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1.

“Marta?”

“Yes?” was the shy reply from Marta Aguilar. She’d been staring at her own hands folded in her lap. It was the best way to avoid having to make chit-chat with these cool confident women who obviously knew what they were doing. All of them seemed so confident and beautiful.  told herself that she had youth on her side, but sometimes that’s not what they’re looking for. Being nineteen was a blessing, her mother had told her, but the part was that of a registered nurse. Didn’t nurses have to go to school before they could be certified? She was over the moon when her agent told her that she was up for a recurring role on Miami General, but now she had a pit in her stomach she couldn’t get rid of.

But the assistant was calling her name, so what else could she do?

“Arvie is ready to see you now,” the assistant said. “Would you like a water?”

“Oh, um, no, thanks,” Marta said. The assistant just nodded curtly. Was she supposed to take the water? Was that a thing? Did people usually get so thirsty in front of Arvie that she might need quick hydration to keep her from collapsing? Now she was even more nervous. Why hadn’t she accepted the stupid water? No way to fix it now. Marta rose, smoothed her dress, and entered Arvie’s office.

The first thing she noticed was the three of them. One man was African-American, shaved head, and probably in his fifties. He shook Marta's hand and introduced himself as the director. Then she shook hands with a young white guy with quaffed hair. He was Arvie's assistant. And there at the end was the man himself. The biggest mogul in Hollywood: Arvie Weissenstein.

Arvie's handshake was firm, almost pincer-like, and he held Marta's hand in his for just a beat too long. She was surprised. For such a powerful man with such an important position, Arvie was far uglier and fatter than she'd expected, and he made no attempt to disguise the fact that he was staring at her breasts.

“Marta, wonderful to see you,” said Arvie. “Please have a seat.”

“Thank you,” Marta managed to choke out. The male assistant, whose name Marta had already forgotten, came around and handed her a couple of pages, ‘sides’ in Hollywood talk. She stared at the page, but it was like the script was written in Greek. She was so nervous that the words were suddenly rendered incomprehensible. She was blowing it!

“Whenever you’re ready,” Arvie said. Marta took a deep breath. She shut her eyes, and as soon as she opened them she was Lola Amaral: the sassy take-no-prisoners nurse who was having an affair with her boss.

“What do you plan to do about the baby?” Marta said.

"Place him under observation and wait for the attending physician to come back with the MRI," said the assistant, his tone as bored as a person could be. 

“No, not that baby. Our baby.” 

“Oh, that. You know I can’t talk about it here.”

“Our baby is not an ‘it,’ Paul. She’s a ‘her’.”

“I just mean that I can’t talk about it, the situation, while I’m at work, okay?”

“Well, when are we supposed to talk about it? It’s not easy for me, you know.” At this, Marta began to tear up, no easy feat when the writing was this bad.

“Don’t cry,” said the bored assistant. “We’ll figure this out.”

“Did you ever love me?” Marta asked, hysterical now. “Or was it all just some big joke to you?”

“You think I’m laughing?”

“I think you’re heartless! This child is the product of our love. But since I told you about her, you’ve barely come near me. You haven’t even looked at the ultrasound.”

“Oh, like I need to look at another ultrasound? What do you think I do around here all day? Lola, I’m sorry. I know I haven’t been good to you. But I never made you any promises. You knew what you were getting into when you slept with your boss.”

“And did you know what you were getting into when you slept with your boss?!”

“Aaand, scene,” said the director. “Thank you. That was very good.”

Marta felt like she was about to fall out of her chair. She’d had to summon up the memory of her grandmother’s painful cancer diagnosis to be able to cry on command at that schlock. It took her a moment to recover and bring her emotions back to neutral. She batted a tear from her eye with her manicured nail. Arvie hadn’t taken his eyes off her since she began reading. He was still staring now, hardly blinking. She knew immediately what was on his mind and she felt the urge to cross her legs and cover herself completely. So intense was the wattage of his gaze that it seemed to pass through her like x-rays.

Arvie cleared his throat. The director turned to the assistant.

“I need a Fanta,” he announced and rose from his chair. The assistant did the same thing. Arvie stayed planted where he was. “Don’t get up, Marta,” the director said. “We’ll just be a moment.”

With the two of them gone, Marta felt even more exposed, a sensation she would not have thought possible a moment ago.

“You’re drooping,” Arvie said. It took her a moment to understand what he meant. When she did, she saw that he was right. She had unconsciously slipped into terrible posture. She had slid forward to make herself smaller, retracting her sternum to keep her chest from sticking out. Her body was her instrument, and it was trying to tell her something. 

But she ignored its warning and forced herself to sit up.

“I want to be honest because I think you deserve it as a professional,” Arvie said.

“Thank you,” Marta said. Arvie continued on, stepping on her line. He wasn’t expecting her to speak.

“You’re not right for Lola.”

Marta felt like she’d been hit with a hammer.

