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What an incredible year 2025 was! I want to thank all my readers for choosing to read one of my books. We achieved a remarkable milestone: over 1,000,000 page reads on Kindle Unlimited.

Thank you very much! I hope you will choose more of my books in the future. Please consider reviewing my book and following me on Amazon.

Or sharing my book on Bluesky

Thank you!

Phoebe Pearl
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Iheaded right to Backstage Brew after my casting call, which turned out to be another failed attempt at fame. Jamie, my best friend, called frantically last night with an idea, and according to her, “My life was about to change.” Jamie produced films she referred to as artful chick flicks; I liked to call them “women’s porn.” Her current production, The Velvet Deception, was just getting off the ground.

Backstage Brew was a coffee shop tucked between a juice cleanse bar and a Botox clinic off Sunset and Vine, its neon sign flickering against the relentless California sunshine, palm trees casting long shadows across the patio where aspiring screenwriters hunched over MacBooks and out-of-work actors chatted about who’s getting cast and who wasn’t, which most of the time was everyone sitting at Backstage Brew. Backstage Brew was an audition in itself, a parade of starving actors and actresses. We all understood the reality—a chance at success was rare, and rejection was always closer than expected. I stood in the doorway for a moment, uncertain. Why did I keep coming here, to this shrine of hope and heartbreak?

After grabbing my Macchiato, with the last ten-dollar bill I had to my name. “Waste of money,” I said to myself as I dropped the change into the tip jar labeled “Casting Director Bribe Fund.”

I took a seat in the corner as two out-of-work actors, like me, practiced script readings at the table next to mine.

I sipped my Macchiato, the director’s words after my last casting call burning through the last hope I had of ever making it big in Hollywood, “Marcus. I mean, your emotional range is great. You’d be perfect for the part….” I could see it in his eyes. The same old same old. “It’s not about acting skill, but we’re aiming for a classic leading man.” And there it was. “You look too effeminate for the part. You look… well, gay.”

I glanced at the walls plastered with fading movie premiere after-party photos, signed headshots of actors who’d landed one-episode roles on procedurals, and sun-bleached posters for indie films. I stopped at the promotional posters for the only starring role I ever had. No one here would even recognize me from the image on the Queens of the Damned: Midnight Massacre poster.

I sipped my Macchiato and waited for Jamie, and wondered what favor she wanted from me. All her favors started with: “Your life is about to change.” So I expected I’d be an extra in her latest production, or a production assistant, or a sound boom operator.

Jamie found me in the corner. She waved with her signature confident smile. I’m not sure why, but Jamie and I hit it off when I took a job as her assistant director for one of her best movies: “Her Burning Desires at Dawn.” She was the only real friend I had since moving to La La Land to chase my acting dreams. She entered wearing her signature black turtleneck, scanning the room with the practiced eye of someone who frames life in potential scenes. When our eyes met, her face softened into that crooked smile that told me the favor was a big one. She grabbed her coffee—black, no nonsense, like everything about her—and slid into the chair across from me, the metal legs scraping against the uneven floor. “So, how’d your casting call go?”

“Bad. I think I’m giving up, moving back to Kansas. I can’t get a part to kill me. It’s all the same shit. We’re aiming for a classic leading man vibe. Think… more assertive, more traditionally masculine. Blah, blah, blah. I’ve been here for like six years, and the only role I got—” I trailed off, feeling the weight of rejection and frustration.

“I have to say I loved you in Queens of the Damned: Midnight Massacre.”

Queens of the Damned was a cheap “B” movie about Drag Queens fighting zombies. The paycheck had kept me going for a year, but it didn’t help me in any of my future casting calls. It typecast me forever. “Yeah. I hated it. But I needed the money.”

Jamie dropped her head into her hands, then ran her hands through her short hair. “My lead, for my short film, The Velvet Deception, landed a leading part in a major motion picture and…”

“Shit, that sucks.” I glanced around the Backstage Brew. “Plenty of bimbos here.” I’d read her script. “It’s a great script. Little bit racy—that scene in the professor’s office made me blush—but all your stuff goes big. You never write small, Jamie. You’ll find someone, you always do.”

“Yeah, but they can’t act, or they want too much money that they think they deserve. I don’t have the budget, and I need one that looks like her.”

“Why? You haven’t started filming yet, right?”

“But I’ve done all the promotional materials, and I need someone who resembles her.”

“That sucks. I’d be happy to help you out with new promotional materials.”

“Not what I had in mind.” She gave me that look, like she already ensnared me in her trap. She turned her phone toward me and showed me a picture of the lead.

On Jamie’s phone, a college cheerleader posed with practiced confidence—honey-blonde ponytail, glossy lips, heavy eyeliner. Her cropped uniform revealed toned abs and thighs. Something in her smirk and the way she twirled her hair projected a bold sexuality that seemed designed to distract professors from their better judgment.

Jamie’s eyes lit up like a director who’d just found the perfect shot. She leaned forward, elbows on the table, a familiar mischievous gleam spreading across her face, looking at me like she was about to propose something wilder than the normal ‘favor.’

“No,” I said, before Jamie even opened his mouth.

“You don’t even know what I’m going to say.”

“Yes, I do. You have that expression. The one you get when you’re about to suggest something that will make my life more complicated. And whatever it is, the answer is no.”

Jamie leaned back in his chair, grinning. “You’re seriously limiting your life with that attitude.”

“What is it?” I asked, resigned.

“You could do it. I mean, you’d be perfect for it.”

“For what?”

“My film.”

“I’ve been an extra in your films before, but that look on your face says this is bigger.”

“I’m not talking about an extra. I’m talking about the lead.”

“I read your script. I don’t see myself playing the part of the professor. He’s like the typical macho—”

“Not the Professor. The student. Marcus.” Jamie leaned forward. “You have real talent, and you’re just... wasting it. You can’t give up.”

This was the speech. I had heard variations of it over the past five years. “I’m not wasting anything. I’m being practical. Listen, I’m not what Hollywood is looking for.” Then I realized what she’d offered me, the leading role in one of her cult films as the Bimbo. “You want me to be the girl? Cassandra. She’s a—No.” I stood up. “Absolutely not.”

“Wait… Think about it.”

“I don’t need to hear anything else. I’m not playing a female lead. That’s—I’m not doing that.”

Jamie remained seated, unbothered by my theatrics. “Why not?”

“Because I’m a man, Jamie. How do you think that goes?”

“Probably well? Given that you’d be a woman in the scene?” Jamie said this as if it were obvious. “Actors do this all the time. Gender-blind casting. It’s progressive. It’s interesting.”

I sat back down, running a hand through my dark hair. “You’re insane.”

“Hear me out. You…” She turned her phone toward me and showed me the promotional image of me dressed in drag for Queens of the Damned: Midnight Massacre, and I’ll be damned, but I looked like the lead, Cassandra. Little over the top in drag, but tone it down, make it more slutty, and I was made for the part.

“I read Cassandra’s part, and she’s, like, all the women in your movies… She’s like… Well, she’s a slut on the prowl. How am I going to pull that off?”

“You could play her.”

Despite myself, I was curious. “But the sex scene? How am I going to pull that off?”

“You know I never show much skin in my movies. We can hide the parts that matter.”

“I’m not a woman, Jamie. I can’t just—”

“Wear a dress and do your job? Why not? It’s called acting.”

“I’ve read your script. It’s not much of a dress. Queen of the Damned, they knew I was a guy. That’s what made it funny as hell, but who’s going to believe I’m a woman?”

“Okay. Here’s the deal. Audition for the part, and if you pass, you agree to do it.”

I wanted to say no. But what Jamie paid her leads would keep me going for a year. “Audition? What are we talking about here?”

Jamie’s face lit up like the Hollywood sign on a clear night, then she said, “A Star Is Born, Marcus.”


Chapter Two
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I’d been in drag for that indie film last year—had watched myself on screen with a mix of pride and unease, noting how my slender frame and soft features transformed convincingly under the right makeup. The critics had even called me “hauntingly feminine,” more so than my costars, who the critics said looked like “linebackers in wigs.” Part of me wanted to believe I could do this, while another part recoiled at how easily I’d slipped into that other skin. Could I really pass as a woman enough to fool Jamie’s audience? Or worse—what if I could?

The audition Jamie had in mind was more of a dare than an audition. It was simple, really. My audition was a night at Midnight Rendezvous, that meat market where Hollywood’s beautiful and desperate converged after midnight. If men hit on me—if I could compete with those hungry-eyed actresses, the ones who’d perfected the art of making eye contact across a crowded room while pretending they hadn’t—then I’d do the part, and let me tell you, I was up against some hefty competition.

So Friday night, I showed up at Jamie’s apartment for wardrobe. Jamie’s apartment building loomed above me. My newly shaved body felt naked and exposed to the late afternoon air. I’d already surrendered something essential before even stepping inside.

“You came,” Jamie said, wearing her signature black turtleneck—the unofficial uniform of self-important directors everywhere—with the sleeves rolled up, her short hair tucked behind her ears. “Are you ready? No backing out. You get hit on by three guys, and you agree to do the part. Right?”

