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PART ONE

“Honey, I got you the perfect job. It pays well, no heavy lifting, and…well, you’re going to love it.”

“Really?” I looked at Stella with interest. I had been out of work for four months, it was getting harder and harder to pay our rent, and I needed something.

I mean, Stella had a fun job, had her own catering business, but it wasn’t steady.

But I had worked in the movie business and somebody said I was a Republican. Which I’m not. I vote for the issue, not the politician, and especially not the party.

But in the ‘Woke’ movie business that was it for me.

Heck, I was right on the edge of success, had been tapped for a supporting role in a sit com, and we had shot a half a dozen episodes and it looked like I was stealing the scenes. Success, baby, then…failure.

But that’s Hollywood.

I mean, I’m good looking, a studly stud type, but there are a lot of studly stud types, and, well, that was it for me.

“What kind of job? I mean, who would hire me?”

“I met n old friend, we talked, she knows you and loves you, and she shoots films.”

“Really? I can be an actor?”

“Absolutely.”

I felt it then, the little grey area behind the answer. The evasion. The, ‘oh, he doesn’t need to know about that.’

“Okay, drop the other shoe.”

“What other shoe?” Good, she was good. But I’m an actor. I can tell when somebody is playing the part.

“The shoe that you know something that you’re not yelling me.”

“Oh, that shoe!” She grinned.

I nodded.

“Okay, maybe there is something. Make me a spritzer and I’ll tell you, outside. On the patio.”

“You can’t tell me now?”

“I’ve got a quick something to do in the bedroom.”

I leered, “Yeah. Me, too.”

We were in the kitchen. I was in a bathrobe and she was in work out garb. I reached for her.

Man, Stella is better looking than any actress I’ve ever seen. Better boobs, flawless face, make up and hair and all that, and…she just turns me on.

But I guess that’s the way a good marriage should be.

“Ease up, Rick,” she laughed and pushed my chest. “I just need to take a quick shower. Now make me a drink, and make yourself one. It’s party time, you know?”

She trotted through the house, we live in a small bungalow in Hollywood Hills, and I turned to the duty of mixology.

I had worked as a bartender, and I put together her wine spritzer quick snap. Then I made myself a delicious bourbon and Coke. I know, it was early in the morning. But I had a job! At last! And it was going to be a good one!

I sat on the patio and sipped my bourbon. Stella took a while and I enjoyed the vines and flowers creeping through the wood trellis. Through a ‘window’ in the shrubbery I could see a valley filled with square houses and people with small dreams.

I had big dreams. I was better looking than Brad Pitt at his best, and I wanted to cash in. I wanted to be an actor, a twenty foot tall man on a silver screen that people had to bend their heads back to see.

Yeah, baby.

I caught a glimpse of Stella passing the picture window.

“Hey! I got your drink out here!”

“I know,” she yelled back. “I’ll be right there.”

A minute later she stepped through the sliding doors and my heart stopped. She had cleaned up all right. She had scrubbed herself rosy, then put on a thong and bra. Her breasts overflowed the shelf and her face was perfectly made up. She had smokey grey eyes, sparkling with glints and secrets. Her lips were full and red and ripe. Like ripe for kissing.

“Oh, baby,” I started to stand up, pushing the wrought iron chair back with a scraping sound.

“Not yet, lover,” she avoided me with a twist and a sidestep. I had a full view of her charms through the see through peignoir.

She placed another Coke and bourbon in front of me.

“Wow! We really are celebrating.”

I sat back in my chair. She pulled hers around so we were closer. She sat down and placed her feet in my lap, and she looked at me.

Looked at me with those bedroom eyes. BOING!

“Rub my tootsies while I tell you about this dream job.”

Her feet were resting on my hard cock, and she knew it, and had that knowing, smirky smile. I’m so easy.

I put my hands around her feet and began rubbing. The red toe nails turned me on. But, then, everything about Stella turns me on. I pulled her toes and squeezed her feet, and she sat back and sipped and sighed.

“Okay,” I said.

“Okay. The job. I ran into an old friend, you remember Becky?”

I blinked. “Now there’s a blast from the past.”

Becky had had a thing for me, but I had refused, I had met Stella, which didn’t go over big with Becky. She’s a babe, but a hard charger. She didn’t like it when people said no to her.

“Yeah, you remember she was a little miffed with me? Me going with you?”

“Oh, that’s old history. Anyway, Becky has a production company.”

“Really?”

“Really. She got involved with a guy, he wanted to retire and go live in Costa Rica, and she took over the business.”

“Wow.”

“Now, they do ads. Lots of ads.”

“That can be good work. That can open the door to an acting gig.”

“No, hon, I told you, it is an acting gig. They’re doing well and they’re branching out. They’re going to do a string of shorts for a Youtube channel, and when she described what she needed I suggested you. She didn’t even blink. She said, and I quote, ‘That hunk is just what we need.’

“See, it’s about the business, no personalities. She wants you, the actor.”

“Man, this sounds better and better. What’s the name of the Youtube channel?”

“Chimera.”

I put her feet down and put my own feet on the ground. “That’s a gay channel.”

“Not any more,” she fired back. “The ads are straight.”

“And this string of shorts…what’s it about?”

“It’s about, uh…” and she said something quickly.

“What? Did you really do that?”

I was referring to Ash in one of those Evil Dead movies. He has to say the name of a mystical book or something and he has to say the word perfectly. He can’t remember it and he flubs it so he pretends he’s coughing to obscure the fact that…well, you get the idea.

“No, look, it’s legit. And you’ll be acting again.”

I stared at her. “And what is this string of shorts? What are they going to have me do?”

“Well, uh,” her voice lowered again. “Crossdressing.”

I blinked. I opened my mouth and started to speak, then stopped myself. My midwest values weren’t going to mess with my opportunity.

“I can do that.”

“You can?” she almost squealed in excitement.

“Hey. I’m an actor. I wear funky clothes and make up. I shave my body in all the weird places…I can do a little cross dressing.”

“Oh, baby!”

She launched herself out of her chair and onto my lap. She placed her hands on the sides of my face and began kissing me.

I laughed. “Hey, were you really worried?”

“Well, I know you’re sort of a homophobe…”

“I’m not. I know gay guys, and cross dressing isn’t gay, anyway. I know lots of people that crossdress.”

“Really?” She looked at me.

“Really. In fact, you know Josh?”

Her eyes opened. “He’s a crossdresser?”