“But, I like you for something else I’m doing. I can introduce you to some people I know who will be very interested in you. These people become interested in what I’m interested in. Do you understand?”

“I’m not sure,” Marta answered.

“You’re not sure if you understand, or you’re not sure if you’re interested in what I’m offering?”

“I don’t recall you having presented me with an offer,” Marta said evasively.

Arvie screwed up his face in a grin, his snout flaring.

“I’d like you to come to a party tonight,” Arvie stood, drawing a stack of business cards held in place by a rubber band from his pocket. He drew one of the cards from the stack, picked up a pen from the table, and then scribbled something on it. “This card is your invitation. You’ll hand it to the concierge, and he’ll know to let you in the door.”

Arvie walked around the table. But instead of handing Marta the card, he instead walked behind her chair. Marta tensed involuntarily at his nearness. He lay his hand on her bare shoulder.

“You’ll be treated as a VIP and make connections with people who will offer you work.”

“What kind of work?” Marta asked, although she already had a pretty good idea in her mind.

“Well, you know that you’ll have to start at the bottom. That’s just how it goes in this town. But it doesn’t have to be all bad. There’s a side of Hollywood that’s none too glamorous, but it can still be fun.”

She became aware of his hot breath on the back of her head. The Cretan brought his other hand around and Marta could see the card perched between his fingers. He slowly, far too slowly, stuck that card between the cleavage of her breasts. Then, with the card stuck in her bra, he clutched her breast. 

“You did great work today,” he said, squeezing her breast. “I look forward to the chance for us to work together.”

He let go. Marta felt like she was about to cry again, though this time the thought of Abuelita's cancer was far from her mind. She told herself that she couldn't allow him to see her tears. She was an actress, and she would choke back what she had to. She was stone-faced by the time Arvie came around and took his seat at the table across from her.

“Thanks for coming in,” he said. 


2.

Arvie Weissenstein was an animal, a disgusting pig. She cringed at the memory of his hands on her body. It was all she could do not to throw his stupid business card on the floor and stomp on it. She was a professional, so why did she have to suffer abuse from him? Did he actually think that she’d be flattered by his invitation, that she’d show up to his party like some kind of loyal dog come to sniff his crotch? Que cabron!

The director and the assistant refused to look at her. How much did they know? Obviously, their exit from the room was staged, so how many women were subjected to this treatment? The other women in the lobby shot her glances of disdain. Did they think she'd done something with that swine? Or did they have no idea what they were in for in there?

Marta wanted to be sick, to throw up and let out these noxious feelings building in her stomach. But she wouldn’t give these people the satisfaction. She’d get home and then she would let these feelings out. She would sob and curse and eat whatever she wanted– screw the diet!– and then she would forget the whole thing. She wasn’t going to let little boys like him bully her. He was just a pudgy, pig-faced child who got too much power.

As she stepped onto the street, she remembered how far away she'd had to park just to get close enough to Weissentein's office in Century City. $2.00 every fifteen minutes to walk 10-blocks? She hated this city. Marta wanted more than anything to move back to Ensenada. Maybe there was no work, and maybe her friends were all married to drunks and assholes. But at least there she didn't have to prostitute herself. She'd met good men, reliable men. Martin, he was kind to her, always showed her a lot of attention. But she'd pushed him away, worried of the complication of getting involved. Her dream came first, she'd told herself. What a fool she'd been.

Maybe she should return to Mexico. She was still young and had her looks. She could find another man to be her husband. But she couldn’t stand the idea of letting her mother down. Ever since she’d learned that her cancer was in remission, Marisol talked constantly about how the lord wouldn’t take her before she got to see her daughter on television. The thought made Marta tear up all over again. This time, without any of those Americans around to judge her, she did cry. She sobbed, smearing her makeup. Marta was so distraught that she failed to notice as she stepped off the curb that there was a monstrously huge boxy American car barrelling towards her.

The driver was texting, that oh-too-common of sins among Los Angelinos. She was so absorbed by her friend's retelling of a hair appointment disaster that she failed to look up from the iPhone perched on the steering wheel until it was too late. The car hit Marta head-on, throwing her to the pavement and killing her instantly.


3.

All around her was white. Marta struggled to remember what she’d just been doing. She was so full of anger a moment ago, so full of rage and hurt. Now it was as if that swirling pool of emotions had been drained and in its place was an empty feeling. It was serene, but Marta wasn’t totally sure that she liked it.

She looked around, but she saw no one. Then, she heard a voice behind her.

“Marta,” the voice said.

“Abuelita?” Marta asked, astonished. The last time she’d laid eyes on her grandmother was five years before. It had been at her funeral.

Abuelita extended her arms to Marta, and the women hugged.

“How are you here?” Marta asked.

“You’ve come to join me, Niña.” 

Marta broke from her grandmother’s embrace.

“Wait, am I dead?”

"If you have to ask, is it such a big deal?" her grandmother asked, smiling warmly. Marta was surprised but somehow unafraid. 