“Okay. It’s a paid audition, right?”

“Of course. But you have to stay until closing.”

“Easiest money I ever made. No way I’m competing with the women who show up at Midnight Rendezvous.”

“You underestimate your sexiness.”

“I’m a guy, Jamie. That isn’t a compliment. I think I’ve made a mistake showing up here.”

“You haven’t,” Jamie grabbed my elbow, steering me toward the makeshift makeup chair as if I were a reluctant child.

I lowered myself into the seat. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I said, my voice trembling slightly, revealing my vulnerability. “The girl in your film is a slut.”

Jamie didn’t flinch as she arranged bottles and tubes before me. “Trust me, this is just another role,” She said softly, “And Cassandra isn’t a slut. She’s complex. Hungry for connection. Unapologetic about desire. You looked great in Queen Of The Damned.”

“No one expected me to be a female in that.” I pointed out.

Jamie held up a bottle of foundation, squinting at the label before setting it aside in favor of a lighter shade. “Think of it as stretching a different set of acting muscles.”

And the process for my audition began.

“Stop moving,” she commanded, “I can’t work if you’re twitching like you’re being electrocuted.”

As Jamie worked, my mind drifted to the parade of casting directors who had evaluated me over the years, their assessments ringing in my ears: “Not quite right for the part... Looking for something more traditionally masculine... Great talent, but not the right fit.” All those rejections because I wasn’t man enough, and now here I was, deliberately becoming less so, feeling a mix of hope and fear.

I did not lose the bitter irony. Six years of trying to project strength, depth, and ruggedness—qualities that seemed just beyond my reach—and now Jamie was erasing even the few masculine features I had. I wondered what those casting directors would say if they could see me now, sitting under bright lights while my best friend transformed me into exactly what they claimed I resembled too much already: a woman.

“You’re thinking too loud,” Jamie said, breaking into my thoughts as she blended something along my jawline. “I can practically hear the crisis happening behind your eyes.”

“Not a crisis,” I lied. “Just... processing.”

“Process quieter. You’re tensing your face.”

I exhaled slowly, trying to relax muscles determined to resist. Jamie’s hands moved with surprising gentleness, each stroke deliberate, almost reverent. I couldn’t decide whether to thank her or be insulted. Was she complimenting the man I was or the woman she was creating? The distinction suddenly seemed important, but I couldn’t express why. Instead, I watched her in the mirror, catching glimpses of her work in progress. The face emerging there belonged to a stranger—softer, more defined, somehow both more and less than the face I’d worn all my life.

When Jamie finished with my face, a slow smile spread across Jamie’s face—not her usual cutting smirk, but something genuine, almost proud. “It’s good,” she said simply. “Fantastic.”

“Now for the wardrobe,” she announced, “Strip.”

I stood and, like I did on the set of Queens of the Damned, peeled off my clothes. It was a routine and professional act. When I looked at my feminized face and my naked effeminate body, what happened next is one of those secrets that happen on the set of a movie that no one knew about but me and my makeup artist on the set of Queens of the Damned. I got a hard-on.

Jamie broke out in laughter. “See! Even you want to fuck yourself.”

“Oh, God.” I covered myself immediately, mortified. “Turn around!”

“Please. I’ve seen it all before.” But Jamie turned, chuckling. “Take it as a compliment to my work.”

“This isn’t funny,” I muttered, willing my body to behave. I focused on tax returns, cold showers, and my grandmother’s knitting patterns—until the situation resolved itself.

Her back toward me, Jamie said, “You remember how to tuck?”


Chapter Three
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Jamie excused herself long enough for me to get all tucked up tight, a ritual of tape and compression that I learned on the set of Queens of the Damned that transformed my anatomy into a smooth, feminine silhouette beneath the tucking gaff.

Jamie led me into the bedroom where my clothes for ‘The Audition’ were spread across the bed. For Queens of the Damned, I’d worn a dress worthy of a drag contest. What was on the bed was, well, nothing short of revealing. “They’re so...” I struggled to find the right word.

“Try it on,” Jamie said, dropping the pile of clothes designed for women wanting one thing and one thing only, to get bent over the sink at Midnight Rendezvous. The clothes weighed nothing, a whisper of fabric against my palms. She gestured toward a folding screen she’d set up in the corner—a flimsy barrier of pretend privacy in her bedroom. “I’ll wait out here,” Jamie said, reading my hesitation. “Just let me know if you need help with anything.”

Thirty minutes later, I stepped from behind the screen, hoping the tight tuck job wouldn’t pop free with the pressure I felt between my legs. “Done,” I said.

Jamie said, “Holy fuck! Close your eyes.”

I did. Jamie grabbed me by the shoulders and guided me to the mirror. The practice I got walking in heels for Queens of the Damned saved me from falling flat on my ass, or face.

“Open.”

I glanced into the mirror, shocked by the stranger staring back—a slinky black mini dress hugging curves I’d never known I had. My reflection shimmered, promising to catch every neon light in the club. The neckline plunged just enough to reveal the silicone forms beneath, which looked damned real, while the hem barely grazed mid-thigh. My legs, normally hidden under slacks, now stretched long and bare. The stilettos made me taller, more commanding, yet I felt vulnerable—was this really me?

I shifted uncomfortably, feeling myself harden beneath the restrictive undergarments. The sheer stockings with their delicate seam made me both ashamed and thrilled. Each turn of my head caught light in silver hoops, and my red lips parted slightly. I was disgusted, aroused, terrified—and couldn’t look away. “I look like a bimbo,” I complained, tugging at the hem that just wouldn’t keep rising, as if it might magically grow longer under my touch.

Jamie gently adjusted my outfit, her calm tone reassuring me.

“Everyone’s going to know I’m a guy,” I said, the words tumbling out with the force of certainty. “I’m not doing it. I’m sorry. It just will not work. I mean, I’m supposed to be this girl who everyone wants to sleep with and...” I gestured helplessly at my body, hunching my shoulders forward to appear smaller. “It won’t work. It’s one thing to be a drag queen in a movie that… No one’s going to buy it. I will not get hit on at Midnight Rendezvous. I’m going to get hit.”

My hands wouldn’t stay still—pushing at the fabric, crossing over my chest, dropping to my sides, only to rise again and repeat the cycle. My weight shifted from one foot to the other as if the floor beneath me had become unstable. Even my eyes betrayed me, darting toward the mirror then away, unable to hold the gaze of the stranger reflected there.

“Look at me, Jamie,” I pleaded, brow furrowed, jaw clenched tight enough to ache. “Really look. This isn’t going to fool anyone.”

Jamie stood a few feet away, watching my meltdown with the steady composure of someone who’d weathered creative crises before. She didn’t speak immediately, didn’t rush to reassure me or dismiss my concerns. Instead, she studied me with the careful attention of a director framing a difficult shot, looking not at what was, but at what could be.

“You agreed. Think of it as just another audition. A paid audition. You just have to go there. Order a drink and do nothing. Three guys hit on you, and you agree to be Cassandra.”

I looked down at my hands, at the unfamiliar silhouette my body made in the black dress. Six years in Los Angeles, countless auditions, endless rejections. Always the same feedback—not quite right, not quite masculine enough, not quite what we’re looking for. And now Jamie was offering me a leading role, a chance, actually, to act, to be seen, even if it meant being seen as someone entirely different from who I believed myself to be.

“What if it doesn’t work?” I asked quietly, my voice trembling. The fear of humiliation and rejection made my stomach tighten, deepening my emotional vulnerability.

“Then you walk away. No film, no commitment. I find someone else.” Jamie’s voice softened slightly. “But what if it does work, Marcus? What if you’re brilliant?”

I hesitated, shoulders sagging as I exhaled slowly. The weight of potential failure pressed against me, but for once, the possibility of something else—not success, exactly, but discovery balanced it. The chance to find out something I didn’t know about myself, about what I could do.

I looked into Jamie’s eyes and saw her unwavering confidence, which steadied my resolve.

“Okay. But I want double what you offered.”

“Okay. But you've got to pass The Audition.”


Chapter Four
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Jamie pulled into the parking lot, put the car in park, turned to me, and said, “I’ll pick you up after last call.”

“Whoa, wait a minute, you mean you’re not coming?”

“Honey, they’ll all know I like pussy in there, and if I’m with you, well, they’ll think you’re a dyke too. No guys going to hit on you then.”

“I don’t want guys to hit on me!”

“Yes, you do. You need to get into the part.”

“How am I supposed to do that? I’m not a girl, and I’m definitely not gay.”

“If something should happen—”

“Nothing’s going to happen!”

“If it should. And I’m not saying it will. But technically, it wouldn’t be gay because you’re Cassandra now, and Cassandra loves it when guys hit on her. And if you sucked on—”

“I’m not.”

“But if you did—”

“I’m not.”

“You wouldn’t really be Marcus swallowing a cock, it would be Cassandra, and she loves attention. Just play the part. Don’t do it for me. Marcus, you need this. Think of it. The paycheck and the fame you’ll get from one of my movies.”