“Tried and true.”

“But he never says anything!”

“Why should he?”

She kissed me some more, and she worked her hands between the folds of my robe and I gasped.

“Ooh, Mr. Happy is happy.”

“Mr. Happy is ecstatic,” I grunted as she worked her hands over me.

She stood up, and she lifted my balls.

“Oh!” I blurted, standing up quickly.

“You’re going to be the best crossdresser in the world,” she murmured, stroking me and clasping one bun with the other hand and kissing the hell out of my mouth.

Then she moved back a bit, but, fortunately, did not relinquish her hold on my shaft. “I need to talk to Josh.”

“What for?”

“I’m going to help you prepare. I want to ask him questions.”

“Oh.” This was new. Usually Stella would help me read scenes, but this was a whole new level of involvement. She sounded so happy and excited.

“Well, I guess you could…”

“Oh, goodie! Is he on your cell?” sadly, she let go of me and ran into the house for my phone.

“Under ‘J’ for Josh.”

I sat back down, picked up my drink, and smiled. A job. Work. In front of the cameras. And so what if it was with Becky. If she really had gotten over our parting…heck, we had had good times together, before I met Stella. Hopefully she was just remembering the good times.

I heard Stella talking, presumably to Josh. Josh was a great guy, and you could have knocked me over with a feather when I found out he was a transvestite. But I was younger then, and since then I had found out how sordid Hollywood could be. Heck, a crossdresser was mild in these climes.

I finished my drink, wandered back into the house, and Stella was still on the phone. She was talking seriously, in a low voice, and looked almost like she was an interrogator. But she was happy. Real happy. And I was glad. These last few months had been rough.

Finally, an hour later, she put down the phone and came into the TV room. I was watching an old fifties noir. ‘The Maltese Falcon.’ ‘I love you, baby, but I’m not going to be the sap for you.’ Ah, Bogey was my man.

“Okay, I have it all figured out.”

“All what?”

“We need to train you.”

“Train me?” I sat up.

“Crossdressers don’t just throw on a dress, they study the movements, they learn about their character, right? You know what I’m talking about?”

“Of course I do. That’s what actors do.”

“Excellent. So let’s get started now.”

I grabbed her and pulled her down to the couch. I kissed her delicious mouth and ran my hand down to her crotch.

“Ah ah. No.” She pushed away.

“Hey! I thought we were going to celebrate?”

“And we will. We will have the biggest and best celebration in the history of Tinsel Town, but first we have to prepare you.”

“I’m prepared!”

“Honey, these last few months…they haven’t been kind to us. Now I need you to do what I say. I need you to take direction, and I’m going to help you. There is no way you’re going to lose this job.”

That was a low blow, but, I guess I deserved it. After all, if I hadn’t said I was okay with Republicans then…then maybe I’d still be in that series, raking in the big bucks.

“Okay, Ms DeMille, I’m ready for my close up,” I mocked Gloria Swanson in Sunset Boulevard.

She giggled, then she grew serious. “And there’s one thing.”

“What?”

“And it’s a big thing.”

“So tell me.”

“You’re not going to want to do it.”

“How about telling me and letting me make up my own mind?”

She paused, then said, “Josh says the reason people cross dress is to get horny. He says he can always recognize a transvestite by the horny gleam in their eyes. You’re going to need that gleam.”

I laughed. “Is that all? Hell. I can put that gleam in my eye easy,” and I reached for her.

She came, she smooched me, she stroked me, then she backed off. “Uh…”

I sighed. “Okay, make your point.”

“You need to be horny.”

“I am horny.”

“For when you’re on set. You need to be so horny we have to tie your dick down.”

“I’ll wear a gaff,” I laughed, then I started to get it. “Wait a minute,” I looked at her suspiciously.

“You have to be horny.” A mix of request, and demand, and shyness, and…

“Are you saying…we’re not going to…”

“Not until you’ve got the part locked down.”

“But…we’re married!”

“I married a crossdresser, and he gets off on being excited with his little, dirty secret.”

“Wait a minute.”

Then she was kissing me. “Rick, please. For me. Do this for me.” She kissed me, she pulled my nipples, she lowered her head to my lap and began sucking me.

“Oh,” I said. “Oh…”

She jerked her head up. “Oh, I shouldn’t be doing this! You can’t cum!”

“Baby, I need to! One last time before…before…”

I begged and pleaded. I wheedled and whined. And finally, she gave in. Sort of.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. I’m going to edge you to…one drop.”

“What?”

“Then you’ll be horny…and yet you’ll have cum.”

“I don’t…”

“Rick? For me!”

The way she begged me, and held my cock. The way she pleaded, and stroked me. The way she…you get the idea.

“Okay,” I finally gave in. One drop, the idea was intriguing, and the way she had been kissing me, and playing with me this morning, I was getting a little desperate Even one drop sounded good. “But it better be a big drop.”

She giggled. She held up her thumb and forefinger, close together. “It’s going to be so teeny tiny.”

“Hey, come on!” But I was laughing, and we were having fun.

“If I let you in me…will you promise not to cum? Until I can jack you to a drop?”

“Uh…I guess so.”

“Oh, goodie. Because this is making me so hot…I need to cum.”

“Now just one minute!”

“You said…you promised…one drop!” Then she was hugging me, stroking me yet again. “Oh, Rick, this is going to be so good. I just know you’re on the edge of stardom.”

A bit role in a crossdressing show on Youtube. Right. But it was a start, and no actor turns down a role in the beginning. No actor.

Foreplay over, sort of, she pulled me by the cock, that seemed to be her favorite handle, and led me to the bedroom.

“Oh, this is going to be fun,” Stella said, depositing me on the bed. Then she went to her closet.

“Hey? Where you going?”

She looked out, leered at me, then dove back in.

Puzzled, I sat back and just sort of enjoyed the throbbing in my dick. So I was going to be horny for. awhile. Hopefully not too long a while. But that was okay. I have to admit, there is something delicious about being horny. About being a little out of your mind with desire. About always being hard and, if I got too horny, dripping.

I was smiling when she came out of the closet.

“What’s so funny?”

“Oh, this whole thing. I’m going to have to wear a dress. Kinky. You know?”

“Josh likes it. Maybe you will, too. Here.” She tossed a bundle at me.

“What’s…oh, no!”

“What?”

I held up a slip and a bra. “Not now!”

“If not now…when?”

“Honey…”

She sat next to me and took my penis in her hand again.