“I guess, I don’t know, I was just–”

“Niña, you’re here because you’re one of the good ones. You’ve made it. You’re in heaven now.”

“This is heaven?” Marta asked, looking around. “Seems kinda empty.”

“Just this part,” her grandmother explained. “But don’t worry, I’ll show you some more.”

“But what about everyone back on Earth?”

“They’ll be fine. All except El Gordo.”

“El Gordo?”

“Weissenstein,” Abuelita said, spitting on the ground as she said his name. “He’s about to have the heart attack that finally finishes him off. His bacon is going to fry in hell.”

“Hell? Really?”

It’s not as if she had any love for Weissenstein, but eternal hellfire seemed a little harsh to Marta. God knew what He was doing, she supposed. But still, it didn’t feel quite right.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. He’s a bastard.”

“But you don’t want to see him suffer so much, eh? What did I tell you, my child? You’re one of the good ones.”

“Isn’t there some way we can teach him a lesson?” Marta asked. “Make him see the error of his ways?”

Abuelita considered this.

“I think I’ve got an idea. I know just what to do with that pig of a man.”

Abuelita waved a hand and from out of the clouds appeared a flat-screen. On it appeared the face of Arvie Weissenstein, sitting at the conference table ogling another aspiring actress.

“This is him, right?”

Marta nodded.

“Well, let’s see if we can give him a little respect for women, eh?”

“What are you going to do, Abuelita?”

“I’m going to show this animal what it is like for the ladies.”


3.  

“I think you’re hawt-less! This baby proves our love. So, why don’t you even come near me no more? You haven’t even looked at the altersound.”

Arvie stuffed more of his lobster roll into his gullet, the chewing saving him from having to grimace. This one may be the worst yet. At least the last one could read the lines and actually looked Hispanic, could at least tell the difference between an actual Puerto Rican accent and a fake Brooklyn one. Those tits, he could work with. She wasn't shy with those come-hither stares either. She knew who he was and what he could do for her. Those were the ones he liked best. Eager to please without scruples or talent. No way for her to climb out from under him. He could keep her exactly where he wanted her. The director wouldn't like him giving her a callback, but he wasn't the one in charge, was he?

Arvie set the sandwich down, reached for his cup. When he gripped it, the cup felt like it weighed a hundred pounds. The effort of trying to lift it sent shots of pain through his left arm. Oh, shit. Arvie set the cup down and tried to stabilize himself as the pain migrated from his arm into his chest.

“Thank you, Jennifer,” the oblivious assistant droned. “That was very good.”

He should fire that little pantywaist. Couldn't he see Arvie was dying?

“Les,” he managed to croak out, finding his speech slurring. Was it Les, or was Les the other one? Everyone was looking at him now. He had to stand. He had to get out of this room and get help. He needed water, not Diet Mr. Pibb. Arvie thrashed like a porpoise in a net, his limbs refusing to obey him.

“Arvie? Jesus. Arvie, are you okay?”

But Arvie wasn't able to respond, he rested his hand on the desk and managed to stand, but as soon as he did he toppled backward, smacking his head against the wall on the way down. Slumped on the floor, the last thing he saw was Jennifer's legs under the table, a moment before she sprung from her seat, flashing him a peek at her white panties. Arvie smiled despite himself, then he closed his eyes and drifted off for good.
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“Miss? Can you hear me?”

Arvie’s head buzzed. He was aware of the pain, but only vaguely. It was somewhere at the edge of his consciousness, hovering just outside. His head was pulsing, beating like a heart of its own. He opened his eyes. There was a man in a robin's egg blue shirt leaning over and looking down at him. An EMT, he realized. The man was handsome and his complexion was dark. He smiled.

“Are you able to hear me okay?” he asked, his eyes looking into Arvie’s with compassion. He realized that the man was propping up the back of his head with his own hand. He was lying against the asphalt. How did he get outside?

“Don’t try to sit up,” the EMT cautioned. He took a small thin flashlight from his pocket and flashed piercing white light into each eye in turn. “You’re very lucky. I’ve seen more minor accidents kill women your size.”

Women my size? The sentence didn’t make sense to Arvie. Two more EMTs appeared at his side with a stretcher.

“I’m fine,” Arvie managed to say in a voice that was not his own. What happened to my voice? he thought. As they lifted him onto the stretcher, Arvie looked down on his body for the first time. He had tits! Golden brown like two coconuts nestled inside a slightly bloody-stained.

"Who am I?" he managed to ask.

"I was hoping that would be something you could tell me," the cute one said with a smile. Wait, cute one? What the hell was he thinking? Arvie struggled to sit up, but all attempts to rise were immediately subdued. "Just lie back and relax. You're going to be just fine. We're going to get you out of her, okay? Is there anyone you want us to call for you?"