I laughed, “If I accept your role, and I’m not saying I will. I’ll be typecast as a woman.”

“Which would you rather be, an actor making money playing a woman or a broke male actor pretending to be an actor?”

She had a point. I was tired of being broke, and Jamie’s films had a cult following. But that was if I could pull this off. I doubted anyone would believe I’m a woman.

Reluctantly, I slid out of the car, and my too-short, too-tight skirt rode up to my waist. Giving anyone who wanted a peek at my lacey black panties a clear view. I yanked it back down over my thighs. I motioned for Jamie to roll down the window. I bent over to talk to her, the cool evening air brushed up against the backs of my legs and up under the dress, and I became suddenly, uncomfortably aware that anyone behind me would see a strip of black fabric slicing my cheeks. My face went hot. So did something else, somewhere lower, and something shot through me that I didn’t have a word for. Not embarrassment, exactly. Something worse. Something that felt uncomfortably like I wanted everyone to look. I stood. Bent at the knees and leaning in, said, “How am I supposed to do this?”

“Simple. Get into your character. Marcus, you’re a great actor. You read the script, act like Cassandra, become Cassandra, and you will have guys drooling over you, and then you’ll be the star you always wanted to be.”

The electric window hummed closed, and Jamie took off. I watched Jamie’s taillights fade down the boulevard, reflecting on her final words. “…become Cassandra, and you will have guys drooling over you, and then you’ll be the star you always wanted to be.”

Jamie’s movies had a cult following. I’d be a star and…

Okay. I’ll try it.

I plunged into character. Into Cassandra’s world. As I slipped into character, my skin tingled with a strange, unfamiliar hunger as I imagined her craving the rush of eyes on her body—men’s eyes. I shivered as my masculinity retreated. Cassandra would arch her back slightly, letting her hips sway with each step, savoring the electric charge of being watched, wanted. My throat tightened. I was attracting attention, and a part I didn’t recognize was beginning to enjoy the attention.

I wondered what risks Cassandra would take as I stared at the line of people snaking around the corner waiting to get inside. I took my first step and whispered, “I am Cassandra. I am a nymphomaniac. I love men’s attention. I love the sexual power I have over men.”

I took a second step, slipping into Cassandra’s skin. I took my third, fourth, and fifth steps, clutching at the hem of the dress, desperately trying to coax another inch of coverage from the stubborn fabric. Then I let go of it. Let it slide upwards as I slide into Cassandra, a woman who loves revealing as much skin as she can legally get away with. A woman who oozes sexuality. A woman who craves men’s lingering gazes.

I made my way toward the club, filling my mind with thoughts of what Cassandra would be having at this moment. I am Cassandra. I am sexy. I want every eye on me. I want them to look. I want them to want. I drifted back to the training I got from Queens of the Damned and let my hips sway sensually. I don’t wait for permission—I take what I want, when I want it.

I slowed my walk, let my heels click on the concrete with purpose. Every man is a potential conquest. I love knowing I can have any of them, any time. Or all of them. I want them all.

I slid deeper into my role, became aware of the effect I was having on men, and enjoyed the way it felt. Slipping into Cassandra isn’t just putting on a costume—it’s letting go of Marcus, piece by piece, until all that’s left is her hunger and confidence. Maybe this is what real acting is: becoming someone else so completely that you forget where you end and the character begins.

I loved it! I imagined myself on stage in a gown, the whole room fooled, and leaning into the microphone to say, “And I’d like to thank the Academy—”

And the whole room not knowing, not even suspecting, and the applause washing over me, anyway.

God. Every director who’d looked straight through me. Every casting agent who’d smiled and said they’d call. Every room I’d walked out of was smaller than the one I’d walked into. Let them see this.

Cassandra took hold.

Marcus slipped away.

I wanted to be looked at, touched, consumed. I wanted a man’s hands finding the hem of that stubborn dress and inching upward. I wanted to be the thing a room full of people couldn’t stop thinking about, and then I wanted to pick one and make good on the promise.

If something happens. I mean, like, with me on my knees—an anonymous man’s hands gripping my hair, the heat of a body pressing me against a wall—well, that was Cassandra’s fantasy, not mine. Except the line between us was blurring faster than I could track, and I wasn’t sure anymore which side of it I was standing on.

This is just part of the job, I reminded myself. Every move I make, every glance I return, every lingering touch—it’s all for the role, for Cassandra. If I let a man get close or flirt back, it’s not really me. It’s her. I’m not crossing some line or giving anything away. I’m acting, method all the way, like any serious performer would. If things go further, if I end up doing something I never imagined, that’s just me committing to the part, proving I can pull off anything for my career. No one can judge me for that—not even me.

As I closed in on the front door and the beginning of the line, I imagined myself standing on stage at the Academy Awards, Cassandra fooling everyone.

I passed three guys mid-laugh, beers loose in their hands, when one of them caught sight of me and went quiet. The other two followed his eyes. I felt it. That silence that happens when a sexy woman walks into the room and the temperature changes. Three pairs of eyes tracked the hem of my dress, the click of my heels, the swat of my hips. I don’t smile. Cassandra wouldn’t smile, wouldn’t show how much she enjoys the attention. Cassandra would adjust a strand of her hair, a small, deliberate motion that draws their eyes. I did it as I imagined the standing ovation I’d receive for my role as Cassandra at the Oscars.

I am Cassandra, and I am the fantasy they hope to find in the dark. I make the rules, and tonight, I say yes to any offer I get. I am Cassandra, and I am unstoppable. Any place, any time, every touch is a game I know how to win.

I loved the way their desire makes me feel—powerful, alive, untamed. I wasn’t sure if I was just getting into my role or if it were something I’d long hidden inside me.

Heading for the end of the line, filling my mind with thoughts of Cassandra, the bouncer—a mountain of a man with a neck wider than my waist—looked up from his clipboard. His eyes traveled the length of me, starting at my stilettos and working their way up, lingering at my legs, my hips, my chest, finally landing on my face. I braced for when his expression would shift from appreciation to disgust, when he’d see through the makeup and call me out for what I was.

”No line for you, sweetheart,” he said, unclipping the velvet rope with a slow hand. His eyes didn’t move from mine. “Try not to break too many hearts in there.”

“Are you serious?” The voice came from somewhere behind me. “We’ve been standing here for forty minutes.”

“Sorry, sweetheart.” The bouncer didn’t sound sorry at all.

“She’s not even that pretty,” drifted in behind me just before the heavy door swallowed the night air.

I almost smiled. She. They’d said she.

The validation hit me somewhere low and unexpected, warm and electric, spreading through my chest before I could stop it. They hadn’t clocked me. They’d just hated me the way women hate other women who walk past velvet ropes without waiting, which meant, to them, I was exactly what I appeared to be.

Cassandra would have loved every poisonous syllable of it.

That was it. I had just been mistaken for one of them. A strange thrill rippled through me, equal parts terror and exhilaration. I’d passed the first test without even trying.

In my fantasy, I held the Occar above my head. In the front row, the casting director said, “We’re looking for more of a leading man type,” winked at me.


Chapter Five
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Stepping through the doorway, I felt the music first—not just heard but absorbed, a physical force that pulsed through the floor and up through my stiletto heels, into my calves and thighs, pooling somewhere low and unfamiliar. The dress moved with me in a way my own clothes never did, and I suddenly became acutely aware of the weight across my chest—the bra straps cutting soft lines into my shoulders, the cool air moving across my bare shoulders and collarbones. Lower, the silk panties shifted with each step, a part of me that found the role of a lifetime arousing.

The bass matched my pulse as I scanned the crowd, noting how eyes turned toward me and lingered. Strobe lights broke the darkness into quick flashes—a hand brushed my arm, a smile came my way, bodies parted as I moved deeper into the club. Suddenly, I wasn’t self-conscious of how little of Cassandra’s dress covered my body. It fit perfectly. The fabric caught the neon that colored her exposed skin in unusual shades. I breathed in the mix of alcohol and perfume, aware of the attention from strangers who didn’t know who I truly was.

I squeezed through the crowd, acutely aware of any contact that might reveal my secret. The tuck between my legs felt unstable, threatening to betray me with any misstep.

What the hell was I doing? Then the image came: Cassandra at the podium, the Dolby Theatre crowd rising to its feet, the gold statuette catching the light in her outstretched hand. Her hand. My hand.

The question arrived uninvited, the way obscene things do: Would I suck a cock for an Oscar? I let it sit there. Turned it over. The honest answer scared me less than how long it took to arrive at it.

Halfway across the room, I caught sight of myself in a mirrored column—and froze. The exit beckoned—a glowing red sign promising escape from this mistake. I could leave now, call Jamie, and tell her I couldn’t do it. Admit defeat. Return to the comforting mediocrity of failed auditions for roles I was never quite right for. Go back to being not man enough for Hollywood, rather than trying to be woman enough for Jamie’s film.

But then what? Back to watching my dreams drain away like sand through my fingers?