“Honey, yourself. This is making me horny. And if I’m horny…”

“If you’re horny you get off…and I don’t.”

“Oh, come on. You like being horny. You’ve told me so.”

“Yeah, but…but this is weird.”

“Hey, it’s acting. It’s what you do. Now put your legs up here.”

She didn’t bother taking off the bathrobe off me, just slid the slip up my legs. She pulled me off the bed and adjusted it, then she took the bathrobe off. “Now this.”

I grinned as she fastened the bra on me. “Looks a little loose in the cup department.”

“I can fix that.” She went back into the closet.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I had a slender runner’s body. Nothing in the chest. Nothing in the butt. I knew they could pad me and all that, but…staring at myself, I could actually see the potential. Arrange the lights just right, I had long enough hair, or they could wig me…it could work.

“Here,” Stella came out of the closet. She was holding two breast forms.

“Where the heck…”

“Remember Barbara? Had the mastectomy?”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. We had a lot of talks, a lot of tears, but when she had her reconstruction she came over and gave these to me. They were sort of a weird thank you for standing by her. She said, and I quote, ‘I hope you never use these,’ end quote.”

I hefted the two globes. They were perfectly shaped boobs. Even had nipples that stood up.

“Heysoos,” I muttered.

“Here,” she took one and slid it into a cup, then the other one.

I looked in the mirror, and damned, that made a huge difference. I didn’t have curves down below, but the curves on the chest were magnificent.

“She was a hefty woman,” I observed.

“And now so are you. We’ll take these with you when we go to work.”

I looked at her. “You’re coming to the shoot?”

“I’ve got a couple of days off, and I could have Danny run the business if I need more. Believe me, lover,” she pinched one of my boobs, “I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

I stared at the mirror, then I turned to her.

“Ooh, somebody likes a little kinky underwear,” she grabbed my cock yet again.

“I was hard from earlier.”

“Yeah, right,” she laughed. “I know you. You’re a horn dog. Doesn’t take anything to get you going.”

“Speaking of which,” I kissed her, “You owe me something.”

“Ha,” she said, and she pushed me back on the bed.

I scooted around and laid there, my boner tenting my slip, my new tits thrusting upwards.

Stella was grinning so hard I thought her mouth would bust. She climbed over and sat on me. She slid right over, which was a testament to her wetness.

“Oh, yeah,” she wiggled and settled, then she leaned forward and placed her hands on my chest. “Remember, no cum. And when I’m done I’ll extract a drop from you.”

“A single drop,” I whispered, already feeling the need to romp and thrust. “Heysoos.”

She worked me then, slipping and sliding and moaning, and she watched me with a hawk eye.

“Oh, God!” I said.

She got off me. Waited, slid back on.

“Oh…Oh!”

She got off me and frowned. “This isn’t going to work. You’re going to pop.”

“So let me pop.”

“Would you rather be a famous actor…or pop?”

“Right now you don’t want to ask me that.”

She laughed. She went to the side table and took out her vibrator.

“Hey! I thought you got rid of that! We agreed no more beating off!”

“You did,” she quipped, climbing on me.

“We did.”

“Okay. I cheated. But I needed to.”

“Why?”

“Because, lover, I hate to break the news, but you’re a little too quick on the trigger.

It was true. I was a premature ejaculator. I often shot my load, and then had to finish her off with my fingers. Or, when she was real insistent, my mouth.

So what’s a little cum between meals, right?

“That’s why I was jacking off,” I responded.

She looked at me, ready to sink down on my shaft again. “I know, you were jacking off for me.” She sounded so droll.

“Well, I was! I figured if I was empty before we screwed then I could last longer.”

“But you didn’t, so…” she slid down my shaft, heaven, wet, moist innards gripping me.

“Now, hold on. Try not to do anything,” she was breathless as she fitted the vibrator down to her pussy.”

“Heysoos,” I said, wanting to cum, but absolutely fascinated by what she was doing.

HMMMMM! The vibrator started up and her eyes went big.

“You better hurry!”

She nodded, her eyes were glazed, then she began cumming.

“Uh…oh….yeah!” I felt her muscles contracting, and it was pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

“You’d better hurry!” I gritted my teeth.

Then she was done, and she popped off me. Her eyes were gleaming with victory. “God! That was hot! Fucking you and you…you just sat there like a dildo!”

“Yeah, it was great, honey.” My turn to sound a wee bit droll.

She lay back for a moment, breathing hard, then she turned to me. “Okay, slick, let’s get that drop out of you.”

I grinned. “How do you expect me to stop at one drop? You know that once I start spewing…I spew.”

“I’ve got a plan,” she said. She moved around and sat on my face.

“Hey!” came out sort of garbled.

She lifted slightly. “Sorry, babe, but it’s the best position.”

She began tuning my fork then, stroking the shaft and licking the head. She spent a lot of time playing with my balls.

My balls were full, we hadn’t done it for a week, and very sensitive. I groaned and jerked and she gave them a little slap.

“Fuck!” I yelped.

I felt it then. That slap to the balls did it. I felt the trigger click, and the semen started to boil.

“I’m going to go!” I shouted. In a way I didn’t want to. I wanted to hold it back. One, for Stella, two because it was kinky, and three…I wanted to last, and undo my rep as a premature ejaculator.

But I couldn’t hold it back. I felt the semen start to rise, then Stella grabbed the base of my cock and squeezed.

“Ow! Oh! What!”

I thrashed around and tried to dislodge her, but she had a death grip on me. The semen couldn’t go up the tube, so…no orgasm.

And, when she got off me, I could see one, little drop half emerged from the slit of my cock.

“Oh…that wasn’t…”

“I did it, lover, and that makes me hot all over again. God, what power I have!”

I felt robbed, cheated, and was even hornier. My dick was red. My balls were throbbing. But it was over.

One, little drop.


PART TWO

Stella awoke, and instantly was perky and excited. “Oh, boy! You’re going to be a star!”

She had had a full night’s sleep. An orgasm induced sleep that was deep and refreshing.

I hadn’t slept much. I was too horny. I felt like my balls were steaming, and I had that electrical sexual tension keeping me wired. I groaned, “I feel like…tired.”

“No time for tired! Come on!” And, once again, she grabbed me by the handle and pulled me out of bed.

Which woke me right up. My cock was hard, it wanted, I wanted, and her hand felt so good I started thrusting my hips into her fist.

“No, no. You naughty boy.” She threw me into the shower.