Arvie shook his head, letting a curtain of black, vine-like curls fall across his eye line. The ride to the hospital was a blur. He'd had a heart attack, right? He struggled to remember the details. He tried to get information from the nurses, but he couldn't get anything. Nurses! Something about nurses.  He'd been in the office casting girls for the role of a nurse on that stupid TV show that had made him filthy rich. Then, the next thing he knew he woke up in the middle of the road in a woman's body. Who was this woman? What had happened? His head hurt like hell, but otherwise, he felt alright. A little banged up, but otherwise okay.

They showed him the driver’s license that had been in the nurse that the EMTs found near his body. The girl in the ID photo, he knew her. She was there at the office, right before all this happened. The license gave the name Marta Aguilar. He remembered her. She’d been there. He had to get back to the office. There was a television on in his hospital room. When he was first wheeled in, Arvie had paid it little notice. But something that they said caught his attention. He asked the nurse who was putting an IV in his arm to turn the sound up.

“Hollywood producer Arvin Weissenstein has just been rushed to General Memorial Hospital,” the anchor lady droned. How the hell did they know where he was? He didn’t even know where he was. The anchor lady turned it over to some correspondent in the field. Arvie saw the hospital he’d just been delivered to in the background. The correspondent had his finger to his earpiece.

"We've just gotten word that Arvin Weissenstein, the famed Hollywood power player, has died of a coronary embolism."

“Oh, my god!” Arvie shouted, in Marta’s voice. The nurses were alarmed. They tried to reassure her.

"It's okay, dear. He was just some big-shot producer."

Arvie wanted to object, but he worried that if he said anything more that they might try to keep him for observation. He couldn’t stop himself, though. He cried. He sobbed for the loss of his life, for joy at being alive, and also because he was afraid. What happened to his life? What happened to his body? What happened to his cock?  

After a few hours of observation, and plenty of routine inspections, Arvie was deemed fit enough to exit the hospital. He was given some women’s clothes from the donation bin and told to put them on. The nurse closed the door and left. Slowly, since he was still a little achy, Arvie struggled to his feet and began to examine his new body. His hands probed the orbs of flesh hanging from his chest, fingers gently exploring the curves and valleys that seemed too perfect and supple to be real. He felt an unfamiliar sensation as his nipples stood erect; a warm clammy feeling appeared between his legs. The softness of his skin, and a desire to have those soft folds parted suddenly entered his awareness. But Arvie banished the thought. He had to get out of the hospital. Then he could figure everything else out.

Slipping on the simple dress and flip-flops, Arvie was told he was free to go. Did he have someone who could come pick him up? Arvie struggled with the question. He couldn't call his office, and he certainly couldn't call his ex-wife who was probably sobbing and wailing right now, trying to elicit sympathy for his tragedy. Deftly, Arvie decided to call an Uber. He found an iPhone in the purse. The screen was cracked but it still opened with his thumbprint. He summoned a ride and sent a text to the driver, telling him to come inside and sign him out as next of kin. Having been promised a fifty for the trouble, the driver raised no objections.

He was collected from the hospital and whisked into the back of the car, and there he discovered a problem. His thumbprint opened the banking app on Marta's phone. The balance was $382.80! Total! That was it, all the money this woman had in the world, and it was less than Arvie spent on lunch some days. Christ, no wonder she became an actress. No money, no other skills. What the hell was he supposed to do? How was he supposed to survive?

The driver deposited Arvie outside an apartment building in East Los Angeles. What a dump! Arvie was already not liking the way this day was turning out. But he couldn’t know where the day was going.
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Having no idea which apartment was Marta’s, Arvie wandered the halls. He’d found a key in the purse that opened the exterior gate to the complex, but the other keys on the ring offered no clues. The place had a hanging odor of burnt chorizo and other smells that Arvie couldn’t identify. He felt scared and wanted to cry, a sensation he couldn’t remember himself having since he was a child. Some of the doors were open and Arvie could hear children playing, adults arguing, and TVs tuned to Spanish-language soap operas and futbol matches.

"Yo!" someone said from inside one of the apartments. A man's voice. Arvie hurried past the door, cursing the flip flops and their clip-clop sound that announced his presence in the hall. "Marta, que tal?” 

Arvie turned aroused by the sound of his assumed name.

The man that leaned on the doorway leered at him hungrily. He was dark, tattooed, and gave the instant impression of a criminal. In another context, Arvie would be trying to cast him as a henchman in some action flick. He looked hardened like he'd done time and was unfazed by the prospect of more. Like a frightened fawn, Arvie stood there, legs stopped in mid-stride.

"What's up?" Marta finally said. The man scowled, moved into the hallway, and silently closed the door to his apartment behind him.

“You avoiding me?”

“Why would I do that?” Arvie asked, genuinely not sure.

"That's your place, right?" the man said, thrusting his head in the direction of the door catty-corner from his own.  

“I was getting some air,” Arvie said defensively.

“So, the rent, that’s what? Just optional for you, huh?”

“No–”

“So, you got it?” the man shouted, suddenly turning aggressive. Arvie’s heart started to pound.

