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CHAPTER 1:

Sean Carlton was a struggling young actor trying to get his foot in the door of show business. It was an old story. Opportunities were hard to come by and luck seemed to play a major part in determining who advanced and who didn't. There was also a lot of truth in the saying that it wasn't what you knew it was who you knew. And of course getting into the union was a nightmare. You couldn't audition for union shows unless you had your union card and you couldn't get your union card until you had been cast in a union show.

Still, like millions of other hopefuls, Sean was determined. He was also incredibly talented but his looks and build seemed to conspire against him. He wasn't terribly tall, had a naturally high voice and rather effeminate features. Those were all fine traits if you wanted to spend your career as a Liza Minnelli impersonator in Las Vegas but for a classically trained actor yearning to be the next Marlon Brando it was kind of a handicap.

His best friend Nate was an aspiring musician and songwriter, an equally frustrating career path, so they often hung out together complaining about their latest rejections or their new hopes for something better on the horizon.

"Damn I wish I wasn't so short," said Sean.

"You're not really that short, you're just not that tall," Nate pointed out. "Your pretty average height I would say."

"Well when you're standing in line next to all these guys who are like 6' 3" you feel pretty short."

"Alan Ladd was only like 5' 6" wasn't he? I heard he had to stand on a box to be taller than his leading ladies."

"When you're a movie star they'll let you stand on a box. On stage that would be pretty hard to pull off," Sean replied. "And it's not just that, I'm just never taken seriously when I try out for any sort of leading man role or great character part. They take one look at me and think I'm the gay neighbor or the prep school pussy. I'm surprised they just don't try to slap a dress on me and have me play the maid."

"Maybe you should try that," Sean suggested. "Well, probably not the maid because that doesn't sound like a very promising role, but I'm sure there are other parts that would be much better."

"What are you talking about?" Sean asked.

"Put on a dress, do yourself up as a woman and audition that way. I know you've got the skill and the training to play leads. Maybe you just need to play female leads."

"I'd never get away with that," Sean protested.

"I think you might. What about that Halloween party you went to in drag? Nobody had a clue that you were a dude. You looked and sounded pretty damn good as I recall," Nate reminded him.

"Passing at a Halloween party and actually pretending to be a woman all the way through the audition process, and then the production if I was lucky enough to get cast, is a totally different thing. What if someone recognizes me?"

"Tell them you're doing a thesis on how men and women are treated differently in the industry or something," Nate suggested. "Or tell them you're transgender, or whatever they call it. Hell, one of the dude's who directed The Matrix is now a woman and so are tons of actors and models and musicians these days. If it were true it would probably just make you more popular in Hollywood."

"Yeah, maybe I could get on some trashy reality show," Sean said sarcastically. "The point is that I want to do some serious acting but I get typecast the minute I walk in the door."

"So start practicing on some great female roles that you think you might be able to play and rehearse them like you would normally rehearse any other part. You do that scene study stuff all the time. Maybe if you can kick ass on those parts at home you could kick ass on something like that at an audition. It worked for Dustin Hoffman in Tootsie."

"That was just a movie and it was played for laughs," said Sean.

"I know, but it's not a bad idea when you think of it. Besides, I already know that you make a way hotter chick than Dustin Hoffman. You're the one who said that they don't see you as manly enough for the parts you want to play so why not turn that into an advantage? Just think of it as a great acting challenge. Even if you don't get the part but you can fool them into believing you're actually a woman I would say that would be a pretty rousing acting triumph."

Nate had a point there. Dressing up like a woman and going to a costume party was just a lark but actually trying to be a totally convincing woman in a practical situation was a major acting challenge. He'd have to perfect both the character he was trying out for and the character of the actress he was pretending to be. It might be fun to try it just to see if he could pull it off. If he didn't he could always say it was a joke or that he'd lost a bet or something. There certainly was more acceptance of alternative lifestyles in show business as compared to many other walks of life. A guy dressing up as a girl to get a part in a play probably wouldn't shock anybody.

From the times of ancient Greek theatre through the English Renaissance men traditionally played all the female roles. Even in more modern times men sometimes played female characters in films or at least played men trying to pass as women. It was usually for the sake of comedy and the actors didn't always make much of an effort to look genuinely female but there really was no reason why a man couldn't be convincing as a woman or vice versa.

The fact that the name Sean could be male or female made things a tiny bit easier because he wouldn't have to make up a totally fake name. The name on his checks and credit cards and so on would match if that ever became an issue and there would be no chance of forgetting sometime to use his alias.

Still it was a crazy idea and not something that Sean really took too seriously. As a slightly effeminate actor who took dance lessons and so on he had been fighting to prove his manhood his whole life. It was certainly true that gay men hit on him all the time but that only made him more determined than ever to assert his manliness whenever possible. If he suddenly started wearing dresses and putting on makeup and going out in public it would almost seem like a confession of his homosexual leanings or something. Certainly anyone who already thought he was gay would be totally convinced if they ever found out what he was up to.

Nate was just trying to be helpful. That's what friends were for. While it might be theoretically possible to pull off a stunt like that it would take a whole lot of work and practice and that was probably time better spent on something a little more practical.


CHAPTER 2:

"What do you think of this one?" Sean asked.

"Too drag queenish," Nate responded.

"You're right. I should probably just let my hair grow out a bit and go with a short female style."

Despite his initial reservations Sean had been too intrigued by the concept to let it go without a little experimentation first. He was trying on a number of wigs for Nate's approval but nothing seemed to really work or seem natural. Plus a wig would be one more thing that might trip him up if it fell off or slipped to the side accidentally. He would be aware of it all the time it was on his head which would pull focus away from remaining in character. The less he had to do to his body the easier it would be to feel at home in it. The same with his clothing. It should fit well and be comfortable. The last thing he wanted was to present some extreme cartoon version of a woman.

"Yeah, growing your own hair out would probably be best," Nate agreed. "Too bad you can't do the same thing with your tits."

"Not without hormone injections or something and I don't think there's any part in the world that would be worth that," Sean joked.

"So what are you going to do for knockers?"

"Breast forms I suppose."

"What the hell are those?"

"Silicone boobs essentially. Some of the better ones look and feel pretty realistic, although they can be kind of expensive," Sean explained.

"And how do you know so much about fake boobs?" Nate inquired.

"I've been doing my research. I can't very well just stuff a couple of socks in a bra, now can I? I need something that moves along with my body in a natural way. Although honestly I think I'm going to try to get away with the smallest size I can."

"Why would you want to do that? If you're going to go all girly don't you want a decent rack?"

"I'm not going all girly for some sexual wish fulfillment, I'm trying to present myself as a convincingly realistic female. I don't want some crazy balloon tits bouncing around when I walk. I think the less is more approach is called for here. The more extreme my appearance is the more I'm going to be put under the microscope. I want to be noticed for my talent more than my looks, although looks are obviously important in acting. I don't plan to be the girl who gets her parts on the casting couch."

Sean had been doing a lot of thinking about what sort of female roles he might want to play and perhaps more importantly ones that he might actually be cast in. He would love to play Blanche Dubois in Streetcar Named Desire but that role was way too old for him. A lot of the "meatier" female roles on the stage had been written for more mature actresses who had a lot of experience but there were all kinds of plays and it was just a matter of finding what was being staged and reading up on what they were looking for in each of the available parts.

Musicals were a strong possibility because Sean had a fine singing voice and there were a number of female leads that would be totally appropriate for his age range. The tricky part was that while his natural singing voice was high for a man it didn't sound like a woman's voice. With some dedicated practice he found that he could "soften" his voice and increase the range somewhat. He wasn't likely to be singing soprano in any operas anytime soon but a lot of musical plays weren't as demanding vocally.

He practiced his speaking voice religiously and had started wearing women's clothes most of the time when he was home. He even took to sleeping in a nightgown sometimes. He wanted everything to be as natural as possible. So-called "method actors" often take this approach when playing a specific role, although not usually one involving gender transformation. The idea is that the actor should "become" the character not "play" the character and maintain that illusion for as long as the production lasts. It's not everyone's cup of tea but some very great actors have had tremendous success with some version of this technique over the years. Sean wasn't interested in becoming the character he was auditioning for but he very much wanted to be believable as the actress trying out for the part.

Sean was definitely a perfectionist and tried out all sorts of clothing, makeup and hair options. Anytime he felt himself getting too over the top with something he would scale it back and try it again. His walk needed to be feminine but not absurdly so. His manner of speaking needed to be feminized, not just the pitch of his voice, but the words he chose and how he used them. Being "campy" was fine for a drag show but it wasn't the way most women actually talked or behaved in daily life. He found himself studying women wherever he went. Sometimes he would just nurse a coffee and pretend to be looking at his laptop computer at a local coffee shop when secretly he was eavesdropping on conversations or studying the body language of the women in line. He wanted to know how they walked, how they stood, how they sat down and even how they drank their coffee. He studied what they did with their hands when they were talking and what they did when they were listening. Little things. Subtle things. The sort of things that good actors pick up on almost instinctively.

"So when are you going to go out in public as a chick?" Nate asked one lazy afternoon as they were hanging around Sean's place.

"When I find something I want to audition for I suppose," Sean replied.

"Don't you think it might be a good idea just to go out in general and walk around or something?"

"You mean walk around dressed like a woman in public for no real reason?"

"Well dude you're dressed like a woman right now and you're talking in a female voice so I assume this is sort of normal for you these days," Nate pointed out. "You're going to have to leave the house when you finally do decide to audition for something and that will be a hell of a lot more pressure on you because you'll be trying to pass as a woman and get the part. Wouldn't it be better to do some something or have your nails done or some crap like that first? Walk around the block and see if any guys whistle at you. Order food somewhere or chat with the ladies at the beauty parlor. If you can't fool them you're probably not going to fool a bunch of people watching you intently under stage lights."

Nate was absolutely right and Sean had thought of going out many, many times. There was still a line in his head that he hesitated to cross. Go to the audition and try to get the part. That was a career move. That was the whole purpose he had gone to these lengths and worked so hard. If he just ran to the supermarket as a woman didn't that make him a cross dresser or a transvestite or something? He wasn't quite clear on the difference but he knew that trying to pass as a woman in a public place was a far cry from an actor just trying to get a job. It also tapped into his lifelong fears of being thought of as a sissy. Who knows who he might bump into out there? An old classmate? A former math teacher? One of his mother's friends? What if they recognized him? Yes he'd have makeup on and being wearing female clothes but his face would still be basically the same. He would just look like himself dressed up as a girl. He wasn't sure he could handle that disgrace.

Finally he worked up the courage and decided he would drive some distance from where he lived in order to get as far away from the potential of bumping into anyone he knew as possible. It was a very strange feeling to get behind the wheel of his car and head off for the freeway. His hands were literally shaking at the start but he calmed himself soon enough and put on a recording of the cast album of the musical Wicked and began to sing along with it as he had done many times before. That seemed to steady his nerves. Now all he had to do was figure out where to go and get up the courage to get out of the car once he got there.


CHAPTER 3:

He found a shopping center that had a number of chain retail outlets and the usual assortment of food places and specialty shops and looked for a place to park. He checked his appearance in a mirror and made a few quick touchups before taking the bold step of getting out and actually walking away from the car.

At first he just strolled. The shops were mostly connected by a sort of sidewalk and it gave him the opportunity to "window shop" or look like he was going somewhere without actually entering any of the establishments. If he panicked it would be a relatively easy retreat to head back to the car. Fortunately no one seemed to be paying him the slightest bit of attention. Most people are pretty busy just going about their own lives and don't really notice things around them if nothing seems unusual or out of place. Sean was just a woman out doing some shopping like any number of other women there.

There was a chain department store that featured women's clothing and accessories in a slightly upscale environment and Sean thought that was as good a place to "browse" for a while as any. He didn't plan on buying anything and certainly wasn't about to go into the ladies changing area for fear that he would be arrested or something but he might pick up some little cosmetic item or something as long as he was there.

The place was about as female as you could get and Sean was suddenly petrified with fright. What was he thinking coming into a place like this full of women? If anyone was going to see through him it would be here. He could have slipped quietly into a dark movie theater or grabbed some Chinese fast food and sat in a corner. This was the kind of place where women looked at and judged other women for their appearance. It was the kind of store where fashion conscious people shopped. Sean felt horribly underdressed in his thrift store wardrobe.

He walked around a bit and acted like he was interested in a few things and then got the hell out of there. He felt like a minnow swimming into a pool of sharks. He needed to up his game, and his clothing, if he wanted to try something like that again. He settled for eating lunch and driving back home. It had been a long trip just to have a sandwich that he could have purchased two blocks from  his home but it wasn't really a failure at all. Nobody seemed to be looking at him strangely and no security guards tried to escort him from the store. For a first time out in public as a woman it went pretty smoothly. Of course he was going to be scared. The gender image we present in society is a very powerful thing. 