“Oh, fuck,” mumbled. Yet the steamy water helped me. I began to wake up. It was daylight, and I was the male hunter, conditioned to go out and slay beasts while the sun shined. Shone. Whatever.

“Use this!” Stella handed me a razor. “And shave everything.”

Yawning, but coming alive, I twisted this way and that, contorted, and shaved everything. Face real good. Legs and chest, okay. I didn’t have a lot of hair there anyway. Then the groin area.

Lord, it’s scary working a blade right next to your best friend. But I did it, and I jumped out of the shower. “Ta da!”

Stella laughed. “You missed a spot!”

“Where?” I looked under my arms.

She took the razor and said, “Bend over.”

“Oh, no. Not really!”

“I don’t mean to be indelicate, but you have crack hairs. Very untidy, if you know what I mean.

I had never had anybody shave me that close before, but I bent, and held, and she quickly divested me of the real short and curlies.

“Okay, let’s put a little of this on you,” she slathered a bit of cream on my body.

“Hey! That smells.”

“Smells good, too. You are going to be the best smelling transvestite in Hollywood.”

“You realize this is just a role?”

“Oh, I know that. But it’s fun. So let me have a little bit of fun with it. Okay? Mr. Grouch?”

“Okay,” I gave in. After all, she was just helping me.

“Now then, let me work on your hair. I think we can do without a wig, but the final say will be up to them.”

She sat me down at her make up table and bushed out my hair. Then she picked up a pair of scissors.

“Hey!”

“It’s okay. I’ll just tidy it up.”

So I sat and she snipped here and there, and brushed, and snipped some more, and it was obvious that she wasn’t taking it off, but simply ‘arranging’ it.

“Oh, yeah. This is going to be good. She fluffed my hair, then sprayed it with hair spray. I looked in the mirror and my jaw dropped.

She had given me a layered cut that curled around my face. It was very feminine, and suddenly I had a very much more feminized face. I was still male, but I was topped with female.

“Your outfit is on the bed. Put it on and I’ll get your make up ready.”

No slip now, but tight panties, and the bra with the forms. There was also a tummy shaper, open at the bottom and with garter straps, and nylons.

She arranged things on her make up table and turned to me. “Don’t put the nylons on, yet. We have to paint your toes.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely.”

So I got dressed, and felt pretty well stuffed into a pencil skirt, and my tits looked huge, but real, in a translucent blouse. Then I sat on the edge of the bed and Stella painted my to nails.

“This is weird.”

“This is bad. We need a professional mani/pedi for you. What have you been doing with these poor tootsies?”

Not much I could say to that.

After my toes were done she helped me unroll the nylons up my legs. Man, that felt sexy. I felt slithery, like a snake about to shed skin.

“Ooh. That’s good looking!”

She led me over to the table and began doing her real magic. Clean, moisturize, eyes, lips. When she was done she led me over to the full length mirror.

I almost took my own breath away. I was slender, but stacked, and the face was feminine. I didn’t look like a guy in drag…I looked like a woman.

“Wow.”

“Uh oh,” she said. “Houston, we’ve got a problem.”

I looked down to where she was looking. I had a sizable bulge in my pencil skirt.

“Should have got me off last night,” I gloated.

“Not a chance. Sit on the bed.”

I sat on the bed, then she had me get on all fours, and she pulled my dick down and taped it to my thigh. Then she wrapped more tape around my leg, and I knew that this puppy was in for the duration. Mr. Happy was not happy.

“Try and stand up.”

I backed off the bed and stood, and I was hunched and pooched over.

“Straighten your shoulders.”

I did, and it helped, and I could feel my dick getting a bit of wiggle room. It wasn’t standing up, but I was able to. But I was still pooched, and my butt stuck out a little.

“Oh, this is perfect,” Stella clapped her hands.

I looked in the mirror. I now had an ass. Baby got back.

“Heysoos,” I groaned. “This is…painful.”

“Hey, sacrifice for your art, okay? Now, come on. Let’s get your jewelry on and hit the road.”

We drove downtown. Well, she drove. I was wearing heels and didn’t trust my foot on the pedals.

To the Chimera building. Heck, I didn’t even know Chimera had their own building. That was a good sign.

We walked into the building and there was no lobby to speak of. Just a guy with a clipboard.

“Hi, ladies,” he chirped. “You here for the shoot?”

“Yep,” Stella acknowledged, and she nudged me. Yes, the guy thought I was a woman. I reminded myself to speak in a high voice.

“Down the hall to the back steps. Up the steps and follow the signs.”

Stella thanked him and we sauntered on down the hallway.

“How you doing?” Stella asked.

“I’m trying to stay upright, and thank goodness you let me wear the short heels.”

“Don’t get too happy. Becky will probably want real heels.”

“Great.”

We walked past a couple of racks of clothes and into a large room. Two cameras were being trundled into place and Becky was by a drinking fountain talking to a script writer.

“Hey!” She noticed us and walked over to us. She air kissed Stella, then checked me out and whistled. “Wow! I knew you’d be good for the part.”

“Thanks.”

“Now, you look good, but let’s get make up over here and double do you. I’ve got a dress all picked out.”

Shortly I was sitting in a folding chair and a girl named Shelley was fussing over me.

“Mm, yeah. Good job. But we need long eyelashes, and…your shave will probably last for a while. Do some Nair for tomorrow. Okay?”

I opened my mouth to agree and Stella cut in. “No problem.”

Shelley did a few more things to my hair and make up, then repainted my lips, a deeper, shinier red, and smiled. “Okay. Let’s see if you pass muster.

I did, and Becky explained the scene.

“I know you’re a pro, and we’re going to give you lines, maybe a lot, but today we just want to take some fillers. Shots of you walking, sitting. We want you to get used to the camera, and the camera to get used to you.

“Can I watch the dailies?”

“I don’t mind, but all film gets sent to the production offices at five o’clock. So if you want to see them, you’ll have to go there.”

I frowned. That meant extra long day, driving after a long day under hot lights, and I didn’t think—“

“Sure,” said Stella. Man, she was really getting into this.

We began shooting.

We walked through the halls, through doorways. We walked up and down stairs. Then we took it outside. A small crowd gathered to watch as we shot our scenes.

Stella was right by my side. As soon as Becky yelled ‘Cut’ she was all over me.

“How you doing? Need water? You’ve got a smudge, where’s Shelley?”