The woman staring back at me was a stranger. Who is that? And then: Everyone in this room thinks that’s a woman. A laugh nearly escaped me. Every single person here: fooled. The Academy voters: fooled. The directors who’d passed on not being masculine enough—what do you think now? I reached out and touched the mirror. Cold. Real. Ladies and gentlemen, I’d like to thank the Academy.”

Three men. That was the challenge. Get hit on by three men, and the role was mine. The role was already mine. Jamie had an eye for talent. This audition was for me. To convince me, I had the talent to pull off a role of a lifetime. A man playing a woman. The role meant money, and money meant six more months in LA, six more months to chase the thing I’d wanted since I was old enough to understand what acting was.

And…

Then it happened.

I hadn’t expected the effect it would have on me. I felt pressure against the restraint of my tuck. The discipline it took to play a role. The quiet transformation. Playing Cassandra didn’t erase my masculinity so much as fold it inward, like a secret pressed between pages. And that secret—hidden, contained—started to hum under my skin.

A slow warmth built, unexpected but undeniable.

It wasn’t the same kind of arousal I was used to. Less blunt, more…refined. Like tension drawn tight instead of released. Every movement became deliberate. Every step carried an awareness of what I concealed, what I held in place by choice alone.

I shifted slightly, testing the sensation. The pressure. The control.

And that’s when it clicked.

It wasn’t just how I looked.

It would be in my performance. How well I played Cassandra. How well I played the seductress. There was power in it. Being the vixen.

And standing there, caught between what I was and what I presented, I realized the feeling wasn’t just arousal. It’s a curious sensation—the thickening hush as you become the center of attention, knowing every glance in the room is fixed on you. I could feel it, the shift in the air when I catch someone watching, the pulse of power crawling close to the surface.

Is it wrong to savor it?

My own presence, just the way I move or where I set my gaze, draws their attention and their wanting, sometimes so sharp it feels like a blush along my skin. This isn’t luck, exactly. It’s a game, and I’m the one with the rules, controlling every smile, every calculated pause, every delicate brush of a hand that means so much more than it should.

I discovered at that moment. I liked being a woman. I liked being watched and wanted. I felt the weight of their longing, and there’s a thrill in knowing it’s all mine to command. My secret? That I never give the game away—not really. Every look and touch is deliberate, an unspoken pact that I hold the reins. That’s where the power lives, humming beneath my skin, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

It was a fascination with the role I was playing.

I straightened my shoulders, feeling the unfamiliar weight shift across my chest. I could do this. One night, pretending to be someone else—wasn’t that what acting was all about? Stepping into another skin, another life, another reality? I’d spent years in acting classes learning to inhabit characters. This was just another character. A woman named Cassandra who wasn’t afraid to take up space, to be looked at, to be desired.

I took a deep breath, adjusted my dress one final time, letting the beat guide my hips into a sway that felt unfamiliar yet strangely natural. For tonight, at least, I would become her—not just on the outside, but all the way through.


Chapter Six
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The crowd moved aside just enough for me to pass. I let them see what I carried. Looking was free; everything else would have a price. In just a few hours, I had fully embraced my role as Cassandra. I wasn’t just acting; I had become her.

I arrived at the crowded bar. The bartenders worked efficiently behind the counter, their hands a blur of bottles and ice. I found a spot between two groups, resting my elbows on the sticky surface. The mirror behind the bar reflected a version of myself I barely recognized—lips slightly open, eyes wide with anxiety masked as allure. I needed a drink for courage, feeling it was essential to get through the night. Though it was busy, a bartender approached me unexpectedly. He was young, with rolled-up sleeves revealing tattooed forearms. His intense gaze met mine, and I forced myself to hold it and smile, following Cassandra’s confident lead.

“What can I get you, beautiful?” he asked, leaning in closer than necessary to be heard over the music.

Beautiful. The word resonated through my mind. Not handsome, buddy, man, or dude—just beautiful. It wasn’t something I’d been called before, especially not by a straight man who believed he was speaking to a woman.

“Vodka soda with lime,” I said, my unfamiliar voice still surprising me. I tilted my head and touched my collarbone, highlighting the hollow of my throat, grateful for the subtlety of my Adam’s apple. These were gestures I’d observed in women countless times, indicating interest.

The bartender’s eyes followed the movement. He grinned, turning away to fix my drink with a flourish that seemed reserved just for me. I thought, I am Cassandra and I liked it.

He slid the glass across the bar with a wink. “This one’s on me.”

“Thank you,” I managed, the words coming out soft and breathy in my nervousness. I wrapped my fingers around the cool glass, raising it slightly in acknowledgment before taking a sip. The vodka burned a clean path down my throat, anchoring me to the moment.

“Let me know if you need anything else,” he said, his gaze lingering a beat longer than necessary before he moved on to another customer.

I turned slightly, using the pretense of surveying the room while I processed what had just happened. I’d been gifted a free drink simply for existing in this female form. The power of it was dizzying—or maybe that was the vodka hitting my empty stomach, spreading warmth through my limbs and loosening the knot of anxiety in my chest. I’d already determined that I was accepting the part. I could have left. All Jmaie cared about was filling the empty role. But I stayed. Because I didn’t want to leave Cassandra’s skin, I liked it.

I sipped my drink and became aware of the eyes on me—glances from the group of men to my left, more deliberate stares from across the bar. One man openly studied me, his eyes tracing my body with such intense desire that it felt tangible. A month ago—or even yesterday—I would have been outraged by such objectification. But as Cassandra, I was surprised by my reaction. It was uncomfortable but also strangely empowering to be desired like this.

I shifted my weight from one foot to the other, testing the feel of eyes following my movement. The dress rode up slightly with the motion, and I resisted the urge to tug it down. Cassandra wouldn’t worry about showing an extra inch of thigh. Cassandra would know the value of what she was revealing and use it as currency.

Across the room, a different man caught my attention—tall and broad-shouldered in a tailored suit that stood out among the casual crowd. He leaned against a pillar with the easy confidence of someone used to commanding space, a tumbler of amber liquid cradled in one large hand. Unlike the others, his gaze wasn’t predatory but curious, almost amused, as if he’d figured out my secret but found it charming rather than deceitful. When our eyes met, he raised his glass in a small toast before taking a deliberate sip, his eyes never leaving mine.

My stomach fluttered—actual butterflies, like I was in high school again, caught in the gaze of my first crush. The sensation was so unexpected that I almost choked on my drink. What the hell was happening to me? I wasn’t attracted to men. I’d never been attracted to men. This was just method acting, getting into character, nothing more. But the more time I spent in Cassandra’s skin, the more I liked it. The more I craved it. The more I wanted to see how far I could go.

I watched him over the rim of my glass, and my mind began to wander into territory that had always been firmly off-limits. I imagined those large hands on my waist, fingers pressing into the material of my dress, gathering it up slowly to expose more of my thighs. I pictured his lips—full and slightly curved in a knowing smile—against my neck, breath hot on my skin as he whispered things meant only for me. In this bizarre fantasy, I wasn’t disgusted or afraid; I was pliant, eager, arching into his touch as his hands explored the feminine form I never really wanted.

The image was so vivid, so visceral, that I felt myself responding physically—a tightening in my lower abdomen, a quickening of breath, and worst of all, the beginnings of arousal pressing against the restrictive undergarments that kept me tucked and feminine. Panic flared as I realized what was happening. If I got fully hard, the careful illusion I crafted would be ruined. I shifted uncomfortably. Took a large gulp of my drink, totally unfeminine, letting the burn of alcohol distract me from the other, more confusing heat spreading through my body.

What did it mean that I could picture this so easily? That instead of revulsion, I felt desire? Was this just an extension of the role—Cassandra’s wants bleeding into my consciousness because I was a good actor? Or was this something that had always been there, buried beneath layers of societal expectations and my own rigid self-image?

I’d spent my whole life being told I wasn’t man enough—not masculine enough for the roles I wanted, not tough enough to make it in Hollywood. Maybe there was a reason for that beyond bad luck or biased casting directors. Maybe there was something fundamentally different about me, something I’d been avoiding examining too closely.

The businessman pushed off his pillar and made his way through the crowd, his movements purposeful. My pulse spiked as I realized he was heading in my direction. I drained the last of my drink, ice clinking against my teeth, and set the glass down with a hand that wasn’t quite steady. This was what I’d come for, wasn’t it? To be approached, to be desired as a woman? Jamie wanted to convince me I could pull off Cassandra’s role in her film. I was already convinced. I stayed because I wanted to see where this night led.

I wasn’t sure who would respond when he reached me—the character I was playing or the person I’d always been, or some new hybrid of the two that I wasn’t prepared to face.

I signaled the bartender for another drink, needing the barrier of glass between my hands and whatever might happen next. As I waited, I couldn’t help but track the businessman’s progress through the crowd, counting the steps until he reached me.

The businessman arrived at my side with the smooth confidence of someone accustomed to getting what he wanted. He smelled expensive—like cedar and leather-bound books—and when he leaned in, I caught myself inhaling deeper than necessary.