On the other hand it also bothered him a little how much he enjoyed the feeling of walking around in the open dressed like a woman. It made him feel like some kind of a pervert. Sure he had makeup on and women's clothing but he was also packing a cock and balls between his legs. No matter how much he tried to put himself in a woman's frame of mind his dick was always there as a reminder that he was a fraud. He wasn't a male actor playing a female role on stage he was an actor trying to fool people into thinking he was really an actress. That might be splitting hairs to some people but it felt like kind of a big difference to him.

By the time he got home he had made up his mind to abandon the whole scheme and go back to being himself full time. Lots of people had to struggle to make it in this business and they didn't resort to phony gimmicks like this. As he came through the door he was already peeling off his clothes and heading for the bathroom to wash off his makeup. Nothing bad had happened and no one had "caught" him but he still felt ashamed and "dirty" in a bad sort of way.

He dressed in his old male clothes for the first time at home in a long while and tried to forget about everything that he had done. He wanted to drink a beer and watch a Die Hard movie but he wasn't much of a beer drinker and he had to settle for a crappy made-for-cable action flick but at least he was a man again. A man in his own home and home in his own body.

By evening he was having second thoughts. So much work would be wasted if he quit now not to mention the money he had already sunk into clothing and cosmetics and so on. It actually felt kind of odd to be in his old cargo pants and sweatshirt and he almost felt naked without a bra on. Dressing as a woman, even acting like one, didn't make him gay. It wasn't like he had been checking out all the hot guys or something. He was just an actor preparing for a role he hadn't been cast in yet. If anyone had suspected that he was a man in drag they certainly didn't show it. No one was laughing at him or pointing him out while they whispered to their companions or something. If they had he certainly saw no sign of it. Why give up now after coming so far? This had nothing to do with his sexual preferences. It didn't even have to do with his gender identity. He was comfortable and secure in his manhood. Wasn't he? Of course he was. Clothes were just a form of costume and he had worn all sorts of costumes before. Putting a stethoscope around your neck and wearing a lab coat didn't make you a doctor but it made you look like one.

Off came the male clothes and as a complete act of defiance he chose the most feminine piece of lingerie he owned. It wasn't time to sleep yet but so what? It was his apartment, if he wanted to lounge around in a sheer teddy that was his business. Besides, it was a hell of a lot more comfortable. Why should he care so much what people thought about him anyway? You really can't control that. If somebody thought he was a queer in a dress so be it! This was his life and his career and it was nobody's business if he chose live it in a bra and panties for any reason under the sun.

This process repeated itself several times before he finally believed his own words of encouragement and just accepted what he was doing as perfectly fine. Each time he went out he tried to push the envelope a little more by actively engaging people in conversation and even shopping for some nicer clothes. There was no reason to question his right to be there in the ladies department and no one batted an eye when he went to try some things on. He had learned to "tuck" his dick from videos on the Internet and his modest breast forms fit snuggly against his own skin so that standing in a room in his underwear he would look like any other woman. His "nipples" even protruded slightly from his bra. The final big step was when he really needed to go to the bathroom and had to choose which one to use. Finally he figured he was less likely to cause a commotion going into the lady's room and strolled into that strange frontier.

Fortunately it wasn't crowded and he didn't linger there for very long. He headed straight for a stall and locked the door firmly behind him. He had been shaving his legs for some time now so even if someone glanced under the door there would be nothing unusual to see. He did his peeing sitting down and washed his hands very quickly and beat a hasty retreat. He honestly didn't know whether he had just broken the law by doing that and feared that someone would grab him by the shoulder and haul him off to jail where he would be branded some kind of sex offender for life but the police didn't seem interested in arresting him that day. Hopefully they were off looking for real criminals to apprehend and not loitering around public restrooms looking for cross dressers who needed to piss.

Sean was gaining confidence every day in his ability to present himself to the world as an attractive young woman. It actually felt kind of nice to live this way. Instead of being on the short side as a man he was a bit taller than the average woman. His soft facial features, which he had always felt self-conscious about, were now accentuated with makeup which created a very appealing appearance. All of the things that had seemed detrimental to him as a man were now assets to him as a woman. He just seemed to fit in better with the rest of the world this way.

It was kind of a lonely path as only Nate knew his secret but Nate could be trusted and Sean wasn't sure if that was true of all of his friends. Some of them were terrible gossips and news like this could spread like wildfire.

He went to a professional portrait photographer and had a new "headshot" taken. This was the ubiquitous 8x10 glossy photograph that was still the calling card of the actor even in this digital age. He had to admit that he did make a fine looking woman. The photo didn't really need any retouching to accomplish that either. It was even possible that someone who knew him might not immediately recognize him walking down the street. It was another confidence boost to have so convincing a portrait in his portfolio and all he needed to do now was fabricate some kind of a résumé. Actors lied on their résumés all the time to make it appear that they were more experienced than they were but Sean had some decent acting credits under his belt. Unfortunately he couldn't mention them for obvious reasons. He had to make do with some training with fictional coaches in out of the way locations and a few nice female roles in small theaters out of state. If anyone inquired about them he could always say that they had gone out of business or something. Small theaters go out of business all the time. Nobody was likely to question anything on his résumé as long as he delivered the goods on stage. The question now was what to do with these materials and what sort of production to audition for. As fate would have it the perfect vehicle appeared within a matter of weeks.


CHAPTER4:

As You Like It is one of Shakespeare's most popular and enduring romantic comedies. Like many of Shakespeare's plays cross dressing plays a major role in the plot. The leading female character, Rosalind, actually spends a good deal of time disguised as a man. Helen Mirren had played the role on screen in 1978 and Bryce Dallas Howard had been cast in the 2006 screen adaptation. Of course it was a little strange that Sean would be auditioning as a female for a role that would require him to also play a man but at the moment he was uniquely qualified for the part in ways that most people would never know.

The production was being mounted in a smallish theater in the San Fernando Valley that specialized in staging the "classics" over more contemporary light comedies or searing modern dramas that tackled controversial themes. They had a reputation for doing good work and Sean's classical training had certainly prepared him for Shakespeare.

He always got a little nervous before auditions anyway but today he was especially jittery. For a while he was convinced that he would never be able to choose the right outfit and thought about not going at all before some calmer voice in his head told him to get his shit together and get his ass on the road. The voice in his head could be pretty profane sometimes but it usually got his attention.

Auditions were usually a combination of tedium and terror. After you signed in and took care of some paperwork a period of waiting for your name to be called usually ensued. For some it was an opportunity to socialize with old friends and for others a last ditch chance to look over the play or your audition materials. The process varied slightly from place to place and musicals were a whole different kettle of fish but the essence of most auditions was to make as good an impression as possible as quickly as you could. Many people were written off in the director's mind from the moment they stepped on stage or opened their mouths. They just weren't what the director had envisioned in his head. Too tall, too thin, too old, not old enough...there were millions of reasons to be rejected that had nothing to do with your ability to perform.

Since Sean had indicated on his audition card that he was interested in the role of Rosalind he was asked to perform a monologue as the woman Rosalind and another as Ganymede, the male character she would play in disguise. The transformation between the two was remarkable and Sean could see smiles on the faces of the decision makers sitting being a table in the semi-darkness. That was always a good sign. When he had completed both readings they thanked him profusely for coming and said they would be in touch.

Sometimes that meant nothing at all and sometimes it meant you would get a "call back" which was a more extensive audition, usually with other actors who had also made the cut to this next round. Sean felt pretty good about his chances of moving on in the process but either way the day had been a success. Everyone treated him like a woman and nobody seemed to suspect anything and he had been back in the familiar world of the theatre. Technically a man could play Rosalind, and certainly did when the play was first presented, but since the character is supposed to be an attractive woman pretending to be a man it was always assumed that a woman should play the part. Sean would never have been considered for Rosalind had he tried to audition as a man, even though his performance would have been exactly the same. 

Sean knew that he had nailed his audition but he felt that way before so when he received the callback he was actually a little surprised. When you read for a certain part it's no guarantee that they will even seriously think of casting you in that role because they might have liked you but felt that you would be better playing someone else. It was pretty obvious right away that Sean was still in the running for Rosalind as that was the only part they had him read. There were three other girls also reading Rosalind and a number of other people reading various parts. Rosalind's love interest in the story was named Orlando and there were several exceedingly handsome men trying out for that role.

People were sort of mixed and matched throughout the process and the potential Rosalinds were made to stand next to the potential Orlandos to see how they looked together. It was a very funny feeling to be judged as a girl being paired with potential male stage lovers but it was all part of the job.

Finally the session was over and Sean really didn't know what to think. He had been well prepared and read his lines with passion and spirit but a lot would come down to looks and chemistry. Certainly none of the other young ladies had been able to match his uncanny ability to shift from female to male at the drop of a hat but Sean worried that perhaps he wasn't pretty enough to be their Rosalind, especially if they cast the rather tall dark-haired fellow who looked like he could model for the cover of romance novels as Orlando.

He didn't have to wait long for a response and received the shock of his life when he found that he had won the part. His head was still swimming as he called Nate to see if he wanted to go out and celebrate with him.

"Absolutely. Ah, this isn't a date or anything is it? I mean I don't have to wear a tie?" Nate joked.

"No it isn't a date you asshole and I could care less whether you wear a tie or not. Let's just go have dinner and maybe grab a couple of drinks afterwards," Sean replied.

"That sounds suspiciously like date-type behavior to me. Not that I'm complaining. You're better looking than most of the girls I've been going out with lately. Maybe this will boost my confidence."

"Shut up and get over here before you ruin my good mood."

Nothing was going to ruin Sean's mood that evening. What he had accomplished was astonishing on so many levels. It must have been the festive mood that caused him to spend so much time worrying about what to wear to dinner, like it made any difference. He also put a little extra thought into his makeup for some reason. The weirdest part yet was that his heart was slightly racing when he went to answer the door and found Nate standing there holding a bouquet of flowers.

"Very funny dickhead," Sean snapped as Nate grinned at him.

"Hey, that's no way for a lady to talk, especially when a man has just brought her flowers," Nate jested.

It was actually a very lovely gesture even if it had been done as a joke and Sean softened up a bit and put the flowers in water before they went out. They had dinner at a local Italian restaurant that they had both eaten at a number of times before and enjoyed some pleasant conversation over a bottle of red wine. Everything was going along merrily until a mutual acquaintance of theirs spotted them and headed for the table.

"Uh oh...here comes Leon Grimes. Maybe you better head for the bathroom or something," Nate suggested.

Sean was in a total state of panic as he got up from the table but tried to act as calm as possible. He disappeared into the back of the restaurant just seconds before Leon arrived at their table. Sean hid and waited for Leon to move along for what seemed like an eternity. Finally he wrapped up his conversation with Nate and left the restaurant. Sean returned to the table on slightly shaky legs.

"Did he see me?" Sean asked nervously.

"Oh yeah," Nate replied.

"Well what did he say?"

"He wanted to know who the babe was sitting at my table and whether we were dating."

"Shut up!"

"I'm not kidding. Apparently he had been looking at you all night and thinks you're hot. I told him we were just old friends and he left his phone number so you can call him if you want."

"Oh, Jesus Christ! He was staring all night and didn't recognize me?" Sean said suspiciously.

"Maybe he did recognize you and he's got a thing for transvestites or something," Nate suggested."

"Thanks a whole lot."

"Seriously I don't think he had a clue as to who you were. He never got that close for one thing and you don't exactly look like the old Sean these days you know," Nate pointed out.

"We should have gone somewhere further away. How could I have made that mistake?" Sean wondered out loud.

"Just out of curiosity why are you dressed as a woman right now?" Nate inquired.

"I don't know, I just dress this way at home most of the time to stay in character."

"You were just hanging out at home dressed like that?"

"Not exactly. I may have changed into something a little nicer for going out to dinner that's all. I go out this way all the time. That was your suggestion as I recall," Sean reminded him.

"Hey, I'm not complaining. You're very easy on the eyes and it gives my ego a shot in the arm to be seen with such a lovely thing in public but I sort of figured that you'd look like yourself tonight, especially after all the ribbing I gave you on the phone. When you opened the door in that dress I was pretty blown away I have to admit. I've never seen you looking that...well...hot for lack of a better word."

"I don't know what got into my head," Sean said. "It's just kind of second nature now to dress like this. I'm pretty much in girl mode 24/7 these days. I've been so wrapped up in trying to get this part and trying to be as convincing a woman as possible that I've sort of let my male self slip a bit."

"That's cool. It obviously worked if you were able to go through the whole audition process and get the lead in the play. It's just now that you've got it you're going to have to be a girl on a regular basis a whole lot longer I suppose," Nate reminded him. "You're going to have rehearsals and going out for pizza and cast parties and all of that. You can't let your guard down for a second so it's probably best that you live this way as much as possible. So what if some lecherous dude was scamming on you from across the room? If you keep looking like that it's going to happen a hell of lot more often. Guys are definitely going to hit on you so you might as well get used to it."