I smiled. I liked it. I was horny and being fussed over. I was the center of attention, and that is something every actor desires.

We ate lunch. It was a warm day, and the crew was fun, and then ‘he’ showed up.

“Hey! Tommy!” Everybody, including me, turned towards the door, and a big hunk entered.

Tommy James. He was almost as good looking as me, and a famous porn star.

When that six foot frame, bulging with muscles, unleashed the snake audiences cheered.

And, he was a nice guy!

Most people in Hollywood are nice. If they aren’t they don’t last long. Nobody wants to work with an asshole. But a lot of that is surface nice. Tommy was nice all the way through.

Tommy shook a few hands, waved to people, then he caught sight of me.

“Hey, Rick! I haven’t seen you since…what was it…acting school?”

I got up and he hugged me.

God, it felt weird. He was a giant of a man, and I was a. slip of a girl, and when he hugged me he hugged me like he was hugging a girl.

“I’m glad you got the part, man. You always were the pro. This your wife?”

I introduced Tommy to Stella. Stella shook his hand. No hug for her, and I wondered why?

But she was looking at him with a slight tilt to her head. Hunh?

“Okay, people, time to shoot the meeting!”

The meeting. Tommy and I bump into each other. I fall down and he catches me, and we…meet.

So we walked through the scene a couple of times, Tommy and I talked, and he said, “Can I bump you hard enough to make you fall? Make it look real?”

“Sure. Just make sure you catch me.”

He laughed, showing white teeth. “No problemo. I been working out.” He flexed and we laughed.

“Action!”

I came down some steps, Tommy came through a door, bump, and I fell on my ass. My legs were up, he had missed the catch.

“Jeez! I’m sorry, man. I didn’t expect you to fall so quick.”

“It’s the high heels,” I explained, rubbing my ass. Thank goodness I had a tiny bit of padding on my rump.

“Okay! Let’s do it again!”

Down the steps, Tommy through the door, bump! And it went perfect. I fell almost down, and then he had me, his big arm around my waist, and his face was close to mine. We stared at each other, and the cameraman zoomed in for the close up.

I stared at him, I felt his strength, and I felt…weak. I was a man, but…I suddenly felt weak and fragile. I wanted to move back, assert myself, but the scene didn’t call for it. It called for me to just look at Tommy in the eyes and…look.

He said, “Baby!”

And that was it.

“Perfect. Let’s shoot it again.”

That’s the thing about Hollywood. They always say perfect, then they take the shot again. And again and again. Well, if it was perfect, why do you have to do it again?

But I knew. They would be adjusting lines, lighting, make up, everything. When they were finally done they would have a large base of film to select their final cut from.

Stella came to me. “You all right? That fall didn’t hurt?”

“Just my pride.”

I looked over at Tommy. He glanced at me ruefully, then gave a thumbs up.

I thumbed him up back, and grinned. But I couldn’t get over how weak I felt when he had caught me.

After shooting we drove over to the production offices for the dailies. Dailies are the raw film, presented to the producers and directors and whoever else. Some actors like them, some don’t. I didn’t care, except…sometimes they were useful for honing your craft. An actor could tell when a slight adjustment in his motion should have been made, or maybe a better delivery for a line.

We sat in the small screening room and watched scene after scene of me walking, climbing stairs, sitting in chairs.

I could see when I looked like a woman, and I could see when I didn’t. I made mental notes, and I knew that Stella was doing the same. Finally, the lights went on. There were two old guys in the room, money men, and Becky and one of the cameramen.

Becky and the cameraman traded notes, the two old guys stood up, and they were smiling. One of them turned to me, “You’re good. You’re perfect.”

That made me happy, and thrilled Stella. We were about to leave when Becky broke from the cameraman and came to us. She had a lopsided, pleased grin.

“I love it when I’m right. You make a good woman. Your eyes are sparkly, they have that horny look that a cross dresser always has.”

Stella smiled victoriously. Being horny had worked.

“Thanks, dear,” I projected a modest femininity and she laughed. “Okay. We’re going to shoot some a real scene tomorrow. You up for it?”

“He’s ready,” said Stella.

“I’m ready.”

“Okay, and, by the way?”

“Yes?”

“I don’t have to tell you, but stay in character. All the time.”

I nodded. Crap. I wanted to get out of this dress. It was tight and the shoes hurt, and my poor dick wanted to fly.

“See you tomorrow.”

And the day was done.

At home I sank into a seat and sprawled, and every muscle in my body felt…tight.

“Wow, that was a long day.”

“Yes, it was. Want a drink?”

“I do, but you sit, I’ll get.”

I sat, and my poor peeny throbbed. And the dress was tight and the bra straps were cutting into my shoulders.

I was almost asleep when Stella put a drink in my hand. “Don’t go to sleep yet, lover.”

“Oh, I need to.”

“Yes, but you have lines tomorrow. And we have to practice.”

“Oh, heysoos.”

She smiled and placed a hand on my lap. “Tell you what. I’ll untie Mr. Happy, and you can take that skirt off, and we can loosen the bra a little.”

I smiled, and sipped, and she began helping me.

“How do you stay so energized?” I asked.

“For one, I’m not the one under the hot lights. For two…”

“Yes? Two?”

“You as a woman…it’s…exciting.”

“Exciting?”

“Okay. Horny. But exciting.”

“So that’s what I have to do to get you in bed? Dress up like a woman?”

“Oh, baby,” she untaped my dick at that moment and it sprang upwards. It was red and it actually flung a few drops of pre-cum around.

“Uh oh. We’re going to have to wear an absorbent pad.”

“Cripes. Well, okay.”

She brought out the scripts and we began reading, and it wasn’t long before I had everything down.

She went to fix dinner, and when she got back I was snoring.

“Up and at ‘em!” Stella opened the blinds and the sun poked me in the eyeball.

“Unh…” I threw a forearm over my eyes. Then, blinking, I looked around. “Did I sleep out here?”

“You were out like a light and I didn’t want to wake you.”

“Thanks, I think.”

“Okay, let’s get you out of yesterday’s duds and into today’s.”

I struggled out of the recliner and staggered, then got my balance. I wasn’t totally awake, but I was functional. Sort of.

I used the Nair, then hit the shower. I didn’t have much visible hair, but little specks swirled down the drain, and now I really felt naked. Electric naked. Baby butt naked.

Stella creamed me, checked my nails, and began putting make up on me. Then, into a dress. A slinky dress, and we really had to tape Mr. Happy down.