“I… I can get it,” Arvie said, his throat tightening helplessly. The guy turned his head, waiting to hear more. “Or we could… work something out.”

Arvie often imagined what it must be like for women, always able to reach for a form of currency unavailable to men. Well, most men. Every woman had one thing that every man wanted, something that no matter how much he had was always worth something to him. Now Arvie had what this man wanted. Something Arvie could trade and then trade again. It wasn’t his body, so why not use what he had at his disposal?

The man understood his offer instantly and grinned hungrily, wiping the smile away from his face.

“Work something out, huh? When?”

In answer, Arvie walked over to the door that the man had pointed out, retrieved the ring of keys, and began trying them each in turn. The man watched curiously, then, impatient, snatched the key ring. Such a brute; impatient and ravenous. He stuck the correct key in the hole, turned the knob, and pushed the door fully open, and then strode inside. Arvie obediently followed, aware that the dampness between his legs that he'd felt at the hospital was returning again. He was afraid, but that fear was tinged with something else: excitement, and lust.

Once inside, Arvie flipped on the light switch and locked the door. 

“Where do you want to do it?” he asked, turning to him. The landlord reached out and grabbed Arvie hard by the back of the neck. 

“Here’s good,” he said, grinning evilly. Arvie’s eyes went wide.

His mouth lunged at Arvie, not so much kissing his neck as devouring it. The smell of his neck once that tongue had oozed down to his breast bone told Arvie that the landlord had not brushed his teeth. He felt repulsion, a queasy feeling rising up from his chest. But there was excitement too. Even as he wanted badly to slap this man across the face, some part of him didn’t want it to stop.

The brute released Arvie’s neck, and Arvie groaned as he felt his small, lissome body folding into the man’s wiry body. Arvie’s back arched as the man pressed his unshaven face into his cleavage. Arvie groaned, both from pleasure and from surprise. The man’s chin was like sandpaper against his smooth skin, but even as it was scratchy it was also somehow scintillating.

The man pulled down Arvie's dress at the bust, sliding the scanty slip of fabric to the floor. Exposed, Arvie stood stark naked in front of the stranger. He'd declined the offer of underwear at the hospital, and now Arvie stood with a thin wisp of pubic hair peeking out from between his legs. Arvie's vagina gave off a fragrance that wafted across the tiny apartment, turning the man wild with desire. At that moment, Arvie knew that he had to satisfy this man. There were only two ways. Well, three, but he didn't even want to contemplate that yet. So, as the man began to undo his belt, Arvie took his slender hand and placed it on the landlord's crotch.

"Let me," Arvie whispered, undoing the man's fly for him. His boxers were tattered and bleach-stained, but the smell of his cock gave Arvie Weissenstein a sensation that he'd never had before. He'd been on the receiving end of this kind of transaction many times, but he'd never asked himself what it must be like for the girl on the giving end. Now he knew exactly what she was feeling: repulsion and eagerness at once.

Arvie slid to his bare knees and took the landlord in his mouth. The man’s cock was like the rest of him. It tasted of unwashed flesh and something wilder, something that made Arvie lick eagerly. It wasn’t clear how long Arvie spent servicing this man. It might have been three minutes or maybe ten. There was something hypnotic about the rhythm of giving head that Arvie wasn’t prepared for. Something that felt and tasted so good about this stranger’s dick in his mouth. It wasn’t just the danger of the interaction, though that was part of the appeal. It was also, very simply, the attraction of being wanted, being attractive enough to arouse this feeling in a man. As he blew the man, Arvie began exploring his tits. He rubbed the areolas and the erect nipples and felt his pussy sopping wet between his thighs.

"Oh, shit," the man gasped, spewing ropey strings of hot cum into Arvie Weisenstein's waiting mouth. Arvie licked his tip clean and then folded his legs on the floor, enjoying the feeling of hardwood against his bare ass. The landlord appeased, slipped his penis back into his pants, and did them up again.

“Thanks,” he said. “We’re all good. If you want to, ya know…”

Arvie smiled at his sudden sheepishness, surprised to see another side of this aggressive man.

“You know where I live,” Arvie said, by way of an answer. The man nodded and, almost bashfully, took his leave of Arvie. He said something in Spanish on his way out, but Arvie didn’t catch exactly what it was.

Alone, Arvie tried to come down but the buzzing in his brain persisted. What the hell was that? Dangerous, and technically illegal. But why did he enjoy it so much? And what else could this body do?


6.

Arvie Weissenstein, one of the most famous and feared men in all of Hollywood, spent the rest of the afternoon playing with his pussy. After the initial shock of what he’d done with the landlord wore off, Arvie became curious to know more. So, finding that Marta’s small apartment contained a bed and that bed, though small, had satin sheets, Arvie decided to do some experimentation.