Sean didn't know if he would ever be able to "get used to" the idea of men hitting on him but Nate had a point. For the next few months he would have to live as a woman most of the time. They obviously thought he was attractive enough to play Rosalind so maybe some guys out there would think he was a bit attractive too. That probably couldn't be helped. He certainly knew how ladies fended off unwanted attention from admirers having been on the other side of the equation more times than he cared to think about. The important thing was that he had gotten the part. Everything else would hopefully sort itself out in due time.


CHAPTER 5:

Sean was in bed but he wasn't alone for some reason. The lingerie he had on didn't seem totally familiar either but it definitely looked sexy. He felt like he was in his own bed but he couldn't quite recognize the room. Had he been drinking that heavily? It was all sort of cloudy and confusing.

His bedmate turned over to look at him and he was surprised to see that it was Leon Grimes. Leon just grinned at him for a moment with a look of lust in his eye.

"Come here and kiss me again babe," Leon commanded.

Sean didn't hesitate for some reason and was soon wrapping his arms around Leon's neck as their lips met. Leon was a man with busy hands and soon they were all over Sean's body. There was a moment of panic when Leon grabbed his left breast and gave it a good squeeze. For some reason it felt real and Leon didn't seem to notice that it was just a silicone pillow. Even when he pulled down the top of Sean's nightgown the boobs stayed in place for some reason. They were real! It didn't make any sense but he had tits and they were now being played with by a man. Leon kissed them and gently bit his nipples before sucking on them like a baby at his bottle. The most wonderful feeling shot through Sean's entire body and he closed his eyes and stroked Leon's hair.

He had no idea how this was happening or why but it was an incredible sensation and he could hear himself softly moaning Leon's name and whispering in his ear.

"Take me darling," Sean purred. "I want you inside me."

Leon swung over to get between Sean's legs and spread them wide apart. Sean could see Leon's prodigious erection and wondered whether it would fit. It seemed too big to go all the way up inside him but he was willing to try.

Leon moved his hands slowly between Sean's legs and rubbed the inner part of his thighs before reaching for his panties and pulling them off. As the panties were removed Sean's own erection popped out and almost hit Leon in the face. That's when he woke up in a cold sweat.

Unfortunately sweat wasn't the only bodily fluid he had secreted. He had obviously cum on himself in his sleep. He had a wet dream...about being in bed with a man! He felt totally disgusted with himself and tore of his female sleepwear as he headed for the bathroom. He needed a shower. Probably a cold shower at that since he was still feeling some sort of strange arousal from that stupid dream.

He tried desperately to convince himself that it was only a dream and didn't mean anything at all but it was a hard story to sell even to himself. Just thinking about how it felt to have real breasts instead of fake ones sent a tingle through his body again.

No, no, no, no, no...no tingles from thinking about having tits! And Leon Grimes? Seriously? If he had to dream about being in bed with some guy couldn't it have been Brad Pitt or that tall actor from the auditions? Oh, God, maybe that would be even worse. What if that guy got cast as Orlando? He'd have to go to rehearsals and face someone that he had erotic dreams about and that was not a happy thing to think about.

Yes there had been times where he sort of wished that he had real boobs or didn't need to tuck his penis, from a purely practical standpoint. It would simply make it easier to be a convincing woman. It certainly would make some of his clothes look and fit better. Of course if he had real boobs and no penis wouldn't that just make him a real woman? He wouldn't be pretending to be one and the whole point of the exercise would be moot.

On the other hand living as a female hadn't been half bad. It was amazing how much a little properly administered makeup could do to enhance one's appearance. And it goes without saying that the fashion options were vast. The main thing was he was succeeding as a woman. Instead of some glorified "walk on" he had landed the lead in a play by William Shakespeare. The female lead, granted, but it was still a damn good part!

He decided not to let the dream get him down too much. Dreams are often just a jumbling of events and the fact that he had been talking about living as a woman full time combined with the bizarre experience of Leon Grimes wanting to date him had no doubt churned up this whole ridiculous nightmare in his subconscious.

It was time to get to work on the play. He had a hell of a lot of dialogue to memorize and perfect. Rehearsals would be starting soon and he wanted to be as prepared as possible right from the start.

The first day of a play rehearsal was usually just a "table read" of the script, which was exactly what the name implied; everyone sat around a table and read the play. It was a chance to meet the other members of the cast and get a feel for what the show would be like, even if the first reading was usually not anywhere near performance level.

The handsome tall guy with the dark hair had indeed been cast as Orlando but Sean couldn't remember his name from the audition even though he heard it several times. Fortunately everyone went around the room and introduced themselves before the reading began so he now knew that his leading man was named Jared Forrester. Good name for an actor Sean thought. Fortunately Jared was tall enough that Sean would look all the more feminine on stage next to him. In the past his small stature as a man had always seemed like a poor reason to pass him over for parts but it suddenly made some sense to him now. It would be pretty weird to have a leading lady tower over her leading man or something.

The reading went well and Sean felt like they had a good cast. It was surprising how many people came up to him afterwards and praised his performance. Heck, it wasn't anything resembling a performance yet but he appreciated the attention. He had been working very hard on his own on the part and probably did read with a little more confidence and polish than some of the other actors. Of course everybody was particularly amazed at how well he could switch his voice from female to male without sounding comical or cartoonish in the least.

"I knew you were going to get cast as Rosalind," Jared said as he came up to Sean after the reading. "Have you played the part before?"

"What? Ah, no but I've done a fair amount of Shakespeare in ah...classes and whatnot," Sean replied.

"You really nailed the part right out of the box. I'm going to have my work cut out for me trying to keep up with you. I'm afraid you might just blow me off the stage," Jared said with a smile.

"Huh? Oh, off the stage. I'm sorry, my mind wandered there for a minute."

What in the world was the matter with him? Why was he getting butterflies in his stomach? For a split second there Sean actually pictured himself "blowing" this guy. That was not a good image to have in your head even for the tiniest moment.

"I don't know if you've ever worked at his theatre before but there's a place not too far from here where some of the gang likes to go for drinks and karaoke. A few of us are heading out that way, do you want to come along?" Jared asked.

"Sure, sounds like fun," Sean replied.

Where the hell did that come from? He had no intention of going out with anyone tonight. This was a one step at a time process. The less he interacted socially with the cast the safer he would be. But how was he going to say no to a guy with those eyes and a smile like that? By simply reminding himself that he was actually a man and politely making up some excuse why he had to go home now. There was still time. He could suddenly remember some prior commitment and take a rain check. Yes, that's what he should do.

That was the plan that Sean had formulated but somehow he was sitting in a bar about to go on the little stage and sing karaoke.


CHAPTER 6:

Actors usually chose show tunes at karaoke bars but this place didn't seem to have a ton of Broadway selections. After a few drinks and much coaxing Sean took the stage and began to deliver an incredibly good rendition of the old Shania Twain hit You're Still the One. it was in a god range for his voice and he performed it flawlessly. Although he knew how to work a room for some reason he kept making eye contact with Jared to the point where he worried that it might look like he was singing specifically to him.

"Wow, is there anything you can't do?" Jared said when Sean got back to their table. "You're obviously a woman of many talents."

Sean felt his heart almost skip a beat. This was crazy. They were both guys. Sure, Jared didn't know that, but Sean did. Besides, an actor that good looking couldn't possibly be straight. But that sort of made things worse because he was attracted to Jared while pretending to be a woman but if Jared really preferred men then wasn't Sean essentially being gay by finding him attractive? Oh, it was all too confusing.

Jared was an attractive man. You didn't have to be gay to see that. A lot of leading man type actors were attractive. It was part of the job. Sean was totally immersed in being female at the moment, and perhaps getting a little tipsy, so like any good method actor he was simply allowing his internal feelings and instincts to take over. That was the best excuse he could come up with anyway.

By the end of the evening Sean joined several other female members of the cast on stage for a raucous version of the girly anthem Girls Just Want to Have Fun, jumping around and dancing like an idiot. Fortunately he didn't jump so much that his fake boobs became dislodged or something. It was a blast and the girls couldn't stop laughing once the song was over. It had been really great to get out and meet some new people. A lot of pressure had been building up over time with all of the hard work and training and nervous energy over the whole process so it was a wonderful release to get silly and let it all hang out. Well, maybe not all but some of it.

It was the beginning of a strange new chapter in Sean's life. He was having so much fun. He had a great part in a great play. Everyone seemed to really like him as a woman, not that they knew him as anything else, but he had never had this much success being this popular so quickly before. Girls liked him, and it was nice to be part of their circle, and guys liked him and it was fun to flirt. Even the gay guys liked him and appreciated his taste in fashion and sense of style.

It appeared that Jared especially liked him and it also appeared that he probably wasn't gay. That was an all around problem because Sean had a little crush on the guy. Had he actually been a woman this would have been the icing on the cake but under the circumstances it was more like a recipe for disaster. He had to put him off but he really didn't want to. It was fun to be the object of his desire and he was so damn good looking. He didn't want to hurt his feelings but he couldn't let things go too far or the jig would be up.

Sean was losing himself in this new female identity a little more each day but that didn't change the fact that he was hardly equipped for the role in the bedroom. The fact that he had developed romantic, even sexual feelings for another man had been kind of beaten to the back of his brain by now. Everything was all right as long as it was done for the sake of his craft. If you spend that much time trying to condition yourself to move and think and speak like a woman it's only natural that you may have some sort of attraction for men. It was all so logical. It was just another aspect of getting into character. It didn't mean anything. Once this experience was over and he was back to being a man full time everything else about his old life would simply slip back into place and this would eventually fade into distant memory.

"Would you fuck me?" Sean asked Nate one day.

"What?"

"I don't mean would you fuck me like I'm asking you to do it I mean would you fuck me if I were someone else?"

"You mean someone with a pussy?" said Nate.

"Yeah, I think that's what I mean. I mean, do you find me attractive? Or maybe I should say do you think I'm pretty, as an objective bystander."

"Wow, you're getting pretty weird on me," Nate chuckled.

"It's a relatively simple question...once you get past all the potential gay implications of it."

"Of course I think you're pretty. Very pretty. If you had a pussy I'm sure I'd be glad to fuck you."

"What about without one?" Sean inquired.

"Now you're totally freaking me out."

"There are other ways of having sex you know. I could still give a guy a hand job or blow him or let him fuck me in the ass or something," Sean suggested.

"Is this a really roundabout way of saying that you want to give me head?"

"No! I'm just saying that if there was a guy who was attracted to me it wouldn't necessarily mean that I couldn't please him just because I didn't have a pussy."

"That would imply that you were attracted to him and that would be kind of strange because up until now I've always thought you were a straight male. But straight males don't give head to other straight males," Nate pointed out. "That would sort of make you a gay guy wearing a dress."

"I know. I'm such an idiot. I can't believe I'm talking about this let alone actually thinking about wanting to have sex with another man."

"Someone in the play I presume?"

"My leading man."

"Ah, those backstage romances," Nate joked.

"Shut up. No, don't shut up. I need to talk this out. I can't help myself. I feel like a girl in every possible way. Everybody totally believes I'm a girl. This guy seems to like me and for some reason I think he's really hot. Obviously I can't get totally naked in front of him but do you think I could string it along for a while by offering to do other things?"

"Well, most men do enjoy a good blowjob but if this dude is sweet on you he's going to wonder why he can't at least cop a feel of your boobies."

"I thought about that. I thought maybe I could get away with telling him that I was really flat chested and had to pad my bra to look more feminine for my career or something," said Sean. "The whole cock thing is a bit trickier to explain."

"I would say," Nate agreed. "It can kind of spoil the mood when your date whips it out. Especially if it's bigger than yours."

"This is not funny," protested Sean.

"Yes it is, it has to be. You're just talking nonsense. You are a man. You're not even a transgender person who is going through some kind of a transition with drugs and operations and all that. You're an actor pretending to be a woman to land a good part in a play. Which you did. Which is awesome and kind of mind numbing. But the secret that you've worked so hard to keep is going to be blown, no pun intended, the minute you let someone get in your panties. This is probably just some kind of weird phase that you're going through as part of this crazy experiment. Personally, if you plan to give another man a blow job I think that you have to tell him the truth in good conscience. Maybe he'll freak out or maybe it will turn him on but he has the right to know."

"You're right. You couldn't be more right," Sean sighed. "I must be losing my mind. I'm as happy right now as I've ever been at any time in my life so why mess with it? If I actually tried to touch another man I'd probably run screaming from the room."


CHAPTER 7:

"You're a good kisser," Jared said as he finally pulled his lips away from Sean.

"Thank you, but we're not here to kiss, we're here to work on the play," Sean reminded him.

They were well into rehearsals by now and Jared had Sean had gotten together on a number of occasions to rehearse the scenes they had together. They had become pretty good friends and worked well together and so far Sean had managed to keep things on a professional level. Besides, he had heard a rumor that Jared was gay and figured that it was safe to be alone with him like this.

"Don't you like me?" Jared asked.

"Of course I like you but I make it a rule not to get involved with anyone while a show is running. You know how relationships can be. You have a fight with someone in real life it's hard not to have that spill over into the work and I'm very dedicated to my craft," Sean explained. "Besides, I heard a rumor that you didn't like girls."