“This spot taken?” he asked, his voice a rich baritone that vibrated through me.

I shook my head, not trusting my voice. Up close, I could see the silver threading through his dark hair at the temples, the faint lines around his eyes suggesting he smiled often. His suit fit him perfectly, clearly tailored to emphasize broad shoulders and a trim waist.

“I’m David,” he said, extending his hand.

I placed my fingers in his, expecting a handshake but receiving a gentle squeeze instead as his thumb brushed across my knuckles. The gesture was intimate, proprietary, sending an unexpected shiver up my arm.

“Cassandra,” I replied, the lie slipping out effortlessly. My voice was pitched higher but not falsetto—just soft enough to pass.

What would Casandra do? Something unapologetically seductive.

I flashed a flirtatious smile, letting my tongue slip across my lip.

“Cassandra,” he repeated, as if tasting my name. “Beautiful name for a beautiful woman. Can I buy you a drink?”

One down. I thought. But then it occurred to me that Cassandra wouldn’t let this opportunity pass her by.

But…

Maybe she’d play hard to get.

Cassandra would want to play. So, I pushed away from the bar, letting my hip brush against the businessman’s thigh as I slipped past.

“Find me later,” I whispered, close enough that my painted lips grazed his ear, my breath carrying the promise of vodka and sex. I felt his eyes follow the deliberate sway of my hips as I disappeared into the crowd, a calculated retreat that was anything but a rejection.


Chapter Seven
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The dance floor called to me—a sea of bodies where I could lose myself or discover the spontaneous. It offered what I needed: anonymity, a place to exist without explanation. I moved toward it, feeling each step with growing certainty as the music pulled me in. The bass pulsed through my chest, promising relief through pure movement.

At the edge of the floor, I raised my arms and let my hips sway, my spine moving fluidly. I embraced Cassandra’s spirit, moving in sync with the music. As the song neared its chorus, a change occurred. Whether it was the vodka loosening my limbs or the freedom from this new identity, I shifted from thinking to feeling.

The dress moved with me, fabric sliding against my thighs, catching the light with each turn. My hair brushed against my shoulders and neck, the unfamiliar sensation both unfamiliar and satisfying, surprised by how the movement elongated my body, how it made me feel both vulnerable and powerful to expose myself this way. The music flowed through me, no longer external but part of my bloodstream, directing my movements from the inside out.

Bodies pressed in from all sides, the crowd growing denser as the night deepened. The proximity should have triggered my anxiety—too close, too exposed, too many opportunities for someone to discover my secret—but instead, I found comfort in the crush. Here, I was just another form in motion, another face painted by the strobing lights, indistinguishable from the women dancing around me. I could be anyone. I could be myself, whoever that was.

I closed my eyes, giving myself over to the sensation of being untethered from expectation. This wasn‘t acting anymore. This was just existing in a moment, in a body that felt increasingly like mine despite all its manufactured elements.

The first touch was so light I almost missed it—fingers grazing my waist, tentative, questioning. I opened my eyes to find a man standing behind me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body. Not the businessman from the bar, but someone new—younger, rougher around the edges, with tattoos climbing up his arms and disappearing beneath the rolled sleeves of his shirt. His eyes met mine, asking permission without words.

I should have moved away. That would have been the sensible thing to do. Instead, I held his gaze and stayed put, a decision that felt less like a choice and more like surrender to something I’d been fighting all night.

He took my stillness as an invitation, stepping closer until his chest brushed against my back, his hands finding a more confident purchase on my hips. “Move with me,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear, sending shivers down my spine that had nothing to do with fear.

And so I did. I let his hands guide me, our bodies finding a shared rhythm. His thumbs pressed into the curve where my waist met my hips, fingers splayed over the thin material of my dress. Every point of contact was electric, sending currents of sensation through my skin, pooling low in my belly. I leaned back slightly, testing the solidity of his chest against my shoulders, feeling the contours of his body aligning with mine.

“You’re gorgeous,” he whispered, the words barely audible over the music but unmistakable in their intent. Not a question, not a negotiation, just a statement of fact delivered with such conviction that for a moment, I believed it.

I closed my eyes again, letting the music and the touch wash over me. His hands stayed respectfully at my waist, but my mind raced ahead to where they might go—tracing the curve of my hip, sliding up to brush the underside of my false breasts, slipping down to the hem of my dress. In my imagination, I didn’t stop him. In my imagination, I wanted more.

The realization hit me with the force of a physical blow. This wasn’t Cassandra wanting his touch; this was me. Not the straight man I’d always assumed I was, not the actor playing a part, but something else entirely—someone who responded to this man’s hands on my body, who thrilled at the brush of his stubble against my neck, who arched instinctively into the hardness pressing between my cheeks.

Who was I, if not the person I’d always thought myself to be? What did it mean that in this dress, this makeup, these heels, I felt more alive than I had in years? More seen, more desired, more present in my own skin?

The song shifted, its tempo slowing, bass deepening. The tattooed man adjusted his grip, one hand sliding around to rest on my stomach, pulling me more firmly against him. His touch was possessive now, confident. My pulse quickened, partly from fear of discovery, of what might happen next, and it wasn’t merely professional commitment to a role.

“What’s your name?” he asked, lips brushing my ear.

The question jolted me back to reality. My name. A simple question with no simple answer, not tonight. Was I Marcus? Cassandra? Someone in between? I mumbled “Cass,” the abbreviated truth feeling less like a lie.

“Cass,” he repeated, the single syllable sounding like approval. “I’m Damon. Want to get out of here? Go somewhere quieter?”

The song ended, the brief silence between tracks creating a pocket of clarity in the chaos. His invitation hung in the air between us, tempting and terrifying. For a moment, I considered saying yes—not for the role, not for the challenge, but for myself. To see where this night might lead if I stopped fighting the current pulling me toward unexplored shores.

But the music started again, and with it came a rush of something like sanity. This wasn’t why I was here. Or it hadn’t been, when Jamie dropped me off hours ago. I needed to remember the audition, the film, the money that would keep me in LA for six more months. I couldn’t risk jeopardizing that for... whatever this was.

“I should find my friends,” I said, the excuse sounding weak even to my own ears. “They’ll be wondering where I am.”

Disappointment flickered across his face, quickly replaced by understanding. “Maybe later?” he suggested, hands slipping reluctantly from my waist.

“Maybe,” I echoed, already knowing it was a lie. I stepped away, the absence of his touch leaving me colder than I expected. As I navigated back through the crowd, I mentally tallied: one free drink from the bartender, an offer from a businessman, and one tattooed man on the dance floor. The role was mine.

But as I moved toward the relative quiet of the lounge area, away from the press of bodies and the thump of music, I found myself less focused on the role and more consumed by the questions now swirling inside me. Questions about desire and identity, about the man I’d been and the woman I’d become for one night. About who I might be when the makeup came off, when the dress was returned, when my body was once again undeniably male.

I found a vacant spot along the wall and leaned against it, watching the dance floor from a distance. Damon had already found a new partner, his hands on her waist now, his lips at her ear. I felt a strange pang watching them—not jealousy exactly, but a sense of something missed, some door briefly opened and now closed again. I wondered how many other doors existed that I’d never even thought to look for, how many other possibilities lay just beyond the narrow confines of the life I’d constructed for myself.

One more man.


Chapter Eight
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Imoved freely on the dance floor, no longer calculating each step. The music pulsed through me, my hips finding a natural rhythm. Each flash of light revealed layers of someone I hadn’t known—a woman stepping out from behind a lifelong mask. The vodka had faded, but this feeling wasn’t from alcohol or pretending or Jamie’s challenge. I was no longer acting as Cassandra—I simply was.

Bodies pressed against me, a human tide rising and falling with the beat. The DJ had found that sweet spot where bass becomes physical, where sound transforms into a force that grips your spine and pulls. My dress clung to my skin, damp with sweat and possibility, the hem riding higher with each turn. I should have cared—the Marcus I’d been yesterday would have tugged it down in mortified panic—but tonight, I reveled in the exposure, in the feeling of strange eyes tracing the curve where thigh met hip.

I lifted my arms overhead, letting my fingers drift through the thick air, trailing through light beams like water. My body knew things my mind was only beginning to understand, moving with a fluidity that had always lived inside me, coiled tight and denied. There was no performance now, no conscious thought of how a woman should stand or move or breathe. Just sensation. Just truth.

The crowd parted for a moment, creating one of those strange pockets of space that form and dissolve on packed dance floors, and I caught sight of myself reflected in the mirrored column across the room. The woman staring back was flushed, alive, electric—hair falling in soft waves around a face transformed not just by makeup but by pleasure. I barely recognized myself, and yet I had never looked more familiar. The disconnect should have terrified me. Instead, it felt like recognition.

I scanned the room, feeling the weight of attention like caresses against my skin. Men watched from the edges of the dance floor, from high-top tables, from the long curve of the bar. Their gazes varied—some predatory, some appreciative, some openly hungry—but all were drawn to the same illusion, the same performance that no longer felt like performance. I caught eyes, held them, released them, drunk on the power of being desired.