God, was I horny. I felt electric all the time, surging, and like my blood was actually boiling.

“Oh, your eyes are snapping,” laughed Stella.

“I’m so fucking horny.”

“And it works. Baby, if this works then I’m never letting you cum again.”

“Oh!” I groaned. “Even that made me pulse.”

Finally, we were on our way.

“I’m hungry,” I groused, as we walked into the Chimera building.

“You had a piece of toast for breakfast, what’s the problem?”

“I need a steak.”

“Not if you’re going to keep your figure…oh, Hi Becky.”

“Hey, kids, are you ready?”

“Yep.”

I went to make up, wardrobe checked me out, found me palatable, and then on to the lights, camera, action!

The scene was later in the script. Tommy and I were on a bus, and he whispers something naughty to me. I didn’t mind naughty.

We didn’t use a real bus, didn’t have the bucks for that, but the set was pretty good.

We ran through the scene a couple of times, then got down to business.

“Action!”

I entered the bus and tottered down the aisle. There were no seats, and then I saw one. Next to Tommy.

The script had me not liking him at that point, but…a seat on a downtown bus? I would sit.

So he pulled his legs back, I faced him and slid by, and the cameramen all shifted here and there, and the bus hit a jump and I fell forward. He caught me. And kissed me.

My eyes went open! I pushed back, I was mortified…and didn’t know what to do!

He had kissed me! Planted his sexy lips on mine. He was supposed to whisper something to me, but he didn’t. He just…kissed me!

“Cut!” Perfect.

Tommy smiled at me. He wasn’t a real smart fellow and didn’t read me right.

I stood trembling, and people were all shifting around, getting ready for the reshoot.

Reshoot? Of him kissing me?

“Becky?” I turned and called.

She was right there. So was Stella. “Yeah?”

“Can I talk to you?”

“Sure. Let’s find a corner.”

“We found one, and I blurted, “He kissed me.”

Stella: “What?”

“He kissed me. Not just our lips meeting by accident, but…he put his lips on mine and actually kissed me.”

“Really?” Stella stared at me. Then she turned to Becky.

Becky looked at me, and she looked at Stella, and she said, “I rewrote the script.”

“With me kissing a man?”

“I wanted to get honest surprise.”

“You got that.”

“Look. I’m sorry. But when you see the dailies, when you see the surprise on your face, the shock. It is priceless, it is good movie making.”

“Kissing a man was not in the contract.”

“Rick, I’m sorry. This was an artistic decision, and I made it. I’m sorry, but it didn’t hurt you, and…it’s done.”

And it was. Spilt milk.

“Is there going to be any more kissing?”

Becky hemmed and hawed, then finally admitted. “There might be.”

“No!” I said.

“We want more money,” said Stella.

“What?” I looked at Stella.

We all looked at each other. Then Stella said, “If I can have a moment alone?”

Becky nodded and was glad to take off.

I stared at her. “More money?”

“Rick, we stretched thin. More money won’t hurt.”

“But I’m kissing a man!”

“You’re kissing a pair of lips. Like mine.”

“No. Not like yours.”

She moved closer to me, our tits were touching. “Rick, we need this. If you do this…if you can get over your silliness and examine the situation…I’ll do anything for you.”

I wasn’t satisfied.

“And if you don’t…then I won’t.”

“What does that mean?” I was starting to get angry.

She shifted her position so nobody could see. She pressed a hand against my groin. “It means, lover, that if you don’t kiss a man, and make us LOTS of money, then it’s going to be a cold day in hell before you get me to lay down and spread for you.”

“What?” But I wasn’t loud.

“Rick. think of that kiss. Flesh meeting, without the passion, just like…two hands shaking. You can do that all day long. That’s acting. No passion, but show the passion. You can do it.”

“I…I…” But she had me. And she knew it. We needed the money, her argument was sound, and…and I hate to admit this…but I was thinking of the way Tommy’s lips were warm, and soft. I mean, he splatted me, but he was gentle. Was it really that different from kissing a woman?

“Now let’s fix your make up and get ready for the reshoot.”

“Action!”

I entered the bus, down the aisle, the look between Tommy and I, and I slid almost past his legs.

Bump! I fell, he caught…he kissed me.

I wasn’t as surprised, and sensations registered. His lips were moist, they felt…sexy. And I felt helpless, getting kissed. Man, I reacted by ad libbing. I slapped him.

Rick looked surprised, everybody was surprised. I stood up and straightened my dress and glared at him.

“Cut! Oh, my God! Perfect! Rick! Perfect! The surprise on Tommy’s face! My God!”

People stirred around me, I felt a hand on my shoulders. Patting me. A couple of people murmured things like ‘Well done. Nice.’

Even the crew gave a hand clap.

I stepped back, red in the face, but somehow pleased. And thinking about the way he had kissed me, and how it felt. I felt my dick, down under the tape, struggle to get free. Mr. Happy liked it.

We took a short break then, and Stella came to me, led me to a chair and gave me a cup of water.

“Fucking brilliant,” her eyes flashed at me. “That’s the Rick I know.”

I had kissed a man. But…

Then Stella said, “God, I don’t know when I’ve been so horny.”

I looked at her.

“Me kissing a man?”

“It’s magic, Rick. It effects everybody. You saw the crew clapping.

We sat, and I thought. And I realized, though I didn’t want to…kissing a man is easy.

But it was gay.

“Honey. I don’t want a man.”

She laughed. I kiss my mother, and I don’t want her. I kiss my father and…and you can kiss Tommy all night and it doesn’t mean you want him. That’s acting.”

Yes. It was. And it worried me. It worried me that my dick was pulsing under my dress.

The next few shoots were easy. Just drama, dialogue, set ups for later scenes. I did them well, and I was quite convincing as a woman. But on Wednesday trouble reared its ugly head.

Becky came into the studio late, and she looked like had eaten a box of nails and had indigestion.

I knew better than to mess with her then, but she came directly to me. No chance for me to escape the gun.

“Rick? Stella? We have to talk.”

We didn’t just go into a corner, we went into an office, and she closed the door.

“Sit.”

We sat.

She rounded the desk and sat in the swivel.

“Rick…” she stopped and just stared at the ceiling.

“Becky? What’s going on?”

I was sort of stunned. I had seen Becky be a bitch, but this was ten times over.

She looked at me. “In a way, it’s your fault.”