"Every actor is suspected of being gay at some point," Jared laughed. "You wear tights and have to put on makeup. You take dance classes. It's all part of the work but to a lot of people that marks you as being effeminate. If you knew how much kissing you turns me on you'd see how ridiculous those rumors are."

Not exactly thought Sean. Maybe he should just tell him the truth and hope that Jared could keep a secret. If Jared is really straight he'd drop all the romantic interest and they could just go on with their working relationship. On the other hand it might totally mess up their onstage chemistry or Jared might refuse to play love scenes with another man and expose Sean to the whole cast. Plus Sean couldn't really shake his attraction to Jared from his mind completely. He knew he couldn't afford to go too far but he had been fighting like the devil to keep his urges under wraps.

"Look, you're a terrific guy and you're absolutely gorgeous and I love working with you but I think we need to cool it with this kissing business, at least for the time being. I'm trying to keep my mind totally focused on the work at the moment and you're a very tempting distraction that I don't think I can afford to succumb to right now. Let's see how things go once the pay opens."

Jared was disappointed but really impressed by Sean's dedication. You can't blame somebody for taking their work seriously. It wasn't a definite "no" it was more of a "not right now" and that was easier to handle.

As it got closer to opening night Sean was worrying greatly about the "dress rehearsals" that were coming up. Not from a performance standpoint but from the arrangement of the rather small dressing area backstage. On Broadway stars had large private dressing rooms but in this kind of theatre there was basically one dressing area for the boys and one for the girls. That meant that Sean would have to be seen in his underwear by the female members of the cast. Having a padded bra in show business was no big deal. Most actresses had artificially enhanced their breast size at some point in their careers whether sticking "falsies" in their bras or getting a boob job if they wanted to make it permanent. If he kept his back turned most of the time when getting into or out of costume maybe no one would even notice. His breast forms looked quite realistic. On the other hand most actresses didn't have a dick that needed to be hidden. Fortunately there were lots of cross dressing men out there who had the same problem and a wealth of devices to solve it. Sean ordered a concealing "gaff" that was sort of like a heavy duty thong that did a remarkable job of smoothing out the unwanted bulge. When worn under concealing panties it would be virtually impossible for anyone to tell at a glance that he was packing a surprise down there.

Fortunately most people are busy gossiping or putting on their makeup or fussing with their own costumes and props backstage anyway and not really paying much attention to what other people are doing. If he got to the theatre early he could get into his first costume before anyone else was even there. It just made him seem even more dedicated.

Dress rehearsals went off without a hitch, well as far as Sean's secret was concerned. Almost every play seems to be in a state of total chaos right up until the moment of the first performance so little bumps in the road were no big thing. It was the potentially big bump in Sean's panties that worried him the most but so far so good.

Sean wished he could invite friends and family to see the show because he felt very good about the work he was doing. Nate was there, and even sent flowers backstage on opening night, but otherwise Sean would be performing for a house of strangers.

The production was quite strong from top to bottom but Sean was definitely the "star" of the show. His "presence" onstage was quite remarkable and he handled the tricky dialogue with ease. At the end, during the curtain call, Sean received the greatest ovation he had ever known. He finally knew what it felt like to be appreciated for his acting ability and to have the opportunity to show what he was capable of. There were tears rolling down his cheeks as he soaked in all that applause. If they only knew what he had gone through to get to this point he thought.

Sean brought Nate along to the cast party as his "date" partly to keep Jared from getting too aggressive. There was nothing Sean wanted more than to share this moment of triumph with his leading man by going to bed with him and becoming his lover but that was not an option so it was better to keep those thoughts suppressed as much as possible. Of course seeing Sean with another man just made Jared jealous and increased his desire even more.

It wasn't a major production but the show did receive reviews from a number of sources and all of them were unanimous in their praise for Sean's performance. Jared also received some nice praise and several critics noted the "chemistry" between them. The big question for Sean now was "what next?"

The show was in the early stages of its limited run but many of the cast had already lined up their next show or were going to auditions. It's the life of the stage actor. Everything is focused on getting a play but as soon as you have one you need to be looking to the future.

Sean wasn't sure that he had a future. He had scored a great triumph and would certainly be welcome to work at this theatre again but he had done so as a woman. His biggest and best part wasn't something he could put on his male résumé. If he wanted to build on this success he would have to continue being an actress instead of an actor. How far could he stretch this deception out and to what purpose? All he had really done was confirm his worst fears that his looks were preventing him from being cast in the kind of roles that would advance his career. He had proven to himself that he didn't lack talent but as long as he was typecast as an effeminate man his options were always going to be limited.

Where could this possibly lead? He might be able to continue getting good female parts but that would probably leave his personal life in turmoil. He was already living most of his life as a woman now but still trying to carefully guard his secret. He had successfully repressed his desires for Jared and managed to keep him at bay. In fact there were actually a couple of girls in the cast that he would have been interested in dating if he hadn't met them in this disguise. The infatuation with Jared had no doubt been as Nate had suggested, just some sort of phase or reaction to the unusual experience he had been going through.

Sean was really torn between trying his luck as a woman again or reverting back to his true identity even if that meant being frustrated with the roles that he was being considered for. At the very least he thought he should be a man again for a while just to get things back to normal in his life and completely purge himself of all the feminine leanings he had been developing. It was a fun and wild thing to do but he was a man and always would be so it was probably better to reconcile to that and try to make the best of it.

Fate stepped in, as it so often does, and presented an intriguing proposition. A friend of the play's director was a casting director in Hollywood and had been invited to see the play specifically to watch Sean's performance. The casting director had been very impressed and spoke to Sean afterwards about the possibility of being considered for an independent film she was casting. The film was being directed by a hot young up-and-comer who was making quite a name for himself and his movies generated a lot of "buzz" in the industry. Getting a part in a film like that could be the life changing event any actor would kill for.

It was incredibly tempting but full of potential problems. Getting away with playing a woman on stage was one thing but doing so in a motion picture was much more of a challenge. Plus he would be seen by a vastly larger audience which would make it much tougher to keep his secret. And ultimately if it did turn out to be his "big break" he would be trapped in this charade potentially forever. Nobody could carry something like that off indefinitely. It was a difficult position to be in.

A few days later fate played a hand once more as Sean received another visitor backstage after a performance. A visitor of a very different type.


CHAPTER 8:

"I would like to congratulate you on your performance," the mysterious stranger said.

"Well it's a marvelous part that any actress would love to have the chance to play," Sean replied modestly.

"Your Rosalind was outstanding my dear but I was referring to your other performance."

"I...I don't know what you mean," Sean stammered.

"But of course you do. You are actually a man are you not?"

"That's ridiculous."

"No need to protest. I'm not here to expose your secret. Far from it. In fact I would like to offer you the opportunity to solve your little problem once and for all," said the man.

The stranger was an interesting looking man. He seemed quite elderly but still very vital and full of life. His clothing seemed out of date but it suited him somehow. He seemed very much like an old actor who hadn't worked in a great many years.

"Look, I appreciate your compliment about my performance but I really do have somewhere I need to be," said Sean.

"I'm not here to waste my time or yours. You are a man. Your laryngeal prominence, or Adam's apple is very slight but unmistakably male. This is all beside the point anyway. I know an actor when I see one bur I also know a potentially great actor when I see one and I believe you may be such an actor. Your dilemma is no doubt the fact that for whatever your personal reasons in undertaking this deception may have been you have succeeded beyond expectations. I've seen this before and I know what I'm speaking of. You felt that your path to success on the stage was blocked for some reason as a man and that you would fare better as a woman, which apparently you have."

"How do you know so much about me?" Sean asked hesitantly.

"About you personally I know next to nothing. About the desire that burns inside you I know all too much. Do you think you're the first to have hatched such a scheme? Oh no, there have been many before over the years. Some of them names long forgotten now but who were once quite famous. There is a secret formula that has been handed down for centuries from actor to actor but it's not offered lightly or to just anyone. If you're as dedicated to your craft as I think you are you may be an ideal candidate to receive this gift," said the stranger very solemnly.

"This all sounds kind of weird to me. What exactly are you trying to say?" asked Sean.

"If you wish to pursue your career as a true female I can make that happen. No more hiding the bits that shouldn't be seen or padding the ones that should protrude. No more stretching your voice into a higher register. You could become a biological woman in every sense of the word if you wish. Then you would be free to chase your dreams in a body better suited to the task."

"That's not possible."

"It is quite possible I assure you. But it's also permanent and irreversible. It's also no guarantee of success. This is no pact with the devil where you're promised wealth and fame in exchange for your soul or something. It's more like Alchemy, the ancient precursor to modern chemistry and science. Alchemy is probably most famous for the eternal quest to transform base metals into gold but where that never really worked a different type of transformation was discovered. The ability to transform one's gender."

"I find that really hard to believe," Sean protested.

"Of course you do. It's a carefully guarded secret. I have no doubt that people in other occupations have availed themselves of this opportunity over the years but in many cases the secret has probably been lost by now. Theatrical traditions are quite enduring so we continue to keep the process alive even in these modern times. In truth it is women most often who wish to become men because they feel that more doors will open for them that way but I have known a few like you in my time who feel the opposite. One of them is a very famous actress who has won numerous major awards. You would never suspect for a moment that she had once been a man. Perhaps that's the path that you wish to follow."

"And just how would I do that?"

"There is an elixir. A combination of herbs and things that when brought together will change the chemistry of your body internally. You will, in short, become a woman very similar to the one you now present to the world except that you will have the correct anatomy. From that moment on you will live life like any other woman. You will menstruate, be capable of giving birth and eventually experience menopause. All the things any woman goes through in life because it's not a disguise it's a complete transformation. If you would like this elixir I can provide it," the old man said with a slight bow of his head.

"What's the catch?"

"Well you may not find that it solves all of your problems. A life upon the stage is a difficult one for anyone. In time your youth and beauty will fade as it does for all and you may find the parts available to you less desirable. Many older actresses refuse to age gracefully and spend their life in the pursuit of eternal youth, not always successfully. You may find that being a woman in your chosen profession is more difficult than you think. You may find that being a woman out in the world is more difficult than you think. It's not a decision to made lightly I assure you. And there is one other aspect of the transformation process that you might find too distasteful to contemplate."


CHAPTER 9:

"You have to do what?" Nate asked incredulously.

"The old guy said that in order for the elixir to work I had to ingest the sperm of another man within one hour of drinking the potion," Sean explained.

"That's insane. This whole thing is insane. This is obviously just some old pervert who uses this story to try and get someone to suck him off."

"He didn't say it had to be his sperm and he certainly didn't offer to be the donor," Sean replied.

"Even so he's obviously just a crazy old man. There is no magical elixir that's going to turn you into a woman. I'm sorry, but there just isn't," Nate protested. "And even if there was would you seriously want that to happen? I mean, seriously and permanently want to become a woman for the rest of your life?"

"I'm afraid that I do."

"Why?"

"Because I've seen what I can do as an actress and I think I can go right on doing it successfully if I don't have to pretend anymore. I've given this a lot of thought, believe me. Sure, it will create some issues of my legal identity and how I ended up being a girl over night but in time the old Sean Carlton will be forgotten and everybody will know me in my new identity. You know how much I want a shot at that movie deal," said Sean.

"Yeah but...is that enough to turn into a chick? I mean I'd love to get a great recording deal but I'm not willing to lose my penis in the process."

"I don't think of it so much as losing a penis as gaining a vagina."

"But why do you believe this crazy story? Who knows what kind of crap is in that bottle?"

"It may be bullshit. It probably won't do anything and it might even harm me but it feels like a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Somehow that guy knew all about me. Somehow he saw what nobody else had seen. He seemed to know my deepest secrets and desires. It's hard to explain but he convinced me somehow that he was on the level. He certainly didn't try to twist my arm and coax me into taking this elixir. If anything he tried to point out the potential downside."

"So maybe you should listen to him and pour that shit down the drain," Nate suggested.

"Something inside me says that I should do this but I need your help."

"Hey wait a minute! Are you suggesting that I..."

"Yes I am. I don't know who else to ask."

"What about that Jared guy? You were all hot to blow him a while ago as I recall."

"Yes, but I can't very well tell him about this. Plus I have no way of knowing how fast the transformation will take place, if it takes place, once the deed is done. It might be painful or time consuming. That's why it needs to be done here and you need to help me," Sean insisted.

"So you plan to drink whatever is in that old bottle and then give me head until I cum in your mouth and you swallow?"

"You could go in the bathroom, jack off into a cup and hand it to me if you prefer. He just said I had to ingest it. He didn't say anything about having to induce it."

"Well which would you prefer?" Nate asked.

"It's up to you. You're my closest friend and I'm totally committed to making this thing happen even if I have to go give some wino in the bus station a hand job."

"Maybe you should drink the elixir first and see what happens. If you get violently ill or something I can call 911 or take you to the hospital. You said you've got an hour before you need to...do the other thing."

"Fine with me. Cheers!"

