighs which really aroused him.

He swallowed. His mouth was dry with anticipation. He shot a couple of photos of her full nakedness. She seemed completely at ease with her own nudity.

She turned around and struck a doggy pose. “Now from behind.” She said, looking round.

“Closer.” She demanded in a firm voice. Kevin moved in to shoot her ass, trying to move as close as he could while maintaining focus.

She shuffled and moved her legs wider. “Shoot lower down.” She told him.

Kevin leaned on one elbow to shoot between her legs. He shot a couple of photos. Suddenly May turned around and pushed herself on top of him.

“Now let’s have some fun, maid.” She said, straddling him. She took the camera out of his hands and gently threw it onto the pillow. Then she pulled down his panties and his cock sprang up.

“You’re a good maid.” She said, putting her fingers inside the little pocket in the maid outfit. She pulled out a green condom wrapper.

“Your reward.” She said, smiling. Kevin didn’t even realise the dress had a pocket, much less than there was a condom inside it.

May ripped the packet open and put the condom between her lips. Then she bent over Kevin’s crotch and took his bulging cock in her mouth. She teased the condom down his shaft with her teeth and tongue.

Kevin moaned with delight.

“Old Pattaya party trick.” She said when the latex reached the base of his shaft.

She leaned forward to kiss him on the lips. As she did so Kevin pushed his head forward and took her right breast into his mouth.

“Oh you like titty?” She said, pushing her huge breast into his mouth, almost making him gag.

He playfully bit her protruding nipple. She pushed forward and her left breast filled his vision. Despite the talking down from Mistress May this trip was turning out pretty good, he thought.

May leaned back and reached behind her. She clawed around until she found his cock. She shuffled back then pushed it deep inside her.

“Uhh…” Kevin moaned as she started riding him. “You’re good.”

“I’m the best.” She claimed as Kevin stared at her bouncing breasts.

He clasped May’s ass cheeks with both hands and squeezed her firmly.

“Harder.” She urged him. “Slap me.”

He slapped her ass cheeks and she bent over and kissed him. She pushed her tongue deep inside his mouth and he felt more than a little intimidated. His ex rarely used her tongue when making out, but here was a chubby experienced woman giving him a thorough dental examination. She was brazen and shameless and Kevin was starting to think his cock might sustain severe friction damage if she didn’t stop grinding her hips so much.

May slid forwards and his cock flopped out. She sidled forwards on her knees until her pussy was level with his chin. Then she pushed his head forward until he was immersed in her privates.

“There’s one more place you need to clean, maid.” She said, tussling his blonde wig with her hands, then gently stroking his stubbly face with her fingernails.

He pushed his tongue out and started exploring May’s pussy. It was moist and there were many ridges and furrows to explore.

“Now I’ll clean you.” She said, sliding the condom off his cock and bending over his crotch. She licked the top of his penis, teasing him, then pushed her lips around it and started sucking like the former pro that she was.

She ran her fingers up and down his stockinged legs and a chill went down his spine. He was imagining the horrifying expression his ex-girlfriend would have if she were to see him now, being pleasured by a goddess who had absolute confidence in her own sexuality.

May cupped his balls and squeezed them. She took his cock even deeper into her mouth and Kevin could feel it pushing up against the back of her throat.

She turned her head slightly to check that he was enjoying himself. He was just amazed that she hadn’t gagged on his cock. Was it big enough for her? And how many other guests had been maid-ified then used as a fucktoy?

She started stroking his inner thigh, playing with his stocking tops and lightly scratching his skin with her nails. Kevin grasped the back of her head and pushed her down onto him as far as he dared. May sucked with a new vigour and Kevin orgasmed, spurting in her mouth with a ferocity that he’d never experienced before in his life.

May sat up with a look of deep satisfaction on her face. She lowered her face over Kevin’s chest and spat out a mixture of cum and spittle onto his frilly apron.

“That’s your last cleaning task.” She said, then lay down beside him fondling his balls and licking his ear with her tongue.

“You’ll come and stay here again?” She asked, still nuzzling his ear.

He nodded. “I definitely will, Mistress May.”
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	If you want to read the full story of what happens at the Miss Asian Fashion Queen beauty pageant then read The Crossdressing Detective: The Case of the Chaotic Beauty Pageant. Expect a lot of crossdressing and straight sex.
	Some years before this story took place, May’s late husband Ken took her to Barcelona for the weekend. Read about their steamy exploits in Tales of Exhibitionism: Watch My Hot Asian Wife. Expect mature wife sex and a lot of exhibitionism and voyeurism as May once again struggles to keep her clothes on.
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The Gradual Feminization of Professor Sissy

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

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

I couldn’t… Could I? Should I?

I guessed there was no harm in trying it on.

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

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

Why weren’t guys’ briefs ever this awesome?
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His First Time in a Bikini

David’s fantasy is to buy a bikini and sunbathe on a public beach. So he hires a personal shopper to guide him through the process of choosing a hot little number that will get him noticed. Then it’s off to the beauty salon to transform himself into his inner blonde. When he eventually acts out his fantasy, things get really wild…

The water felt so good that I started wading further out. When there seemed to be a lull in the waves I ducked down and immersed myself up to my chest.

I looked down. My bikini tops were now saturated.

I turned and saw a couple of ladies were paddling on the shoreline. They were between me and my towel. Did they realise I was a guy?

I wondered what I should do. I stood frozen to the spot.

They made my decision for me. They started wading out, playfully splashing each other. One girl was wearing a white one piece swimsuit. I wondered if it was as sheer as mine was. The other was wearing a red two piece with a really high leg and a twisting halter top.

The ladies kept on bobbing up and down in the surf. Now I knew they were heading straight for me.
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Straight to Video

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

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

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

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

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

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