“My fault? But I’ve seen the dailies, George and Henry (the producers) are ecstatic. What have I done?”

“You’re too good.”

I blinked. Stella sat back and was dazed.

“So I’m good and you’re mad. Who gets to be good and mad?”

“Maybe you.”

“Why?”

George and Henry want a scene.

“So we give them a scene.

“Without clothes.”

“What?”

She sighed. “George and Henry…look, let me start from the beginning. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“This is a movie and the crossdresser is a second banana, a throw away. Not important. We could rewrite this movie ten ways from go without you.”

That had me worried.

“Then you show up, and you take over. Shiela was supposed to be Tommy’s love interest, but have you noticed we’ve been stalling her scenes?”

“Yeah.”

“And Tommy, bless his heart, is getting more scenes. I mean, he’s not the brightest, but he’s perfect, and the tension between you two is overwhelming. It’s like you hate him…but love him. It’s magic!”

“So about taking the clothes off?”

“They want to shift the focus of the movie. You get to be a main character. Instead of being shuffled off by a girl, you occupy Tommy’s interest.”

“Wait a minute.”

“Your salary is going to skyrocket, and there’s even talk of more bucks for our budget.”

“Wait.”

“But you will have to act naked with Tommy.”

“With no boobs?” What a weird thing for me to say. Why didn’t I object to the nakedness, instead I found fault with...my boobs.

“We can put prosthetics on you. Hell we could give you real boobs if you want, but the point is that we can make it look like you are a real tranny, with a real cock and real tits.”

I stared at her.

she stared at me, and she knew she was losing. I had come here to make a movie, but to be…revealed…as a transgender person…it was…it was—

“How much money?”

I turned to Stella.

“I’m not doing it!”

The shoot was delayed while Stella and I went home and mulled it. Which meant she would try to convince me of something I definitely didn’t want to do.

“I think you should.”

“I’m not a gay actor!”

“No, but you’re an actor.”

We were in the kitchen. She poured two drinks. A wine spritzer for herself and a stiff bourbon and Coke for me. She handed me the drink, hesitated, then made another one. She turned and handed it to me.

I blinked, and stared at her. I had a drink in each hand.

“What’s this for?”

“So you can’t stop me when I punch you.”

She punched me. Right in the gut. I bent a little bit, but I was wearing a corset, and I have tight belly, and I grunted. “Ow!”

She straightened me up, moved one of the glasses to my mouth. “Drink this, you idiot.”

I drank, and sputtered, “Why am I the idiot? I don’t want to do a porno and you call me an idiot!”

“It’s not a porno. It’s soft porn, and there is a market for it.”

“So I’m supposed to become rich and famous being a transgender actor in soft porn?”

“Porn is bigger than mainstream, goofball.”

“But it’s not acting!”

“Bullshit!”

We stood there, glaring at each other. She moved one of the glasses to my lips again and I drank. Not a sip, but a gulp.

Then, while I was savoring the burn, she undid my dress and started pulling me out of it.

“What…what?”

“Shut up.”

I shut, drank some more, and she raised the slip and undid the tape. My poor, struggling cock went up like a flag on the top of Mt. Everest.

“Fuck!” I blurted. At that moment I hated my wife…and I was horny for her.

She grabbed my cock and held it. “You get horny from wearing women’s clothes. Don’t lie.”

“But I’m not gay.”

“What is gay? Who cares about gay? Do you know how much money Becky offered us? Do you know that soft porn is just a stepping stone? When people can see that you act…”

“When they look past my dick,” I said bitterly.

“Then they’ll know you can act.”

“Bullshit.”

“Ask Sylvester Stallone.”

I stared at her.

“Hell, ask Traci Lords.”

“Yeah, but…” I was running out of steam. First, Stella was madder than me. Second, she was tweaking my dick like there was no tomorrow.

“Look at this cock!”

I looked down. It was dripping.

“That’s not fair,” I accused.

“I’m making you richer than shit! Anything is fair!”

“So when do I get to cum?”

Funny, I had gone from being upset and righteous to wondering about my dick.

“When I say so,” she snarled.

“That could be months.”

It will be months. It will be until Hiatus, and there might not even be a hiatus this year! And I’m going to play with you every single day. Do you know what milking is?”

“No.”

“Well, you’re going to get milked. And you will be relieved, but you won’t lose that horny spark in your eyes. In fact, it will be worse.”

“How worse?” What was I doing? Who was talking for me? Why wasn’t I defending my position.

“I’m going to show you, right now.”

She pulled me by the dick into the bedroom. She threw me on the bed.

“Lay down, on your face.”

I did. I felt incredibly vulnerable, laying there in a slip and stockings, my tits mashed under my chest.

“What are you doing?”

She grabbed a bunch of scarves and began tying my wrists to the posts.

“Shut up!”

I did, and I stared at her, and I was shocked into immobility. I didn’t move. I just let her tie me to the bed.

“I don’t understand.”

“Good,” she was mad. She had me tied up and was talking about milking and…and me not cumming for months, and… “What are you doing?”

She reached into her drawer and pulled out her vibrator. It wasn’t a big thing, but it was shaped like a penis, and she turned it on.

HMMMM!

She turned it off.

“Rick, this is for your own good. You’re going to be rich and famous, and that’s that. Do you understand?”

“I don’t understand anything!” I started to feel a worm of fear in my chest.

“Well, you will.”

She went into the bathroom and brought back a big tube of lube. She sat on the bed and spread my cheeks. For all her anger, she was soft, and she slathered lube onto my crack and pushed it into my asshole.

“Hey! What are you doing?”

“Making you grow up.” She began running her finger around the rim of my asshole.

I began to struggle, at last moved to action, but it was too late. She tied good knots, and she kept reaming me and reaming me, and…it started to feel good.

“Stop!” I begged.

“Not until you grow up and be a man.”

“A man with a dress? Getting fucked in the ass by a woman?”

“I’m not fucking you in the ass. I’m draining you.”

She pushed her vibrator into me. I grunted and arched. She held it still for a long moment.

“Inside the ass is the prostate. Rub the prostate enough, just the right way, and it pushes your semen out of your dick. It drains your balls. That’s milking.”

“I don’t want to be milked.”

“No. You want to be poor. Well, I’m not having any of that.”

She turned the vibrator on, and I spasmed.

It was electrical. I felt sensations rush through my whole body. I was suddenly and unbelievably turned on.

She worked it gently, pushing it in as far as it would go, wiggling it, then pulling back.