With that Sean opened the old bottle and took a whiff. It had a pungent aroma but not really unpleasant. He closed his eyes and consumed the contents in one long drink. They waited for a while but nothing really strange appeared to be happening. Sean felt a warm tingling inside but it was a nice feeling and not something that caused alarm.

"I don't think I've been poisoned at any rate," said Sean. "Do you want to whip it out or should I get you a paper cup?"

"Oh, hell. I'll probably regret this later but I've got to admit that ever since you started acting like a woman I've been kind of crazy with lust. You've been the object of more than a few wet dreams. I know you've got a dick and all and probably still will have an hour from now but you really turn me on as girl even if you're not one. Looking at you it's hard not to see a woman."

Sean smiled. He had sort of suspected that and figured that it wouldn't be too hard to coax his buddy into a blow job. He got down on his knees and unzipped Nate's pants letting them fall to the floor. He could see that Nate was not going to have any trouble completing the task as he was already quite hard. Sean touched his friend's shorts and felt the erection throbbing away inside and pulled his underwear down.

Nate's cock bounced up in anticipation. It was right in front of Sean's face now and seemed larger and more frightening than he had expected. Well, he didn't actually have to put it into his mouth. He could just stroke him until he climaxed and then aim the cum towards his face.

As Sean began to stroke his pal's rod he could hear Nate beginning to moan. It didn't look like it was going to be a long wait at all for the payoff but Nate was able to hold back a little while, even though that hadn't really been his intention. Sean finally took the plunge and opened his mouth to receive Nate's cock. It was a very strange sensation but once he started it was hard to stop. Nate certainly seemed to be enjoying it very much and put his hands on Sean's head.

Soon Nate's cock began to pulsate and discharge it's built up gooey goodness right down Sean's throat. Almost from the moment it struck his tongue Sean felt the transformation beginning. His body was morphing into an entirely new shape. It was actually working!

Sean stood up rather quickly, almost forgetting about his friend who was still standing there with a dripping dick. Quickly Sean tore his clothes off to see what was happening but the change was complete before he had even gotten fully nude. He had breasts, roughly the same size and shape as his padded form but slightly larger and fuller. His penis was gone and a quick examination showed that it had indeed been replaced by a vagina. He stuck a finger in it and poked around the edges and discovered that he even had a clitoris. His hips were a bit wider and his waist a little narrower but otherwise he looked quite similar to the disguise he had been wearing. A bit prettier perhaps, but not so different than he would be unrecognizable now to those who thought of him as a woman already.

"Oh my God1 I have tits and a pussy!" Sean said in amazement.

"Are you trying to sound like a woman now or is that your real voice?" Nate asked, still standing with his pants down.

Sean discovered that it was indeed his real voice now but that he could still lower his voice to sound like the male character in the play. He hadn't lost any range or control over his voice it was simply more natural to speak in the higher, more feminine voice now.

"I can't believe what I just saw but what else is there to believe?" Nate muttered. "How do you feel?"

"I feel fucking awesome!" Sean practically shouted.

"Oh, shit I guess I should pull my pants up," Nate said sheepishly.

"Don't bother with that. I'm not done with you."


CHAPTER 10:

Sean helped Nate get out of his clothes completely and put her arms around his neck. Sean was definitely acting like a "she" and not a "he" and it appeared that it would be that way forever now. Nate found himself kissing his old friend with reckless abandon, especially now that Sean was all woman.

For her part Sean was overcome with a savage sexual ferocity. Whether this was the result of months of pent up frustration over pretending to be a different gender, a release of the deep inner desire to be a woman that had always been repressed or merely a side effect of the elixir was anyone's guess but she was all over Nate. He needed time to recover but Sean was in high gear kissing and stroking every part of him. They managed to stumble over to the bed somehow and collapsed in a twisted pile of naked limbs.

As soon as Nate showed signs of life down below Sean jumped on top of him and began to ride his rod to a full erect state once more. Suddenly a look of panic came over Sean's face as she jumped off of Nate's dick.

"A condom! Have you got a condom?" she practically shrieked.

"Yeah, I've got one in my wallet," Nate replied somewhat taken aback by the abrupt dismounting.

"Well put it on man. I totally forgot what the old guy said. I'm just like any other woman now which means I can get pregnant."

"Holy shit, I'm glad you thought of that," said Nate as he scrambled to retrieve his wallet.

The odds of getting pregnant from her first sexual encounter weren't too great but there was no way she wanted to get knocked up right now. Once Nate got the rubber on and climbed back into bed he found Sean waiting with open legs. It looked very inviting so he dove in and began to fuck her with great gusto. It was actually kind of nice to feel like he had some control over the situation at last.

Sean was soon bucking and bouncing all over the bed and making sounds that Nate had only heard in porn films. Sean was a girl all right...a crazy, horny girl it appeared. Well, so much the better.

They spent the night together but as Nate was out of condoms they refrained from any more vaginal penetration. Nate licked Sean's pussy and Sean gave him another blowjob and after three rounds of propelling his goo Nate was pretty thrashed for the evening. As they curled up under the covers and snuggled themselves to sleep Nate was in a complete haze. That was the best sex he had ever known in his life and it had been with his best friend who a few hours ago was a man. Well, he wasn't a man anymore Nate figured. Sean was a woman. And what a woman!

In the morning Nate was a little surprised to find that it all hadn't just been a dream but relieved that Sean was still as female as the night before. She was even making him breakfast. After a quick trip to the bathroom Nate joined Sean at the breakfast table.

"Baby, I think we need to talk," Sean began. "I can never thank you enough for what you did for me last night but I don't want you to get the wrong idea. I just went kind of crazy in my new body I think but I didn't do this thing for the sake of my sex life. It's a career move, first and foremost, and I have no intention of getting tied down to anybody at the moment. You're a doll of a guy and a good lover but I'm not ready to be anyone's girlfriend yet. That condom scare showed me that I have to be careful. We can fool around again from time to time if we want to but I just want to make sure that you don't do anything crazy like fall in love with me or something."

"Wow, that's a trippy thing to hear after what happened last night," Nate replied.

"That's exactly why I felt I needed to say it. Obviously I have feelings for you. You're my closest friend, but that's what makes you kind of dangerous too. I've only been a woman for like half a day. I think I need to give myself some time to see what that really means and how it changes my life. I hope you can understand that."

"As far as doing you a favor I think I've been more than compensated," Nate joked. "You were turning me on before and now it's all legit...and feasible to do something about it. I don't know how I feel exactly because up until last night you were a dude and I never forgot that. Either way I'm still your friend and we'll just have to take it from there and see how it goes I guess."

Wonderful Nate. What a good and understanding friend. It was tempting to send him out to the drugstore to pick up some more rubbers and go at it again but that was probably not the best idea. Sean wanted to keep her options open. She wanted to explore this strange new world and she especially wanted to remain focused on her career. Nate was the only man she had ever fucked so it would be foolish to be too hasty. The world was full of men and she wanted to know what it was like to be with a variety of them before getting really serious about anyone.

Going back to the theatre for the first time a few people seemed to notice some change in Sean's appearance but they just guessed that it was a slightly new hairstyle or maybe a different shade of makeup or something like that. It was definitely all complimentary and no one seemed to have a clue that a major transformation had taken place. Onstage the first performance was a little tricky because Sean had to sort of do things in reverse with her voice but if there was any difference it wasn't significant. There were only a few more performances left anyway.

Sean had contacted the casting director and made an appointment to come in and tape an audition piece. She would be reading her part on camera while some assistant fed her the lines of all the other characters in the scene and then the tape would be passed along to the director, assuming that the casting associates were pleased with the results.

In the meantime Sean had a mad scramble to get the ball rolling on her legal gender change. Since she didn't need to change her name, at least in a legal sense, the process was somewhat easier but still full of obstacles to overcome. She had been toying with the idea of coming up with a new stage name but hadn't settled on anything. At the moment she would have no problem cashing checks made out to Sean Carlton and that was kind of important. Social Security cards don't specify gender so filling out tax forms and so on didn't seem to be an issue at this point.

Sean was excited but confident when she went in for her movie audition. Certainly much more confident than she would have been trying to fool these people into thinking that she was a woman. Reading the lines wasn't a problem but it was a little difficult trying to react to the completely bland office clerk feeding her the other parts off camera. This was a different kind of audition than she was used to but it seemed to go all right. Once the casting directors had what they wanted on tape it was back to the waiting game. Maybe nothing would ever come of it or maybe there would be a whole slew of other hoops of fire to jump through. When it came to casting you never really knew what to expect.

As the run of the play reached the end she still hadn't heard anything and was beginning to assume that her "big break" would have to wait for later. She went back to the casting notices and tried to find something interesting to try out for in the meantime. Although she was now free to go after Jared he had already hooked up with someone else and there was no point in worrying about that now. He was a fine looking guy and a good actor but she needed to plan her next step up the career ladder very carefully.

Much to her surprise the movie people hadn't forgotten about her and she was asked to come in and read again, this time in front of the director himself. John Hoffman was about as red hot as you could be in this business and not be a major studio director. His movies were the darlings of the film festival circuit and it was just a matter of time before he had his breakout box office hit. Critical acclaim gets you noticed. Financial success keeps you employed.

The part wasn't huge, certainly not a lead by any means, but it was a juicy little role that would stand out. The character was a waitress at a roadside diner in the middle of nowhere and the leading man, whoever that would be, seduces her and they spend the night together only the man wakes up to find that the waitress has stolen all of his money and his motorcycle. It was an interesting character to play because the script gives the impression that the girl is kind of naive and hoping the man will take her away when all the time she's really just using him to rip off his stuff. She thought she read well again although it was just as hard as before to play off of a non actor just going through the motions of reading the lines.

"That's very good darling but maybe you're revealing too much too soon," the director suggested at one point. "Let the audience really believe you're a simple girl being swept off her feet."

She read the scene a few more times and the director seemed pleased. Sometimes people gave you directions at an audition just to see how well you took direction but whatever the case may be Mr. Hoffman appeared to be satisfied,

"Now you are aware that the part requires some nudity aren't you?" the director inquired.

"Ah, yes it's in the breakdown sheet I was given," Sean replied.

"I hope that's not a problem for you."

"No, I don't think so."

"Of course it will be shot very tastefully," Hoffman assured her.

"Of course."

Thank goodness for that damn elixir Sean thought. It would have been awful to get this close and have to back out because she couldn't take her clothes off on camera. She had no reservations at all about showing off her new body, if anything she sort of looked forward to it. It was still so new and so strange to her that it was hard to even think of her body as her own yet.

As she was getting ready to leave the director took her aside and handed her a card with an address on it.

"I'm having a little get together tonight. If you're not busy I'd love to see you there," he half whispered.

"It's kind of short notice...but I'll see if I can make it."

"Good. We can talk about the part and get to know each other a little better."


CHAPTER 11:

Of course Sean had every intention of going. A chance to attend a real Hollywood party thrown by a famous director was too good to miss. She got herself dressed up in the best party outfit she had and found herself later that evening pulling into the driveway of a very fancy mansion up in the hills. She was a little surprised that there didn't seem to be many other cars and worried that maybe she had the wrong address. She double checked the card and confirmed that this was the place. Well, there was nothing to do but go up and ring the doorbell.

Sean was a little surprised when John Hoffman answered the door himself. She had sort of assumed that there would be a butler or something. She was also a little more surprised by the fact that he was wearing only a bathing suit and an unfastened bathrobe.

"Ah, you made it," said the director as he ushered her in. "And don't you look lovely. I feel positively underdressed. Come in, come in, make yourself at home."

It didn't take long to realize that the little get together was very little indeed. It appeared to be just the two of them. Sean had no experience with situations like this and wasn't sure how to play it. Was this a casual business meeting, a date, or an introduction to the casting couch? Only one way to find out she figured and that was to stick around and see what happened.

"I like your house Mr. Hoffman," Sean finally said after a few moments of awkward silence.

"Please, call me John. I mean I'm standing here in a bathrobe. Anytime I hear someone say Mr. Hoffman I turn around expecting to see my old man glowering and telling me to get a real job that actually pays the bills."

John gave her the grand tour of the house and offered her a drink before they settled down on the couch in the living room. They made a little small talk and the movie was mentioned briefly but it really did seem like that was what was on John's mind.

"You know I do feel really uncomfortable with me dressed like this and you all dressed up so nice. So I think either I need to go put more clothes on or you need to take some off," he suggested.

Sean didn't answer right away so the director pressed his attack a little more.

"You know since the part calls for nudity you're going to have to undress for me at some point anyway. So why do it in some cold, stuffy office when we can do it right here?"

"I've never done nudity before. Is this standard procedure?" Sean asked.

"Absolutely. Nothing goes on screen without testing. We just have to make sure that you don't have any horrible scars that would have to be covered up or three nipples or something. No offense, but some women are known to pad their bras you know. If I'm going to photograph someone in the nude I need to know what they look like in the nude."

Sean just nodded and stood up. As she did so she reached behind her back and undid her dress. With a little wiggling it soon fell to the floor and she presented herself to the director in her bra and panties.