Completely naked, Arvie let his hands drift where they wanted to go. One hand cupped his breasts, pinching his nipples. The other he pressed between his legs, feeling the tight opening between his legs. The folds of skin yielded carefully to his delicate touch. Sparks of electricity seemed to crackle off his body spontaneously as he pressed his fingers deeper. Arvie's pussy yielded to his touch, growing wetter and warmed as Arvie sent fingers plunging deeper inside himself. He'd known, in a general way, that women had these things called g-spots. The clitoris he had an academic understanding of. He'd learned about human anatomy in high school, but like everything else in high school, it was information that he'd hardly taken the time to think about. But as Arvie massaged the little button at the top of his hood, Arvie felt for the first time like a real woman. He stopped being the legendary producer who chewed people up and spat them out for a living. Alone in bed, he was a woman.

She felt vulnerable, but also desirable. She felt thrills that she’d never experienced as a man. As she probed with her fingers, Arvie was amazed to find that his legs couldn’t keep from stirring. She was so excited from stroking herself that she wanted to know what a man would feel like between her legs. If only she hadn’t used her mouth on that man she’d had earlier, although that had been fun too. But now she wanted to know what it would be like to have a man’s cock inside of her, to have him enter her and have her want it.

Arvie’s mouth curled into an ‘o’ as she touched herself, the warm glow between her legs was now like a fire, if fires could ever be wet. Arvie tried to orgasm but found that the climax was not as inevitable as it had been when she was a ‘he’. So, curious about what she tasted like, she stuck a finger in her mouth and decided that the taste was not at all bad. A little fishy, but that was not a turnoff. She felt good, relaxed but not completely satisfied. She would have to find another way to satisfy her body’s desires, and she would need money too. This poor girl was so broke. It wouldn’t do to contemplate anything other than getting her hands on more money.

Then she remembered the card. The card that 'Arvie' had given Marta. Arvie knew exactly what the party would entail. A bevy of sexy, slutty women all vying for male attention and the money and success these men could provide. Each one of them would be dressed to the nines, and each would be doing their best to outdo the others. One girl gets the idea to have a dip in the pool, and soon everyone is stripping and frolicking in the water. Another girl has had a few cocktails and decides to kiss her new friend. Soon, girls are pleasuring each other in full view of the powerful men who have invited them there. They would all be there, sexually adventurous and competing to see who the wildest among them really was. And Arvie would be one of them. She smiled. This was going to be fun.


7. 

Arvie arrived at the house perched above Mulholland drive wearing a dress that compensated for being so cheap by being especially slutty. The strip of fabric hardly covered her thighs so that even when she was standing it would be easy enough for a man to pick out the neon pink panties she wore underneath. Arvie wasn’t sorry. She wanted the men to stare and lust after her short hemline, the curve of her tits. She wanted the other girls green with jealousy. She wanted the attention and the whispers about her when she entered. And she would have it. As she handed the concierge the business card, she knew that she’d arrived.

Just as she knew there would be, there were girls everywhere. Some were chatting, some were sipping elaborate cocktails and sizing each other up. Arvie was relieved by the poisonous look he got from a pretty blond at the end of the bar. It meant that she belonged, she was just as hot as any of them.

Walking in heels was an unwelcome nuisance, so Arvie exited the grand room and beelined for the pool out back. She ditched the shoes on the grass beside a water fixture. They were cheap anyway. She would get some man to promise her new ones before the night was out. She’d make sure they were expensive ones, too. She was worth it.

She scanned the patio bar for her target and her gaze alighted on a fat bastard with a ruddy, piggish face just like the one that Arvie had worn until this afternoon. He was a producer and Arvie knew him a little. Perfect.

Arvie sauntered up to him, flashing him a smile and sticking out her chest to signal him. The producer saw her coming and began dribbling on himself as he took a sip from his mojito.

“Hi!” Arvie gushed. “I saw you from across the room, and I’m such a fan of your work.”

“Oh, you’re too kind,” said the cretin.

“Do you think we could find somewhere private to talk?” Arvie said, winking.

He took her by the arm and led her upstairs to a bedroom that had been set aside for the guests to use.

“I’ve always wanted to be an actress ever since I was a little girl,” Arvie said. Laying it on a little thick, sure. But Arvie knew it would work like a charm, and it did. The producer took a seat on the edge of the bed. Arvie climbed into his lap and started unbuttoning his shirt.

“So, is this a date?” the man asked. Arvie nodded.

“Fifteen hundred for the hour,” she said.

“Money’s in my wallet,” he said, pulling the slab of leather out of his back pocket and handing it to Arvie. He handed her his wallet, just like that! Arvie saw he was going to have no trouble enjoying his life as a woman. What if this was just the beginning? Hollywood was full of fat men with tiny dicks who slept with hookers, or girls who were willing to engage in some extracurricular activities with married men on the side. She could see that she had her work cut out for her.

Setting the wallet on the bed, Arvie stood and treated the fat man to a sensual striptease, slowly tugging her dress down until it slid off her luscious curves and fell to the floor. Arvie loved the feel of panties hugging his crotch and the curves of his ass. She felt womanly and powerful. She commanded this man's attention and she didn't want to let it go.