“Oh, fuck…fuck!”

I gritted my teeth, I wanted it to stop…but I wanted it to continue.

“Stop fucking me!”

“I told you. I’m not fucking you. I’m draining you. And if you’d relax a little you’d notice how good it feels.”

I was noticing. I was struggling, but half of my struggles were to show that I wasn’t enjoying this.

“Come on, Rick. Give it up.” Her voice was soft now. She could feel me breaking down. “You know I’m right.”

Was she? One part of me didn’t think so. Another part of me started thinking about kisses, and lips, and how it didn’t matter if there was no passion.

But this was…nakedness. Exposing myself.

So what? I’d get paid big bucks just for taking off my clothes. It’s not like people don’t do that.

I groaned, and suddenly I was aware that I was pushing back.

“That’s it, baby. Give it up. It’s going to feel so good. All you have to do is relax and let me do my magic.

She moved the vibrator, I could feel the shivers running through my groin, and, suddenly, I started to feel loosey goosey.

“Excellent. Here it comes. Just let it come.”

“It feels like I’m peeing.”

“It’s supposed to. Come on, baby.”

For another minute she moved the vibrator in and out, and at first I pumped back, tried to fuck it with my butt, then I just sort of went limp. I had the funny feeling that it was all over, and she pulled the vibrator out of my rectum.

“Good boy.” She slapped my ass and untied me.

“I don’t get it?” But I was feeling good. Satisfied.

“Look on the bed.”

I did, and I saw a big patch of cum.

“What is that?”

“You, lover. You came your brains out.”

“But I didn’t feel anything!”

“You will tomorrow,” she kissed me in passing as she cleaned up. “Tomorrow you are going to be super horny, and erect, and feeling like you want to fuck the moon. But there won’t be any gism in you. We drained you, but your mind doesn’t know that. It’s still going to be horny…you will feel more horny than you ever have in your life.” She laughed. “Oh, the magic in your eyes.”

Her arguments won. At least, I didn’t have any male machismo driving me and making me stand up to her. Instead, I was loosey goosey, easy going, compliant, and didn’t even care that I had to take my clothes off.

It’s only clothes, and it’s only bodies, and…what the hell? Right?”

I woke up suddenly, my dick trying to drive a hole through the blankets.

“Fuck!” I muttered. I suddenly had the desire to throw my wife over and fuck her. Fuck her pussy. Fuck her mouth. Fuck her ass.

“How you doing, lover?” she was on elbow on her side, watching me. She was laughing.

“Heysoos. I need some relief.”

“You only think you need some relief. Now, come on. We have to get you ready.”

I leaped from the bed. I was like a wire, electricity shooting through me.

Stella just hummed and did my hair and make up and checked my nails. I got dressed, and. I didn’t need much help. I was moving fast.

“Slow down, baby,” Stella giggled. “You’re moving wa-a-ay too fast.”

“I can’t help it! I have so much energy?”

“You’re going to have to slow down for your scenes today.”

“Okay.” And man, it really was okay. Everything was okay

As we drove to the studio I turned to Stella. “Baby? Honey?”

“Yes?”

“That thing you did to me last night?”

“Yeah?”

“I really like it.”

“I know you do.”

We entered the studios, and everything was different. There was less crew, and everybody was sort of pre-occupied.

That’s the way it always is when an actor gets naked.

“Okay, people…ready to go?”

Nods and murmurs.

Becky came to me. “Ready?”

“Yeah,” I said, showing a lot of confidence.

“That’s my man,” she patted my cheek and moved on.

“Action!”

Tommy spun me around and yelled, “You can’t treat me like that!”

“Shut up, you pussy!” I screamed back at him.

The crew stared, rapt, we were making real magic. This was looking really real.

I turned around, and slipped, and Tommy caught me. He was supposed to kiss me. Plant his lips on me.

That was okay. I didn’t love Tommy, but…but my heart was pounding. Passion, baby. I thought I was acting.

But he didn’t catch me right. He caught me while I was facing down, and then he lifted me up, and…and his dick pressed against my ass.

I froze. He froze. My dick was straight out in front. His dick was straight…pointing into…my ass.

I had been lubed up the night before, and I was still slick back there.

He slid right into me.

Shock. The shock of being kissed was nothing compared to this.

Everybody in the room froze.

“Oh!” I exclaimed. But it wasn’t an angry exclamation. It was a surprised one. It felt good. His dick felt good. Warm, strong, pulsing.

I couldn’t help myself. I pooched my butt back.

Tommy was blinking, he didn’t understand, but he understood a good feeling. He pushed forward.

We fucked.

I fucked a man. And I was the fuckee.

In and out. Slithering flesh. Pulsing, throbbing.

“Unh!” grunted Tommy.

“Oh!” I repeated.

“Unh…unh…”

We sawed back and forth. The cameraman came to himself and moved around, caught our action, focused on the entry, and the way that big cock was sliding in and out, opening my aperture and having its way.

“Fuck!” I whispered, and the camera caught it. It caught the look of amazement on my face. It caught how my face twitched with pleasure.

“Oh, yeah!” exclaimed Tommy.

He began to cum. His dick was big, and he wasn’t drained, probably hadn’t had any for a month. I mean, he just kept spewing and filling me up. Cum started to drip out of my asshole and the cameraman knelt down and caught it all.

Finally, Tommy was done. He let me go and I stood up, shaky on my legs, a look of surprise on my face.

“God!” I leaped at Tommy and kissed him.

And he kissed me.

“Cut!”

“You’re up for another award.”

“Excellent.” I cut my steak and chewed.

“The studio has offered you more money for a sequel.”

“Get as much as you can.” I sipped some Coke and bourbon.

We were living higher in the hills now. We had sold our little bungalow and had a gated mansion.

“You’re going to have to stop gorging yourself.”

“I know. One more steak, tomorrow, and we’ll put me on my diet.”

Stella leaned back. She was done, and she smiled as I pushed my plate away.

“How do you feel, Mr. Big Shot Rich and Famous Actor?”

“Like I want to take advantage of Hiatus.”

She frowned. “Rick? Does it bother you to take it up the ass?”

“Nope. Feels good.”

She nodded. “Because the public is demanding it. They want to see your ass take it big.”

“Can’t argue with that. Now, can we go to bed? I need to lose a drop.”

“I can take a drop, but just one.” She giggled, and we stood up and went to bed.

END


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days.

A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Becoming a Woman!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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