One man near the bar raised his glass in a silent toast, his wedding ring catching the light. Another, younger, leaned toward his friend, whispering something that made them both laugh as they stared in my direction. I absorbed it all, letting their attention feed something ravenous inside me. Two men down, one to go—that had been the challenge. But somewhere in the sweat and music and vodka, I’d forgotten to count, forgotten that this was all supposed to be about securing a role in Jamie‘s film.

And then I saw him.

He stood at the edge of the dance floor, one shoulder braced against a column, watching me with an intensity that cut through the chaos. Tall, with dark hair cropped close at the sides but longer on top, just enough to run fingers through. Broad shoulders filled out a simple black button-down, rolled at the sleeves to reveal forearms corded with veins, with a hint of a tattoo peeking from beneath the cuff. His jaw was sharp enough to cut glass, shadowed with just the right amount of stubble. But it was his eyes that held me—dark, steady, unblinking. He didn’t smile. He didn’t need to.

Something shifted in my chest, a tightening that spread downward, pooling low in my belly. My mouth went dry. The tuck between my legs suddenly felt precarious, threatening to betray me as blood rushed to places it shouldn’t. This wasn’t the same clinical assessment I’d made of the businessman earlier, or the playful attraction to the tattooed dancer. This was visceral, primal—a hunger that belonged to no character I’d ever played.

He pushed away from the column and moved toward me, cutting through the crowd with a deliberate grace that suggested he was used to making space bend around him. I watched him approach, heart hammering against my ribs with each step he took. My palms were damp. My throat was tight. I felt sixteen again, watching my crush cross the school cafeteria, except this crush was a man, and I was supposed to be straight, and none of this made any sense at all.

“You move like you were born to,” he said when he reached me, voice pitched just loud enough to carry over the music without shouting. No cheesy pickup line, no pretense—just an observation offered like a gift.

“Thank you,” I replied, the words coming out huskier than intended. Up close, his eyes were the color of bourbon, flecked with gold under the strobing lights. I’d never studied a man’s eyes so carefully before, never noticed how they could hold depths and warmths and mysteries. “I’m just feeling the music.”

“I’m Eric,” he said, not extending his hand, respecting the small circle of space between us—a space charged with possibilities.

“Cassandra,” I answered, the alias rolling off my tongue with practiced ease. Something in me wanted to tell him my real name, as if honesty might bridge whatever strange current was flowing between us, but I swallowed the impulse.

“You’re the most interesting person here tonight, Cassandra,” he said, his gaze never wavering from mine. “I’ve been watching you.”

“Have you?” I arched an eyebrow, a gesture that felt borrowed from a hundred femme fatales in a hundred films, yet somehow authentic in the moment. “And what have you seen?”

“Someone who knows exactly what she wants.” His lips curved into the ghost of a smile. “And isn’t afraid to take it.”

Heat bloomed across my chest, rising to my cheeks. I felt transparent, exposed—not as a man in a dress, but as a being of pure want, my desires visible for anyone who cared to look closely enough. Had I been that obvious? Or was he simply that perceptive?

“What makes you think you know what I want?” I challenged, stepping closer, closing the careful gap he’d maintained. The scent of him hit me—sandalwood and clean sweat and something uniquely male that made my head swim.

“I don’t,” he said simply. “But I’d like to find out.”

His hand brushed my waist, so lightly it might have been accidental if not for the intent in his eyes. The touch sent electricity skittering across my skin, and I fought the urge to lean into it, to press myself against the solid warmth of his body. This was beyond method acting, beyond curiosity. This was desire in its purest form—unexpected, unwanted, undeniable.

I should have backed away. I should have remembered who I was beneath the makeup and dress. I should have thought of all the women I‘d dated, all the times I’d been the one doing the pursuing, all the years I’d spent certain of at least this one fundamental truth about myself.

Instead, I met his gaze and said, “Maybe I want you to find out.”

The words hung between us, honest in a way I hadn’t been all night. My heart pounded so hard I was sure he must hear it even over the throbbing bass. I wasn’t playing a role anymore—or if I was, it was a role so close to some hidden truth that the line between performance and authenticity had dissolved completely.

Eric smiled then, slow and knowing, as if he could see straight through to the confusion raging inside me and found it endearing rather than scheming. His hand settled more firmly on my waist, thumb tracing small circles that burned through the thin fabric of my dress.

“Dance with me,” he said—not a question but not quite a command either.

I nodded, no longer trusting my voice. As he pulled me closer, our bodies finding rhythm together under the pulsing lights, I marveled at the strangeness of it all—how right it felt to be held by this man, how natural it seemed to let my body melt against his, how the fear that had dogged me all night had transformed into something else entirely.

Something thrilling. Something dangerous. Something real.

The song ended, leaving us suspended in that breathless moment between tracks where reality threatens to intrude. Eric’s hands still rested on my hips, his touch both steady and electric. Three men—that had been Jamie’s challenge, the arbitrary threshold for proving to myself that I could play Cassandra in her film. I’d met it already. I fulfilled my obligation. I could walk away now, call Jamie for pickup, and collect my paycheck. But as Eric’s eyes held mine in the momentary hush, I knew with startling clarity that I had more work to do.

The next song started, bass thumping like a second heartbeat beneath my skin. Eric leaned close, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Let me get you a drink?”

I turned my face toward his, our cheeks almost touching, breathing in the scent of his cologne mixed with clean sweat. In that moment, I abandoned Jamie’s script entirely. This wasn’t about proving I could play a convincing woman anymore. This was about something far more personal, more primal.

“I don’t want a drink,” I said, my voice low and steady. I pressed closer, until my lips actually grazed his ear, until I could feel the warmth radiating from his skin. “I want you. Now. Somewhere private.”

The words left my mouth before I could examine them, before I could question the impulse driving them. I barely recognized my voice—not because of the higher pitch I’d been affecting all night, but because of the raw hunger weaving through it. Who was this person making such a brazen proposition? Certainly not Marcus, the cautious actor who’d spent six years playing it safe, who’d never so much as kissed another man. Yet the desire behind the words was undeniably mine.

Eric pulled back just enough to look at me, his eyes widening momentarily before darkening with unmistakable intent. For one terrifying heartbeat, I thought he might laugh, might call me out, might see through the careful construction of femininity to the confused man beneath. Instead, he took my hand, his fingers interlacing with mine with such easy intimacy that my throat tightened.

“Lead the way,” he said simply.

I swallowed hard, suddenly realizing I had no plan beyond this moment. Where exactly did one go for privacy in a packed nightclub? My mind raced through possibilities, each more absurd than the last. The crowded bathrooms? The alley outside seemed both dangerous and squalid. My panic must have shown on my face, because Eric squeezed my hand.

“You look like you’re having second thoughts,” he said, his tone gentle rather than accusing.

“No,” I said quickly—too quickly, perhaps. “Just... logistics.”

A smile played at the corners of his mouth. “Follow me.”

He led me through the crush of bodies, his hand warm and solid around mine. We skirted the edge of the dance floor, past the main bar where the businessman from earlier still lingered, his eyes tracking our movement with undisguised interest. I felt a momentary pang—guilt? Regret? Fear? Before pushing it aside. Tonight wasn’t about him. It wasn’t even about the role in Jamie’s film anymore. It was about me, stepping into uncharted territory with no map, no script, no safety net.

We moved down a narrow hallway that branched off from the main floor, the music receding just enough that conversation became possible without shouting. They lined the walls here with framed photographs of celebrities who’d visited the club over the years, their faces blurring together as we passed. My heart pounded against my ribs, each beat a question I couldn’t answer: What are you doing? What happens next? Who are you becoming?

Halfway down the corridor, Eric paused beside a door marked “Coat Check,” casting a glance around before trying the handle. It turned easily under his grip, revealing a small, dark room lined with hanging garments. The space smelled of wool and perfume and the lingering ghost of cigarette smoke.

“Not exactly the Ritz,” he said with a self-deprecating smile, “but it’s private.”

I stepped inside, the click of my heels suddenly loud on the hard floor. Eric followed, pulling the door closed behind him. The room was smaller than it had first appeared—little more than a glorified closet—and dimly lit by a single bulb hanging overhead. Coats and jackets hung in orderly rows on metal racks, creating the strange sensation of being surrounded by headless, armless people. The absurdity of it almost made me laugh, but the sound died in my throat as Eric moved toward me.

In the confined space, his presence seemed larger, more immediate. I backed until I felt the cool wall against my shoulder blades, its rough texture catching on the delicate fabric of my dress. Eric stood before me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body but not touching me yet, his eyes searching mine in the half-light.

“You’re full of surprises, Cassandra,” he murmured, one hand coming up to brush a strand of hair from my face. The gesture was so tender, so at odds with the raw desire that had led us here, that something twisted painfully in my chest.