Watching her, the man undid his fly and started tugging at his cock. Arvie was fascinated by what she saw. Only hours ago she would have felt nothing but disgust at this man pleasuring himself. But now, in a woman’s body, his disgust was replaced with a feeling of pride. He was doing all this for her because she was sexy. She turned him on. And she wanted to feel that little member between her legs. Arvie reached around and undid the clasp of her bra, showing the man her perfect tits. She knew from experience that a man sometimes liked to look at a woman’s breasts before fucking her, a little appetizer before the main course.

“You like what you see, big boy?” Arvie teased. The man nodded vigorously, panting like a dog. Satisfied, she pulled down her panties and then went over to the bed to mount him.

She rode him like a cowgirl. What he lacked in length he made up for in girth and a hardness which he owed to Viagra. He may not have been much to look at, but something about the man's money turned Arvie on too. She was becoming quite the little slut.

She felt waves of gratitude for what she was feeling. She’d been given a second chance. She thought about the man she’d been, more disgusting even than this oaf, and it was enough to make her cackle with delight. Who knew that he could have been enjoying this pleasure the whole time?

As soon as the man came, she climbed off of him and put her clothes back on. She took the money, plus a generous tip, leaving the man with $400 in cash.

“Thanks, sweetheart,” she said.

“You know, I can put you in my next film. Just give me your number and I’ll make something happen. By the way, do you do house calls?”

“Sure, handsome. We can work something out, don’t you worry. But it’s a party and I’ve got other people to see, know what I mean?”

"Of course," he said. "What did you say your name was?"

"Marta," Arvie said. "Call me Marta."


8.

“You call that punishment!?” Marta whined. “That’s not punishment. He’s using my body and becoming a total slut with it!”

Abuelita shrugged.

“That was unexpected,” Abuelita admitted. “But Niña, he’s still on Earth and you’re here in heaven. That has to count for something, right?”

Marta sighed, pulling her grandmother close to her.

“You’re right,” she said. “Now that I’m here, how about we sit under a chocolate fountain or something? Let Arvie Weissenstein whore it up in my body. She deserves to feel good too, I guess.”

Abuelita kissed her on the cheek.

“I told you you were one of the good ones.”

As they walked arm in arm towards the chocolate fountain, they waved at Jesus on the path, who waved back. It was the start of another beautiful day in paradise.


The End


Mistressed

Narcissa had just sat down to her steaming mug of rooibos tea and was waiting for it to steep when she heard a knock at the door. ‘If that’s the delivery guy, I’m going to put a hex on him for disturbing me again,’ she thought. Another knock at the door.

She rocked her way out of her easy chair to answer it.

"Belinda?" Narcissa asked, amazed. There in the doorway was her posh, perfect little sister. The same sister she'd hardly seen since she got married to a billionaire. And here she was, wearing an expensive poison green dress and a look of despair.

“Can I come in?” Belinda asked. Narcissa waved her in, resuming her seat in her easy chair. If there was one thing that the solitary life of a witch provided, it was consistency. Narcissa liked her routine, loved it actually. And she wasn’t going to deviate from it just for prodigal sisters. Belinda stood, a little awkwardly, eyeing the tea on the table beside Narcissa. Narcissa offered Belinda a seat on the sofa across from her. The offer of tea would be conditional on what Belinda had to say.

“So…” Narcissa said.

"Will is cheating on me!" Belinda whimpered, then burst into tears. Obviously, her little sister had held in her emotions for exactly as long as she could manage, which wasn't long. Narcissa still had no idea what Will Bates, one of the richest men in the Western Hemisphere, had seen in the fragile, flighty, and fickle Belinda. But then, the motivations of most of the rabble were a mystery to Narcissa.

“Are you sure?” Narcissa asked.

“Yes,” Belinda croaked, wiping away tears with her palms to keep from ruining her manicure. “He’s got some girl on the side. A call girl. He’s so clueless he even paid her with one of the accounts we use for the Bates Foundation.”

“Bastard,” Narcissa said, not entirely ready to rush to her sister’s aid but willing at least to condemn her cheating husband. Narcissa had never thought highly of Will, though she could say the same of Belinda too. And the feeling was mutual. The sisters had never been close, even as children. The proof was the one-bedroom ranch house in Albany that Narcissa resided in, while little Belinda lived in a palace in Manhattan.

“What am I supposed to do?” Belinda pleaded.

“Seems like a divorce is probably in order,” said Narcissa flatly.

“I can’t do that,” Belinda replied. “The Foundation…”

“Right, well, better let him keep getting away with it then,” Narcissa said. Belinda palmed away the tears which were coming as a gusher now.

“Don’t be cruel,” Belinda spat.

“Why? I told you not to marry him,” Narcissa said.

“You’re right,” she said. “I just thought it would be different than this. But lately, it’s like we’re business partners or something. He hardly looks at me at all.”