"No padding," she said indicating her breasts. "Not even a pushup bra."

"And about those three nipples?"

Sean unhooked the bra and tossed it aside.

"Just the regulation two as you can see," she joked.

"Yes I do see," John said as he stood up and came over to her. "Very nice nipples at that."

The director slipped his arm around her waist and began to kiss her breasts.

"Is this also standard procedure?" asked Sean.

"Why? Don't you like it?"

"I didn't say that. I just thought I should know what I was getting into," she replied.

"Well I suggest we both get into my hot tub."

With that John tossed his robe aside and pulled off his trunks. He headed out a sliding glass door and onto the patio. Sean slipped off her panties and shoes and followed him. When she got there he was already relaxing in the tub with the jets of water making frothy bubbles. A bottle of champagne and two glasses were conveniently located nearby. Sean wondered whether they were on a schedule and another hopeful would be coming by a little later or whether this was the start of a full evening. There wasn't much point in worrying about it now. She was naked and standing next to his hot tub. Might as well take the plunge.

John poured some champagne and they sat quite close to each other with the director's hand around her shoulder.

"It's a beautiful night," he said.

"Yes it is. Very clear."

"You're really something, you know that?"

"You really think so?"

"Absolutely. And I'm not just talking about your tits. You really have a good feel for the part," John insisted. "Although your tits certainly don't hurt."

"I'm a very hard worker," Sean suggested. "I'm quite dedicated to my career."

"I'm sure you are sweetie. Of course a lot of girls say that but they aren't really willing to do what it takes to make it. You know what I'm saying?"

"I have a pretty good idea," Sean replied.

"You know what I really enjoy?" John began, not waiting for a reply. "Sitting on the edge of my hot tub getting blown by a beautiful babe while I pour champagne on my dick. I don't know, maybe it sounds weird, but I like what I like."

With that he lifted himself up and sat on the edge of the tub with his feet in the water and his very hard cock standing at attention. In for a penny in for a pound Sean thought as she came over to the side of the tub and took his prick in her hand. As she began to lick his shaft he poured rather expensive champagne over his penis, little spurts at a time.

"Let me put some in your mouth than suck me off," John instructed.

Sean opened her mouth and John gave her a healthy splash of the bubbly. She tried to hold it in while she went down on him but it just kind of made a sloppy mess as she swallowed some of the beverage and the rest ran down his shaft. In any case it seemed to really turn the man on.

"Oh, yeah baby, oh fuck yeah. That's the ticket!"

It was an interesting new sensation to mix the taste of fine champagne with man meat but she didn't exactly have much blowjob experience to compare this to. John was a pretty average looking guy, maybe a little paunchy around the middle, and not somebody she would have been instantly attracted to had they met as strangers in a bar but Sean wasn't really sure what she was attracted to yet having only possessed this body for such a short time. She was turned on by the situation more than anything else. A few months ago she had been a struggling actor with no good career prospects in sight and now she was sitting in a hot tub with an important film director. This certainly wasn't something she could have even contemplated without that magic elixir.

As John prepared to pop he grabbed the remaining champagne that he had obviously saved for this moment. Presumably he thought the taste of the champagne would make it more appealing for her to swallow his load so he let her fill her mouth again before replacing the mouth of the bottle with the tip of his cock. It actually did make the cum taste better and he poured the last few drops on his dick so that she could lick him clean.

He sat there panting for a few minutes and then stood up.

"I've got a few phone calls to make and it might take a while. If you want to enjoy the tub a little longer feel free. I think I showed you where the downstairs bathroom is when you want to dry off. If I'm not back you can always show yourself out."

With that he strolled away. Sean did sit there for a few minutes then decided there was really no point in prolonging things. He wasn't going to come back. She got out of the tub, gathered up her clothes and headed for the bathroom. After drying off and getting back into her clothes Sean headed for the door and went home. There wasn't really anything else to do.


CHAPTER 12:

It had been an interesting experience at any rate. There was a side of her that had sort of hoped that he had something more romantic in mind but that obviously had never been the plan. She really had no idea whether that was part of the audition process or whether she was just gullible and anxious enough to go along with his game. Who knows how many bottles of champagne he had poured on his dick recently with other aspiring hopefuls. She hadn't been too enthusiastic but she also had put up no resistance whatsoever. She was a total novice at giving head so she had no idea how she had rated in her performance but he seemed pretty pleased. She drank her champagne and cum cocktail without hesitation and got a tiny bit of sexual excitement out of the whole thing. She hadn't even bothered to try and get herself off but the idea never really popped into her head.

She had serviced this man. There was really no other way to look at it. She had essentially whored herself out and wasn't promised anything in return. Of course his promises wouldn't have meant much anyway. Until she had a signed contract there were no guarantees and a man might promise anything with his dick your mouth.

It wasn't a situation she was especially proud of but it was what it was. She would probably never look at one of his films exactly the same way again at any rate. He could help her career. If not this picture maybe the next. It would be easy to blame the whole thing on her inexperience in these situations and her unfamiliarity with her new gender but she knew that wasn't entirely true. She had done what she thought she needed to do to be seriously considered for a part she wanted in a movie. That was the reason she had decided to become a woman in the first place.

Sean was actually a little surprised when she finally got the phone call offering her the job. Things had just dragged on and on and she hadn't heard anything since her "get together" with the director. Now it sort of all had to sink in. She was going to be in a movie. A movie that tons of people would see. She was going to make some decent money for acting for a change. She was going to have something substantial and genuine to put on her résumé. Instead of floundering in a sea of rejection she was finally making headway towards success.

On the downside it meant that she would have to "come out" to a lot of people she had been avoiding. She still wasn't sure how she was going to explain this. She thought about saying that she had gotten a "sex change" which was certainly true in many ways but didn't exactly tell the whole story. Her family had never approved of her desire to act for a living so there was no telling what their reaction to this might be. They could be proud and excited or horrified that their worst nightmares had come true and that their son had gone to Hollywood and become a freak.

There was also a little lingering doubt in her mind about her own success. Obviously they wouldn't have cast her in the movie just because she sucked the director's dick but she wondered how much of part that played in the decision. There were tons of actresses who could play that role, many of them with far more experience. Did it come down to who was best for the part or who gave the best BJ? She had the definite suspicion that had she walked out of John's house she would not be signing this contract now.

It didn't matter all that much now how or why she got the part. The important thing was that she got it. There were costume fittings and some more meetings and it was all so thrilling that she tried to put any negative thoughts behind her. The picture was going to be shot "on location" and her scenes would be filmed in New Mexico so that only added to the adventure. Being on location with a film company was a dream come true. She was getting her foot in the door. Now all she had to do was kick that door wide open and the whole world could be hers.

She celebrated with Nate by going out to dinner and a nightclub. She hadn't told him about her hot tub experience and decided to keep that to herself. She knew that it would sound bad any way that she told the story and she just wanted to have fun and feel good about things.

Nate had brought along a healthy supply of condoms but she was on the pill now so they could fuck the night away if they wanted to. Nate certainly wanted to. Because of their insanely wild sex the night of her transformation Nate was expecting her to deliver a repeat performance but things had settled down internally in Sean quite a bit and she wasn't the dynamo she had been the first time. Nate's male ego was deflated a bit because he felt like he wasn't turning her on the same way but sex is still sex and he wasn't going to complain.

Sean was also changing in a lot of different little ways it seemed to Nate. All actors tended to be a bit self-absorbed but Sean couldn't stop talking about herself and her plans and her life. She was constantly checking her appearance in the mirror in her compact or stopping to straighten her dress in the reflection of a storefront window. She seemed very happy so Nate didn't worry about it too much. It was obviously a very exciting time for her getting to do her first movie so being a little crazy probably wasn't anything unusual.

As he mounted her from behind later that evening and heard her girlish moans of pleasure as he thrust his cock deep inside her he wondered what it would be like to really be her boyfriend, or even husband someday. He wasn't crazy about the fact that she had a nude scene in this film and would be rolling around naked in bed with a hot movie star. That was some pretty tough competition for a struggling musician. He knew that these steamy love scenes were considered "essential" elements to the plot these days but he also knew men and he knew that many of them would be lusting after Sean's bare ass or tits or whatever part of her body was on display. It was funny how much his attitude towards Sean had shifted in so short a time. He felt more protective and possessive. He felt jealous of the kind of attention she would be receiving from men. Well, at least he had her first and it was his hard dick plunging into her pussy as he humped her like an animal. He might not win her in the long run but at the moment he had her right where he wanted her.

Sex had changed everything in their relationship whether they were aware of it or not. They were still good friends who shared many interests but now Sean had become an object of desire. The casual nature of their friendship had been replaced with Nate's desire to please and impress her. She had the power to bestow the gift of sex upon him which suddenly made her very powerful indeed. Nate didn't want to do anything to rub her the wrong way or put her in a bad mood. Nate had done Sean a huge favor by letting her suck his dick while she was still a man but now the tables were definitely turned.

Sex appeal is an incredibly potent force to be reckoned with. Fucking your best friend might seem like the icing on the cake and the key to a perfect relationship but romantic affairs and platonic friendships can be quite different, especially if one party is more anxious than the other for a sexual coupling to occur. Sean was the same person as before in many respects but quite different in subtle ways as well. And she was changing all the time as she became more acclimated to her womanhood. There was no way to tell where this all might lead.


CHAPTER 13:

"Hurry up and wait" was the perfect way to describe the filmmaking process. It took forever to move all of the equipment into place and to set up the lighting just right. There could be literally hours of waiting for your moment to actually perform and then only a few minutes of acting before the whole process started all over again. Every director was different in how they approached shooting a film and how much "coverage" they wanted. Director's like Alfred Hitchcock were famous for knowing in advance exactly how every shot should be set up and wasted no time shooting the same thing from different angles while someone like Stanley Kubrick would routinely do dozens and dozens of different takes from various angles. John Hoffman was somewhere in between.

Sean had been shooting for two days and her leading man hadn't even been with her on the set yet. These were shots of Sean working in the diner where the camera was just on her. Much like the audition process someone off camera read the lines that she was supposed to react to and it took a little getting used to. In plays the whole thing is rehearsed as a team and performed by everyone in real time from beginning to end but movie making was all about getting bits and pieces here and there and cutting it all together.

She was prepared and professional as always and knew her lines backwards and forwards. If there was going to be a delay it wasn't going to be because she forgot what she was supposed to do.

There was also a very defined "pecking order" on a film set that was different from the camaraderie of a stage cast where everyone was pretty much treated like a member of big family. There was a chain of command. Lower level technical people didn't speak directly to the director, they were expected to go to their department head who would take things up the ladder. The cast seemed to "outrank" most of the crew with the exception of the "extras" who were basically treated like dirt much of the time. And among the cast "stars" were the rulers of the roost. Sean was basically what you would call a "featured player" which meant someone with a fair amount of dialogue who was important to the plot but not a leading character and probably not even a supporting one. Having an explicit love scene with the star elevated the role quite a bit so she was treated really well in general.

It was hard not to be a little stars struck when she first met her leading man, a rugged heartthrob of an actor who was linked to all sorts of glamorous starlets in the tabloids. As it turned out he was actually gay as a maypole, like many other leading men in Hollywood, so Nate had no reason to be jealous. The guy turned out to be very nice and quite helpful and supportive when the big day came to finally shoot their love scene.

There are all kinds of opinions expressed when it comes to shooting sex scenes in movies and some of them are probably true. Unlike pornography where actual penetrative sex is taking place and everyone knows what they're there for a traditional Hollywood love scene is sort of like a snowflake; no two are exactly alike.

It's usually a "cocks in socks" experience where the man stuffs his penis into some sort of a bag and the woman wears a "vag pad" which is a little piece of flesh colored cloth glued over the pussy or perhaps a thong of some kind. It didn't actually make you feel less naked but it was helpful for hiding things that the camera wasn't supposed to see.

Sean had no strong feelings about nudity one way or the other yet. She was just so happy that she actually had tits and a pussy that she wasn't terribly worried about showing them off. It was actually more embarrassing having to stand there with her pants off while the makeup artist stuck the little pad over her pussy but so be it.

Hoffman wasn't big on choreographing his love scenes because he wanted more spontaneity so it was sort of left up to her and her leading man to come up with a game plan.

"Is it okay if I grab your boobs?" the star asked politely.

"Sure, go for it," Sean replied.

"When I pull your top off I think I'll give your boobs some action then. That's usually pretty sensual without freaking anybody out."

So they sort of talked about what they would do when and outlined a basic strategy then it was time to disrobe and walk onto a set in front of about 40 people, most of them men, and pretend to be super horny. It was certainly hot in the room but not in a sexy way. It was kind of crowded and sweaty in there but Sean did feel a little rush of excitement about being nude like this in front of so many guys. The fact that her leading man was actually gay probably helped in some ways because she knew it was all pretend. He wasn't going to be popping a boner and that just made it easier to get in tight and fake it.