I didn’t respond with words. Instead, I reached for him, fingers curling into the front of his shirt, and pulled him against me. Our bodies met with enough force to drive the air from my lungs—his chest solid against the softness of my silicone breasts, his hips aligned with mine. I felt his surprise in the momentary stiffness of his posture before he melted into the contact, one hand coming up to cup my face while the other settled possessively on my waist.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered against my hair, and I closed my eyes against the strange ache those words provoked. Beautiful. Not handsome, not sexy, not any of the adjectives I’d spent my life hoping to earn. Beautiful—and in that moment, I felt it, believed it, craved it.

I turned my face to his, our lips meeting in a kiss that started hesitant but quickly blazed into something fierce and demanding. His mouth was hot, tasting faintly of whiskey and desire. I’d kissed countless women before, had prided myself on knowing exactly how to make them sigh with pleasure. But this—being the one pressed against the wall, feeling the scratch of stubble against my chin, the insistent pressure of another’s tongue seeking entrance—this was uncharted territory that somehow felt like coming home.

Eric’s hands grew bolder, sliding down to grip my hips, fingers digging into flesh through the thin fabric of my dress. He pulled me harder against him, and I felt the unmistakable hardness of his arousal pressing against my thigh. The sensation should have triggered panic, disgust, and retreat. Instead, I arched into it, wanting more contact, more pressure, more of whatever this dizzying feeling was.

Something like madness seized me then—a recklessness born of discovery and vodka and the liberating anonymity of being someone else for one night. I pushed against Eric’s chest, creating just enough space between us to maneuver. His expression flickered with momentary confusion before I sank to my knees before him, the cold floor a shock against my bare skin.

I looked up the length of his body, taking in his parted lips, the rapid rise and fall of his chest, the naked want in his eyes. My hands trembled slightly as they reached for his belt, hesitating at the last moment as reality crashed in. What the hell was I doing? This wasn’t me. This wasn’t anything I’d ever wanted or imagined wanting. I’d come to this club to secure a role in a film, not to discover some hidden part of myself that responded to men’s touch, men’s desire.

Yet here I was, on my knees before a stranger, my body humming with anticipation, my mind split between terror and a curiosity so intense it bordered on need. I’d spent my whole life playing parts—the dutiful son, the struggling actor, the straight man who just wasn’t quite masculine enough for Hollywood’s narrow definitions. What if all of those had been performances, and this—this moment of breathless wanting—was the first authentic act of my adult life?

Eric’s hand came to rest lightly on my hair, neither pushing nor guiding, simply connecting. “You don’t have to,” he said softly.

I looked up at him, at the kindness in his eyes that somehow made this moment more bearable than if he’d been demanding or impatient. In his gentle restraint, I found my resolve.

“I want to,” I replied, the words barely audible.

My fingers worked his belt with clumsy determination, fumbling over the unfamiliar task of undressing someone else from this angle. The leather was warm from his body, the metal buckle cool against my fingertips. Everything felt heightened, significant—the rustle of fabric as I lowered his zipper, the hitch in his breathing as my knuckles brushed against him through thin cotton, the strange doubling of my consciousness as I watched my manicured hands perform actions I’d only ever experienced from the receiving end. I was both director and actor in this unscripted scene, fascinated by my performance even as I lost myself in it.

When I freed him from his underwear, I hesitated, confronted with the reality of what I was about to do. In theory, I knew what might feel good—had been on the receiving end enough times to have some idea—but a chasm of uncertainty separated theory and practice. His skin was softer than I expected, hot beneath my tentative touch. I heard Eric’s sharp intake of breath as my fingers encircled him, felt the subtle tensing of his muscles.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, one hand coming to rest lightly on my hair, fingertips brushing my scalp in a gesture that was both encouraging and tender.

I closed my eyes and leaned forward, letting instinct guide me where experience couldn’t. The first taste of him was strange—salt and musk and maleness—yet not unpleasant. I explored slowly, learning the contours of him with lips and tongue, each movement experimental. His response was immediate: a low groan that vibrated through him, fingers tightening slightly in my hair.

The coat check room smelled of wool and perfume and now sex, the air close and warm around us. Somewhere beyond the door, music still pounded, bass notes occasionally vibrating through the floor beneath my knees. But those sensations receded, secondary to the immediate reality of Eric’s skin against my lips, the weight of him on my tongue, the trembling tension in his thighs as he fought to remain still.

What shocked me wasn’t the act itself—mechanical, when broken down to its components—but my reaction to it. It aroused me. Genuinely, painfully aroused, my body responding with an intensity that threatened the careful tuck between my legs. The power of bringing pleasure to this man, of reducing him to ragged breathing and desperate sounds, was intoxicating. Each time he gasped or tightened his grip in my hair, satisfaction bloomed within me, urging me to continue, to take him deeper, to discover what other sounds I could draw from him.

“Just like that,” Eric whispered, his voice strained. “God, your mouth...”

I opened my eyes, looking up the length of his body. He tilted his head back against the wall, throat exposed, lips parted. Vulnerable. Beautiful. I’d never looked at a man that way before—never allowed myself to see beauty in masculine lines, in the cords of neck muscles, in stubbled jaw and broad shoulders. Yet now I couldn’t look away, couldn’t deny the aesthetic appreciation mingling with my desire.

His hand guided me gently, setting a rhythm I followed, learning quickly what made his breathing quicken and his muscles tense. I was an actor studying my audience, adjusting my performance based on feedback—except this wasn’t a performance anymore. The distinction between Cassandra and Marcus had dissolved, leaving only this moment, only sensation and discovery.

When Eric’s movements became more urgent, his control fracturing, I didn’t pull away. Some distant part of me observed with clinical interest: So this is what it’s like from this side. But a more immediate, visceral response overwhelmed that detachment—pride mingled with desire, curiosity with conquest.

He tried to warn me, fingers tightening in my hair, a broken “I’m going to—”

I ignored the warning, driven by some need to experience this fully, completely. When he came, the taste was bitter, shocking—yet I felt a fierce triumph surge through me, a primal satisfaction at having brought him to this point. I’d done this. Me. Not Cassandra the character, but me—whoever I was beneath all the layers I’d accumulated over years of trying to fit into boxes that had never quite contained me.

After, I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, feeling strangely accomplished. Eric looked down at me with wonder, his chest still rising and falling rapidly, eyes soft with the aftermath of pleasure.

“That was...” He shook his head, apparently unable to find adequate words. “Let me...” He reached for me, helping me to my feet with gentle hands, then pressed me against the wall where he’d been standing moments before. His fingers traced the hem of my dress, pushing upward.

Panic flared—not at his touch, but at what he would discover if he continued. The illusion that had carried me through this night was suddenly fragile again, reality reasserting itself in the aftermath of desire.

“No,” I said, catching his wrist. I softened the refusal with a smile, channeling Cassandra’s confidence even as my heart hammered with fear. “This was just for you. I need to find my friends—they’ll be looking for me.”

Disappointment flickered across his face, but he didn’t press. “At least let me give you my number,” he said, tucking himself away and straightening his clothes.

“Next time,” I promised, the lie bitter on my tongue. There would be no next time—not as Cassandra, not with Eric. Whatever had happened in this small, dark room stayed within its walls, a momentary departure from the life I’d return to once the makeup was washed away.

I smoothed my dress down over my thighs, fingers trembling slightly. My lipstick ruined, my carefully constructed femininity disheveled. I extracted a compact from the small clutch Jamie had given me, angling it to catch what little light there was. The person looking back at me was smudged, imperfect—yet somehow more vibrantly alive than the polished façade I’d entered the club with hours ago.

I reapplied my lipstick with practiced strokes, the ritual steadying my hands and thoughts. Eric watched, fascinated by this mundane act of restoration.

“You’re something else, Cassandra,” he said softly.

“I should go,” I said, snapping the compact closed.

Eric nodded, disappointment clear in his shoulders, but he stepped aside to let me pass. At the door, I hesitated, fighting an unexpected urge to turn back, to explain, to offer some truth to balance against the lies I’d wrapped around myself all night. Instead, I slipped out without another word, leaving him alone among the hanging jackets and coats.

The hallway seemed impossibly bright after the dimness of the coat check room, the music once again a physical presence pushing against my skin. I made my way back toward the main floor of the club, each step carrying me further from what had happened with Eric, yet somehow deeper into its implications.

What had I done? Who had I become in that dark room? These questions should have come with panic, with shame, with desperate rationalizations. Yet as I moved through the crush of bodies, what I felt was something closer to liberation—as if I’d set down a weight I hadn’t known I was carrying.

For six years, I’d twisted myself into knots trying to be what Hollywood wanted—trying to be man enough, masculine enough, straight enough. All those casting directors who’d told me I was too effeminate, too soft, not right for the part—maybe they’d seen something I’d been unable or unwilling to recognize in myself.

The dance floor opened before me, a sea of bodies bathed in pulsing light. Men’s eyes still followed me as I passed, their gazes heavy with speculation and desire. Hours ago, that attention had made me nervous, self-conscious. Now it felt like confirmation of something I was only beginning to understand about myself.