"Well, that's usually the way it goes with men like Will. When they can have any woman they want, why stick with just one? He's giving in to his urges. Nothing more natural than that."

Narcissa had nothing but praise for the great Lucifer who taught that mortals should be free from the constraints of so-called morality. It was all a farce anyway. Of course, being a goody goody, this was little comfort to Belinda. Which was sort of the point. Narcissa had urges too, and seeing her little sister suffering was one of them. But as much as Narcissa enjoyed twisting the knife, there was a point where it became too much. You’ve got to spread the suffering around, after all. There was pleasure in that.

“So why come to me?” Narcissa asked. “Why after all this time?”

“Isn’t there something you can do?” Belinda asked.

“You want me to use my magic? You? Since when do you approve? I thought you said you don’t believe in that sort of thing.”

“I don’t, ordinarily,” Belinda admitted. “But I’m desperate. I’ll do anything.”

“What did you have in mind?” Narcissa asked.

“Punish him. Make him see what he’s doing to me by letting him see things from my side.”

Narcissa scratched the tip of her chin with her pinky nail.

“A change in perspective, eh? Yes, I could see that. Could be fun.”

“I can pay you,” Belinda said.

“Of course you can, but you won’t have to. I’ll get the money in my own way.”

“So, you’ll do it?” Belinda asked. Narcissa leaned back in her easy chair, took the mug of tea from the side table, and took a long, contemplative sip.

“Sure, what the hell? It’s about time Will got taken down a peg. And I’ve got just the way to do it. I’m going to take away the one thing he values most.”

“His money?” Belinda asked.

“No, honey,” Narcissa replied. “His penis.”

Continue reading by downloading Mistressed: A Billionaire Gender Swap, available for free through Kindle Unlimited. Follow the link in the Books by this author section.
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Girl IRL:
Bored and looking for revenge after his long-distance girlfriend dumps him, Ryan decides he's going to set his sights on a hulky alpha who seems to have everything going for him. He's going to pretend to be a hot little thing named Mimi, lure him in with some flirting and a few risque photos, and then ghost on him. Ryan goes through with cross-dressing to give Chad some photos that make him hot and heavy. So, why can't Ryan go through with dumping Chad like he planned? Maybe Mimi is just having too much fun for the game to end…
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When Aaron became Kristeen, he thought that things were crazy enough. The crazy hot chick he'd been pining for was finally his, well hers. Now he learns that Katrina is cheating, and with the last person Kristeen would ever suspect. Katrina is seeing 'Aaron' on the side. How can a girl compete with her former self? Looks like Kristeen might have to make a few adjustments to 'her' relationship with Katrina, starting with bringing Aaron into their bedroom.
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Shaping Up:
What do you do with a roommate who is impossible to live with? Mitch has a plan, and it’s a little twisted. He’s going to turn his roommate Kyle into a sissy for his own enjoyment. The plan is full-proof. All he needs to do is slip a little magic potion into Kyle’s protein shake and the magic will take care of the rest. What Mitch doesn’t notice is that his own body is feminizing. So, who’s the sissy in this relationship? And will Mitch care when he realizes the trick that Kyle is playing on him?

Nebula:
Two men trapped alone on a ship on a mission to seed a distant planet with new life is torture. But a mysterious nebula has the solution. Terance watches in amazement as his engineer starts to develop breasts, long hair, round hips and a pert little ass. What’s more, Cailin seems eager for the changes– and the new feminine urges that come with them.

The Sissy Sickness (previously published as Transmission):
Simon is an American down and out in Budapest when a strange sexual encounter leaves him feeling not quite himself. In fact, he seems to be coming down with something major. As the virus transforms both his body and mind, Simon searches for answers when he finds himself changing into a woman ravenous for sex! What he discovers shocks him. If he gives in to his new feminine urges, then the virus will attack his newly-minted body and he’s history. But how long can ‘she’ hold out when the virus inside demands to be transmitted to another host? Is there a cure? And which is worse, death or celibacy?
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What would you do if you woke up to discover yourself on a desert island, perfect beaches, lush jungle waterfalls, and perfectly pristine skies? What if you found yourself in the body of a curvy blonde with great tits? And what if you weren’t alone? A desert island is no paradise for a middle-aged man who dies in a plane crash and is mysteriously thrust into the body of the same gorgeous woman he was ogling before the crash. The only other survivor is a musclebound Australian who starts to activate the poor man’s feminine urges. Can ‘Sheela’ keep herself from this he-man hero, or has she actually fallen straight into paradise without knowing it?

Bride to Be:
Dalton’s best friend Kevin reveals a secret that changes everything between them. Kevin prayed to be transformed into Dalton’s bride Kendra, and it looks like that wish is coming true! Can Dalton step up and accept his friend for who ‘she’ really is and go through with the wedding anyway, or will he be forced to call the whole thing off and leave this new Kendra at the altar?
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