The undressing phase of the scene seemed to drag on forever. Sometimes her leading man got a little too aggressive and a button would have to be replaced or some little tear sewn up before they could do another take but it was all new and exciting. When they finally got in bed the day was slipping away from them and they would have to continue tomorrow but the director was anxious to get a little more footage in the can before they wrapped.

"Now reach down between her legs like you're getting her wet while you look longing at each other," Hoffman directed.

There was a lot of that sort of thing going on as the director came up with some "inspiration" for how to make the scene sexier. Sean's pussy pad popped off a few times and everyone had to wait while it was refastened. It was fascinating to be on display like this Sean thought. Maybe not as erotic as it would probably seem on screen but kind of kinky, especially for someone who had only been a woman for a very short amount of time and had very limited sexual experience this way in real life.

It was also a little weird being directed by a guy who had poured champagne in her mouth to improve the flavor of his cum after getting head from her. Although in a way that experience had felt sort of similar to this one with the exception of an audience and a camera capturing the moment. She had sucked his cock to help get this job but there had been no passion in that sex. A thrill, to be sure, but not a real romantic connection of any kind. There was no denying that kissing a hot looking naked man, albeit a gay one, was kind of arousing. It wasn't that difficult to become the character and to feel what she was supposed to be feeling but it was surreal at the same time. Maybe someday sex scenes would be old hat and she'd have all kinds of specific demands and requirements that had to be met but for now she was just a naked puppet dancing on the director's strings.

They didn't finish the scene that day so it would be more of the same tomorrow but that's show biz. Obviously the director was enjoying the day's work above and beyond the professional aspects of trying to make a good movie as Sean received an invitation to join him in his hotel suite that evening.

She pretty much knew what to expect and wasn't surprised in the least when John greeted her at the door wearing nothing but a bathrobe and holding a bottle of champagne in his hand. It wasn't just to enjoy a celebratory drink for a good day's work.

"You were fantastic today baby," John enthused as he popped open the champagne. "I was hard as a rock the whole time."

That was no doubt meant as a compliment but it was actually kind of a weird thing to say. He did go on to praise her acting as well but his main focus seemed to be on how hot he got looking at her naked. After a little more small talk he suggested that they retire to his sunken tub in the suite and soon the bubbly was running down his dick as she went to work between his legs.

She didn't feel threatened or intimidated at all by this experience. Her situation in the film was as secure as it could get with just one more day of shooting to go and an important scene only half finished. She could have politely declined his invitation and even once she had gone to his room she could have declined to get in the tub with him again but something inside her told her to go the distance. She wanted to be a "good sport" and not get a reputation for being a prude or a cock tease or something. Maybe this is what every actress did at the start until they developed enough clout in the industry to call their own shots. She had no idea but she also had no intention of finding out the hard way and going on some secret black list of "uppity bitches" that directors didn't want to work with.

Soon the taste of sparkling sperm was filling her mouth again and John Hoffman was a very happy camper. They both made some silly excuses about needing to turn in early and Sean made her way back to her room shortly after gulping his load. This must be what prostitutes feel like Sean thought but it didn't really resonate with her the way it might have had she been a woman her whole life. She hadn't been conditioned to a lifetime of advice and counsel on when to give it up and when not to. As a man she had pretty much believed that you took sex whenever you could get it so it was a little difficult to put the whole thing into any sort of context.

Putting a dick in your mouth wasn't really an unpleasant thing, especially when you bathed it in champagne, and it was still a very novel thing to do. It was like taking off your clothes in a room full of crew members. It just seemed like it was all part of the job.

John was especially inspired the next day and had all sorts of creative ideas about how he wanted to see Sean getting humped. They tried a number of positions and set up the camera in numerous vantage points and by the end of the day the director seemed satisfied that he had what he wanted. It was time for Sean to go home and wait for the results. She hadn't made any real close friends on this shoot as there hadn't really been time for that, but she still felt a little sad leaving this all behind her. She had no idea whether she would ever work with any of this people again but she knew that she had done everything she could to make a good impression. She hoped that the impression would be formed more by her professionalism and acting ability but for all she knew at this point she would only be remembered as the chick who gave good head to the director while he doused his pecker with champagne.


CHAPTER 14:

Who was Sean Carlton? She was sort of a mystery woman seemingly with no past. She was a blank canvass on which to paint any sort of life imaginable. She was a damn good actress and also a very pretty young woman. Her sex appeal had obviously played a part in her getting a chance to be in a movie but she still didn't know how big a part that was. Having a nice body and being willing to show it on camera was one thing but she had definitely gone beyond that. It wasn't something she planned to lose any sleep over but it was hard to completely shake it from her mind either. It was always possible that in her desire not to get a bad reputation as someone who was "difficult" to work with she would instead develop a reputation as the little cocksucker who would go down on anyone to get a bit part in a movie.

Her parents were shocked and appalled that their son, who they always suspected of being gay, had actually gone so far as to have his penis removed and now paraded around claiming to be a girl. Even worse she was going to be seen totally naked in a motion picture and didn't even have the decency to change her name. What would the neighbors think? Her younger brother was more supportive. It was much better to have a hot sister who acted in movies than to have a "faggy" brother who danced around the stage in musical plays. He was of a younger generation anyway and his concept of transgendered people wasn't quite that they were the evil spawn of Frankenstein-like experiments.

While waiting for the film to be completed and released it was back to trying to figure out how to find a job. One semi-professional Shakespearean stage role and one movie part that hadn't been seen by anyone yet hardly had people knocking at her door. She was in the Screen Actors Guild now but that meant she wasn't supposed to appear in student films or other non-union movies where she might get some more experience on camera and something else to build her demo reel with.

She kicked around for a while taking acting classes, working a part-time job in an office and auditioning for various plays. She went on a few dates with a guy she met in her acting class and went away for a weekend with her boss at the office but there was nothing serious about her intent in those relationships. It was just for fun really. A casual fling every now and then. She still hung out with Nate but his preoccupation with bedding her was becoming a bit of a nuisance. In her mind friends with benefits didn't mean that they had to have sex every single time they got together but that seemed to be Nate's primary objective in seeing her these days. It was difficult for them to just kick back and watch a movie together or something without Nate trying to get some action going. It strained their friendship a bit and Sean was worried that it would just fade away unless she agreed to be his girlfriend or at least some kind of mistress that would provide sex on a regular basis.

Finally the movie did come out and she was invited to the premiere. Her part wasn't big enough nor was she a known name who would help at the box office so she wasn't part of the press "junket" experience where actors were expected to make the rounds of TV talk shows and news programs to "plug" the film wherever they could but it was exciting to have a chance to see herself on the big screen.

She was thrilled when the "trailer," or commercial for the movie came out and she was featured prominently in a quick snippet of her love scene and again in a clothed moment from her scene in the diner. For a relatively small part that was pretty good exposure because tons of people would see the ads for the movie who would probably never actually see the movie itself. She became a mini-celebrity in her world. Girls wanted to know what it was like to make love to the famous, sexy movie star. Guys wanted to know if she was totally naked when she shot her scene. It was strange and heady stuff to be thought of as a movie star purely on the basis of being seen in an advertisement.

The film got good reviews, as most of John Hoffman's films did, and also did quite well at the box office for an "indie" production that had a more limited release than a major studio blockbuster. Sean received almost universal acclaim for her small but memorable performance and several critics commented on the "chemistry" between her and her leading man in their love scene.

Opportunity was knocking and Sean needed to capitalize on it as soon as possible. She was able to take a few meetings with some reasonably powerful talent agents and found them all to be fairly receptive. The tricky thing with agents was that the biggest agencies tended to have the biggest clients and they got most of the attention. Ideally you wanted to find an agent who had enough clout to do you some good but who wasn't already committed to a number of bigger names. You wanted an agent who was dedicated to helping your career.

Sean had one big advantage over a lot of other actresses in that she had a very solid background in theatre and was well-trained in addition to being very pretty and perhaps most importantly quite photogenic. She looked good on camera. Hollywood is full of women who look good on camera but not all of them are terribly good at acting. In many ways it could be a curse to be too good looking if you were very talented because you were often typecast as the beauty pageant contestant, the prostitute or the stripper. Big boobs and blonde hair could get you a job in the movies or on television but it often prevented you from getting the kind of parts that won Oscars.

Once she had signed with an agent things really started to heat up for Sean. It was important for her to get out and be seen by as many important players as possible. She had versatility, which was good and bad, as she could play a wide variety of character types, but it was easier to find steady work as a specific "type" unless you became a bankable name. At that point people sent you scripts with parts that might be ridiculously inappropriate for you but nobody cared about that as long as your pictures kept making money.

She did a "pilot," or test episode, for a potential TV drama series where she played a plucky young doctor fighting for respectability in a male dominated hospital but the show wasn't picked up by the network. Her performance was solid and it gave her some more footage to use as a sample of her work so it wasn't a waste of time by any means. She also didn't have to suck anyone's dick to get the part which was a nice feeling of making some kind of progress on her merits alone.

Unfortunately the "casting couch" has been around forever in show business and is a very real thing. Many famous actresses, and some actors, have revealed their stories of offers of stardom for sex but those public stories usually end with the actress walking out in disgust only to rise to fame later in life presumably because of their talent. The truth is not everybody declines those offers. People have been known to enter into relationships and even marriages to producers, directors and movie stars with the definite intent of furthering their careers. It's a tough and competitive business and more than a few people have entered such relationships to become part of a "power couple" more than out of purely romantic feelings.

Another thing Sean quickly discovered was that being an actress implied being sexually "easy" in a lot of people's minds. There were nude screenshots of her taken from her first film all over the Internet if you wanted to find them and many guys who knew her did just that. The more recognizable she became the more this spilled over into her everyday life.

When she did a very solid recurring character on a high prestige premium cable show it seemed like every episode she was in she was doing some kind of nudity, even if it wasn't a love scene. She was always coming out of the shower or having a conversation with someone while she was changing clothes or something along those lines. It was the kind of classy show that got a lot of Emmy nominations but she was in some state of undress so much of the time that she sometimes felt more like a porn star rather than a serious actress in an acclaimed series.

Success didn't seem to do anything to repair her relationship with her parents; if anything it only made it worse. Her family disgrace was getting harder and harder to hide. Her brother was constantly hassling her to set him up with some starlet or another that he just assumed she knew because they both worked in show business.

It was also a little difficult to make close friends with actresses who were similar in age to her because they often found themselves competing for the same roles. It was easy to get a date but her onscreen persona of sexuality meant that most guys expected her to be spreading her legs within minutes and fucking like a bitch in heat. It wasn't that she didn't like sex or wasn't interested in having it but many times it seemed like her dates were only interested in fucking someone they had seen naked on television.

Perhaps it seemed like a small price to pay for finding the success she had always dreamed of but it contributed to some confusion and doubt about herself. It was nice to be desired and popular but she was finding it difficult to really bond with anyone who could see past her looks and image.

As her little slice of fame got bigger she also had to deal with some odd situations. Strange men would send her explicit pictures of themselves and she started to worry about creepy stalkers following her around. Most fans were very nice and just wanted to tell her how much they enjoyed the show or ask for an autograph but a few people seemed to feel like she owed them something or that they actually knew her just because they had seen her on TV. 

Still with exposure and fame comes opportunity and before long Sean was in the running for the lead in a major studio romantic comedy. It was her first shot at a starring role and could really put her on the map if it turned out to be a hit. She had gone through the usual steps and prescreening and was finally going to read for the director in person. This could be the defining moment of her life she thought. Don't screw up now!


CHAPTER 15:

It seemed a little odd that there was no one else at the audition, at least in the room. She had been sent to an office building in Hollywood but it was just the kind of rental space that anyone might have an office in, it wasn't on studio property. A receptionist had let her in and there was Michael Fleet, a well-known Hollywood director who had scored a number of hits recently, usually with similar romantic comedies.

The audition seemed to go quite well. Since there were no assistants there the director himself read the other parts and it helped a great deal since he had some talent and read the lines the way they were supposed to be read. He also smiled and laughed a lot which made her feel more at ease.

"Well I knew you were the one from your audition tape but I just wanted to make sure. I think you're going to be absolutely fantastic in this role. It's a star making part for sure," said Michael.

"So you're saying that I've got the part?" Sean asked.

"Absolutely," the director replied. "Just drop your panties and bend over that desk and we'll seal the deal."

"What?"

She looked at him for a moment hoping it was just a tasteless joke but he showed no signs of joking.

"Look, I don't have a lot of time so why don't we cut to the chase? You want the part I want a quickie. It's a simple exchange. You should know the drill by now," Michael said rather impatiently.

"What is that supposed to mean?"

"Come on, don't play the innocent prude with me. People talk. I know you went down on John Hoffman more than once. If giving head is your thing then you can suck my dick if you prefer but I'm afraid I don't have any champagne lying around so we'll just have to rough it."

"You've got to be kidding," Sean stammered.

"What? You got a part on a hit show so now you've found religion or something? You put out for a little role in an indie but you won't for the lead in a studio film? That doesn't make any sense at all," said the director as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. "Look, I'm hard. You don't want to leave me hanging do you?"