I wasn’t Cassandra—her confidence and sexuality had been a costume I‘d put on for one night. But beneath that costume, I’d discovered something authentic, something that had perhaps always been there, waiting to be acknowledged. Not just that I could be attracted to men—though that revelation was seismic enough—but that the parts of me that had never fit neatly into masculinity weren’t flaws to be hidden. They were essential pieces of whoever I was becoming.

Jamie would wait outside soon, ready to drive me back to her apartment, where I’d wash away the makeup, remove the dress, and return to being Marcus. But the Marcus who left this club wouldn’t be the same one who’d entered it. That Marcus had been afraid of rejection, of not being enough, of the ambiguity that had dogged him all his life. This Marcus moved through the crowd with new certainty, hips swaying not in calculated mimicry but with genuine confidence.

Three men—that had been the challenge. I’d met it and gone beyond, not just allowing myself to be desired but discovering desire of my own along the way. Jamie would get her actress for The Velvet Deception. And I? I would get something far more valuable: a glimpse of my truth, complex and frightening and beautiful in ways I was only beginning to understand.

As I made my way toward the exit, I caught sight of myself one last time in the mirrored wall behind the bar. The woman looking back at me smiled—a genuine smile, not practiced or performed. Tomorrow would bring questions, complications, conversations I wasn’t ready to have, even with myself. But tonight, in this moment, I was exactly who I needed to be: not quite Marcus, not quite Cassandra, but someone new emerging from the space between.


Chapter Nine
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The Westside Casting building rose in front of me as I clutched my leather portfolio of headshots and script. Six months ago, I never imagined arriving here as Cassandra Reynolds. The revolving door showed a woman I was still learning to be—blonde hair past my shoulders, eyes lined wider, lips glossed. My heart pounded as I hesitated, then stepped inside, half-expecting everyone to see through me to Marcus.

But this was no longer just a role.

I smoothed my navy wrap dress—professional, with enough shape to feel right. Jamie had coached me on wardrobe, teaching me how fabric and cut speak before you say a word. Six months of voice lessons had raised my register; months of electrolysis had ended my stubble. I signed in without a second look from the guard—just another actress on another Tuesday.

“Fifth floor,” he said, handing me a badge.

The elevator held agents, PAs, and a man in an oversized suit. I pressed into the corner, making myself small. On the fifth floor, I exhaled and stepped into the hallway.

In the waiting room, twenty women checked phones, mouthed lines, tapped feet. The role: a supporting attorney—ambitious, smart, vulnerable. Six months ago, not a chance in hell. Now I had a chance.

I sat by the window with my portfolio. Women to my right crossed and uncrossed legs; across from me, someone whispered to herself. We were all here for the same part, certain that no one else got it right.

A woman beside me leaned over. “Marc Jacobs?” she asked, nodding at my bag.

“Consignment shop find,” I said without thinking, my voice natural. She smiled, impressed. Compliments still surprised me—this ease among women was new.

I opened my script. I’d lived as Alana Warren for weeks, finding her voice, her posture, the way she’d stand in a courtroom. My approach now felt organic, not sculpted.

“Nervous?” the woman asked, noticing my hands on the pages.

“A little,” I admitted. “But ready.”

They’d already auditioned forty women, she said. “They can’t find someone tough and vulnerable.”

I smiled. Duality was my strength. Six months ago, Cassandra started as a character. Now she felt like me.

A door opened. “Lisa Deveraux?” A tall redhead left. Then another name. And another. My pulse rose. I ran my line in my head.

“Cassandra Reynolds?”

My chosen name still surprised me. I stood, smoothing my dress. “That’s me.”

The woman with the clipboard looked me over and nodded. “They’re ready.”

I gathered my portfolio and walked toward the room, feeling the familiar mix of camaraderie and competition from the others. Not just passing—but belonging.

At the door, I readjusted my hair and checked my lipstick on my phone, not out of doubt, but out of respect for the ritual of performance. Today, I wasn’t becoming someone else. I was becoming more myself.

Inside, three casting directors waited under harsh track lights. Walter Kohn sat in the center—he’d rejected Marcus twice for being too soft. Today, that softness might win.

“Cassandra Reynolds?” the woman on the right asked.

I nodded and handed over my headshot and resume. “Thank you.”

“Whenever you’re ready, slate and begin.”

I set my bag aside, squared my shoulders, and said, “Cassandra Reynolds, reading for Alana Warren.” My voice carried clearly. I launched into the closing argument—a calm, precise speech demanding attention for a dismissed client. As I spoke, the room blurred; there was only me and the words.

Walter leaned forward. The younger woman watched closely. I felt their interest.

A memory surfaced: six months earlier, after filming wrapped on The Velvet Deception, I’d gone to Jamie’s apartment still in costume. I’d told her I couldn’t go back to Marcus—that I fit Cassandra better. Jamie had nodded, squeezed my hand, and said, “Then don’t.”

Back in the audition room, I channeled that truth. “Truth isn’t fixed. Justice depends on whose story we choose to tell.” I stepped closer, voice steady. “I’m here to tell you a different story about April Chen.”

The casting director scribbled notes. I rode that momentum into the emotional climax, then returned to myself. Silence followed, charged and expectant.

Walter cleared his throat. “Unexpected. Would you read the confrontation with Judge Meyers?”

“Of course,” I said, pulling out the second scene I’d prepared.

I finished smoothly, earning nods and murmurs of approval. “We’d like you back for a chemistry read,” the woman said. “Are you free on Thursday?”

“Yes,” I replied, calm and focused.

In the hallway, I allowed myself a small smile. Not just because I’d impressed them, but because I’d shown my truth.

I pushed open Backstage Brew exactly six months after meeting Jamie there in despair. The espresso machine was the same; the headshots on the wall unchanged. But I moved differently—heels clicking with confidence.

Heads turned as I passed, but I only saw my reflection: Cassandra Reynolds in tailored slacks, sleek ponytail, subtle makeup. The hollow, anxious actor I once was felt like someone else’s role.

Jamie waved from our corner table, her coffee steaming. “Look at you,” she said.

“Trying not to trip,” I joked, setting down a lavender latte she’d ordered.

“I see those heels,” she laughed. “Callback go well?”

“My agent called this morning.”

Jamie’s eyes lit up. “To Cassandra Reynolds,” she toasted, “the woman I knew you could be.”

We clinked mugs. Jamie had watched me emerge from my shell; now she saw the butterfly I’d become.

“Remember sitting here last time?” I asked.

“And now?” she prompted.

“I got a recurring role on Harbor City. Eight episodes to start.”

Jamie’s mouth fell open. “Holy shit. That show’s huge.”

“Assistant DA Elena Vasquez,” I said, grinning. “Ambitious, hiding secrets.”

“Perfect casting.” She studied me like a director on set. “When I cast you in The Velvet Deception, I thought it was just a challenge. Turns out you found yourself.”

I traced the rim of my mug. “I spent years fitting into someone else’s idea of me. Now I’m booking roles because I’m authentic.”

Jamie raised her mug again. “Do you ever miss Marcus?”

I considered. “Marcus and Cassandra were never separate. Cassandra was always me, and Marcus was the disguise.”

“And your family?”

“They’re working on it. My mom even asked for a signed photo when Harbor City airs.”

“Progress,” Jamie smiled.

My phone buzzed. “Costume fitting in forty minutes,” I said, standing. “Dinner this weekend?”

“Deal,” she replied. “Go be brilliant.”

I hugged her, then walked out into the sun. Inside Backstage Brew, actors pitched ideas and shared hope. Outside, I headed to my car with callback details in hand, moving toward a future I’d never imagined—and finally ready to live as myself.

THE END
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THE PINK PROTOCOL

Seven months without a job. A relationship in ruins. And now, homeless.

When Avery stumbles into a job at The Leash magazine, he has no idea he's about to trade his business suit for silk panties. Under the stiletto heel of the merciless Miss Winters, this once-ordinary man finds himself transformed into the magazine's newest sissy writer—exposed, humiliated, and horrifyingly aroused.

As the cruel "Winters Protocol" forces Avery to explore his deepest desires, his relationship with resentful colleague JJ becomes a dangerous game of punishment and reward. With each spanking administered and each humiliation endured, the line between torment and pleasure blurs.

But as Avery's lipstick gets brighter and his skirts get shorter, one question remains: Is he being broken down—or finally becoming who he was always meant to be?

"Deliciously wicked... will leave you breathless and begging for more."
The Pink Protocol - a Femdom Forced Feminization and Chastity erotica novel that explores the boundaries of sexuality, power dynamics, and personal liberation in a world where submission becomes empowerment.


Keeping Up with Phoebe Pearl


I sincerely appreciate you taking the time to read my book, and I hope you enjoyed it! If you did, please consider adding and reviewing it. Those little gold stars help me out.

Follow me on:

Bluesky

Tumblr

PhoebePearlErotica

Amazon Author Page

Thank you again and look for more!
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Phoebe Pearl Erotica:
Where submission rules.
Where dominance submits.
The raw, unfiltered truth of the things
we think about, but never tell anyone.
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