For a moment Sean thought about going over and taking the cock in her mouth but something inside her rebelled and she just turned and walked out of the office.

"He wants to see you right away," Sean said to the receptionist as she made her exit.

She was furious first, then totally panic stricken. She wondered if it was too late to go back and make things right. He had a point. If she was willing to put out just to get her foot in the door what difference did it make now if she did it again, especially for a much bigger opportunity? Then she was back to furious. Why would John Hoffman have told anybody about what they had done? She had played along and did exactly as he wanted. Was the desire to brag about it so powerful that he just couldn't keep his mouth shut. Certainly director's talked to one another and Fleet might easily have asked him about Sean since he was thinking about casting her but why would Hoffman feel compelled to share something that personal?

After swinging back and forth between anger and regret she finally settled into a state of depressed confusion. She had probably just thrown away her big chance at stardom. She could have just bent over the desk and it all would have been over in a few minutes. She wouldn't even have to look at him while he was doing it. But then what? More bragging to more people? More "private" casting sessions. Was she supposed to just be a cum bucket for whatever powerful man promised her something?

The idea that she might have a better chance of succeeding in her career as a woman seemed to make sense. She was feminine enough to actually fool almost everybody by just pretending to be a girl so taking the next step and actually becoming one was a solid risk. And it was working for the most part. She had gotten so much further along than most actors ever do in their entire lifetime but it was getting a little uncomfortable feeling like her willingness to perform sex was so closely tied to her success. Obviously they thought she could act. Nobody was going to risk millions of dollars and their own creative reputation casting someone who was talentless no matter how good they sucked a cock. Why did these rich and successful guys need a quickie so bad? Surely it wasn't that hard to get laid in Hollywood.

Of course for these men it wasn't really about sex anyway. It was about power. They weren't trying to seduce someone for romantic purposes they were trying to assert their authority over someone beneath them. Sometimes it was revenge for their inability to get a cute date for the prom or payback for all the women who wouldn't give them the time of day before they were rich and famous. It was an ego trip. It was one of the reasons that they liked to brag about it so much. It was a status symbol that you could flaunt like an expensive watch or a fancy car.

Despite its conspicuously liberal politics Hollywood was a very sexist town. Women were routinely paid far less than men even when the female role was larger and the woman had more experience. Opportunities for women behind the camera were few and far between. It was as much of an "old boy's club" as you could get. Many paid lip service to the idea of equal rights and fair employment practices but most, in truth, did absolutely nothing to put those ideas into practice.

There were predators everywhere of course in every walk of life but show business provided those predators a tremendous feeding ground for their prey. There were so many pretty little things desperate to make good that it was often like shooting fish in a barrel. If somebody didn't go for it there would probably be somebody else who would.

Fortunately it wasn't like everybody in the industry was some kind of sexual pervert and it probably didn't reflect the majority by any means but if you worked in this business long enough you would probably encounter something of this kind at least once or twice. Sean had the misfortune to have had it happen to her twice already but she hadn't helped her cause by going along with her first degradation so easily.

Of course it was sexual harassment and strictly illegal, especially when it was presented in such blunt terms as "drop you panties and bend over" but there tended to be a code of silence that allowed these people to go unscathed. It was your word against his and if the man was rich and famous people tended to assume that you were just a gold digger trying to generate publicity or planning a fake lawsuit. Important men didn't need to do such things after all. Turning them down would cost you the part but it probably wouldn't cost you your career. Whistle blowers were hated in all professions but especially so in the entertainment field. The game had been played this way for centuries so you were expected to keep your mouth shut and deal with it.

Needless to say Sean didn't get the part.


CHAPTER 16:

When her show wrapped for the season Sean decided to take a little time off and get away from things for a while. She'd been on a pretty wild ride and needed to decompress. She hated to travel alone but still didn't have any close female friends so she decided to invite good old Nate along, with the strict understanding that sex was not guaranteed. They would sleep in separate beds and if something happened it happened but if he wasn't cool with that she would just go on her own. Nate agreed and they headed for Santa Fe, New Mexico. Sean had really enjoyed her relatively brief stay in New Mexico when shooting her first movie and was anxious to go back for a relaxing vacation. Santa Fe was famous for its restaurants and thriving artistic community and she could certainly afford to stay at a luxury resort by now.

When it comes to deserts there are basically two types of people; those who love them and find them beautiful and those who hate them for being an empty, barren wasteland. Sean was one of those who found them beautiful and felt very relaxed surrounded by rugged scenery.

It was good to catch up on things with Nate. They hadn't seen much of each other lately and quite frankly Sean was pretty lonely. She met new people all the time but nothing had really clicked on a personal level. She was never much of a party person to begin with and tended to be a bit shy. Some people found it strange when a performer was shy because what they did for a living was so outgoing but many actors were actually very private people. Acting was often a release because it allowed them to be someone they weren't.

Rosalind in As You Like It was still the greatest part she had ever played but because it was in a small theatre only a handful of people even knew about it. One appearance in a TV commercial had made her face known to millions. Fame had a fun side but right now she just wanted to be herself for a little while, and perhaps figure out who that person really was.

Nate was on his best behavior and they enjoyed their first couple of days of tourism as old buddies but even that made Sean a little uncomfortable. She knew beyond a doubt that Nate was ready to stick his dick in her anytime she allowed it and that was a strange feeling. It was sort of like the casting couch in reverse. She had the power. If she had told Nate to run naked through the lobby of the hotel for a blow job he probably would have done it. She didn't want to be some kind of a pussy princess bestowing her gift to humble peasants she just wanted to be a woman but she didn't really know how.

The elixir had done a great job. Physically she was 100% female and her thoughts, tastes, lusts and attitudes had undergone a definite transition as well but it was hard to suddenly forget a lifetime of being a man and just flip a switch. It was especially difficult because she had fought so hard to prove her manhood all of her life. She'd been picked on and made fun of as a child and so many people had just assumed that she was gay that it was practically a full time job trying to prove them wrong. Now she didn't have to prove anything anymore but she didn't have a lifetime of being raised a female to draw on. She hadn't gone through the same experiences that most women had gone through while growing up. Her past was something she was trying to bury as much as possible. The last thing in the world she wanted was for someone to dig up the fact that she had actually been born a man. That's what made Nate so special to her. He had not only accepted the change he actually embraced it but possibly for all the wrong reasons.

"So if that elixir had turned me into an average-looking chick or even a homely one would you still be sitting here right now?" she asked as they were enjoying drinks on the balcony of their room.

"Sure, but if you were a homely chick you probably wouldn't have gotten that TV show and neither one of us would be able to afford this place," he replied with a smile.

"Would you still want to fuck me?"

"Now that's kind of an unfair question isn't it? Obviously your looks play a part in it. I started having erotic fantasies about you when you were still a guy you know. I mean a guy who was living as a girl. I don't think I ever had any lustful thoughts for you when you were just a dude, but who really knows? It certainly wasn't something I was consciously aware of," Nate explained as honestly as he could.

"I know I sound like an idiot for complaining but sometimes being desired for just your looks isn't as appealing as you think it might be. A lot of people really want to get into my pants."

"Hey you don't have to brag to me. I'm at the top of that list."

"I'm not saying it in a bragging way. I'm saying that it kind of confuses me and I don't always know how to react," Sean replied. "I wonder sometimes whether there was something sinister involved in that whole elixir business. Some kind of evil trade off where I could get the fame I coveted but it would come with a price tag."

"I think coveting anything like fame or wealth or success probably comes with a price tag whether you magically change your gender or not. God, I've made so many sacrifices for the sake of my music already and I haven't really gotten anywhere. If there really was some way to sell your soul to the devil to get what you want I think most people would be seriously tempted."

"I suppose it doesn't really matter why someone is attracted to you in the first place. It's just the kick off anyway, you've got to play the whole game to the end to see if you win. It's just that I'm finding it difficult to even know what the rules are," Sean admitted.

"Jeez, you didn't use sports metaphors very often when you were a guy. I hope you aren't turning all butch on me," Nate joked.

"I don't think so but I do find the image of big, athletic men in jockstraps much more appealing than I used to."

"Are you sure about that?" Nate asked.

"What the hell are you talking about?" Sean shot back.

"No offense, but you did go for this female thing pretty fast. Even when you were just pretending to be a girl you got the hots for that guy in your play. Are you sure that the decision to change into a woman wasn't maybe the right decision made for the wrong reason?"

"That's ridiculous! I don't even want to discuss this," Sean said as she stormed off into the bathroom.

She wasn't paying for Nate to come on this trip to insult her and make accusations. Why the hell was he saying these things? If he wanted pussy he was certainly taking the wrong tact. After cooling down Sean started to think about what Nate had said a little more clearly. Maybe there was some truth in it. When you spend your whole life desperately trying to fight against your outward feminine appearances maybe you're really just trying to fight the truth. In all honesty Leon wasn't the first man Sean had ever had erotic thoughts about. There was a singer in a boy band that she had a brief crush on and there were some guys at school that she secretly thought were cute but they were also the same kind of guys who wanted to beat the crap out of her for being a sissy.

She easily convinced herself that once she was changed into a woman that all of her problems would be solved as magically as she had been transformed but the old man had warned her that it didn't really work like that. Being a woman had helped her to make huge progress in her career but it wasn't smooth sailing to the top. And where was the top in a world that had so many glass ceilings? A woman could have a great career but there would always be obstacles and limitations to contend with. Perhaps defining herself so much by her career was a mistake. Maybe the real opportunity that was in front of her was to live life as a woman first. for better or worse it was the body she felt like she belonged in. Perhaps the "I did it all for my career" excuse was just another lie to herself to cover up the real reason she jumped at the chance to change her identity.

Nate was still sitting outside on the balcony when Sean came back and took her seat again.

"I'm really sorry that I got all bitchy like that. I think you kind of struck a nerve," Sean admitted.

"Hey, I'm sorry about that. You're on vacation to relax and I'm messing it all up."

"No you're not. Quite the opposite in fact. You were being a real friend and helping me to take a hard look at myself. There's nobody else in my life who can do that right now. I think that's probably why I've been so jumpy about your sex crazed desires. There are lots of guys I could take to bed but you're by far the best friend I've got," said Sean with a tear in her eyes.

"Well the two things aren't mutually exclusive you know," Nate pointed out. "I can still be your friend and make love to you at the same time. It's not that difficult you know. It's like singing while you play the guitar...it just takes practice."

"So you still like me as a friend even though I'm a prissy little bitch now?"

"Of course I still like you and you were always a prissy little bitch. Your body was just a little late in catching up with your brain."


CHAPTER 17:

Sean felt like a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders. So what if she had always been meant to be female? Of course she fought against it, who wouldn't? It wasn't like we lived in a society that embraced that sort of thinking. It was a shadowy world that was only now beginning to see the light of day. Acting was a very important thing to her as it always had been but it wasn't everything. It couldn't be the only thing. She knew she shouldn't have given in the first time she saw a chance to trade her body for a job but that was done now and there was nothing she could do to change that. At least she felt better about her second refusal even if it had cost her a great chance to really jump ahead in her career. She knew she was  a good actress and shouldn't have to be treated like a piece of meat by anybody to get a job. If that's really what it took then there were other ways to make a living.

As she sat on Nate's bed in their hotel room they both took the longest time to slowly undress. She was looking at Nate with very different eyes and she wanted to savor the experience. What was it that had made them friends in the first place? It was so long ago now that it was hard to remember for sure. They were both artists and young and hopeful. They were both trying really hard to find success in fields that were nearly impossible to succeed in. Somehow they just kind of clicked, even if they were very different men in many ways. The main thing was that they had always trusted each other and knew that they could talk about absolutely anything together. Sex could ruin all of that or it could propel them to another level.

"When did you first have an erotic thought about me?" Sean asked as she slowly kissed Nate's neck.

"Oh, wow...probably that Halloween party that you went to dressed as a woman," Nate confessed.

"No way! That was totally over the top."

"I know but I thought you looked cute and sexy. I hated myself for thinking that but it did pop into my mind. I thought you looked really good as a girl and that it was sort of a shame that you weren't."

"I had no idea."

"It's not the kind of thing one guy tends to tell another you know. I think part of my suggestion that you dress up as a woman to audition for parts was a little desire to see how you would look. I knew you were a dude with a dick and everything but I still thought you looked beautiful."

"Did you ever have sexual thoughts about other men?" Sean asked.

"No, because they didn't look like hot women," Nate pointed out. "I mean I totally knew that you were a guy when I put my dick in your mouth and I never really believed that crazy story about the magic elixir but I thought you looked good bobbing on my knob anyway."

"Bobbing on your knob?" Sean laughed as she went from kissing his neck to punching him in the shoulder.

"You know how guys talk. You can't have totally forgotten everything this soon."

"Okay, so you liked the way I looked bobbing on your knob. Did you enjoy the blowjob?" Sean inquired.

"I've probably had better but when that damn elixir actually worked and you turned into a woman I couldn't keep my hands off you. Every time we've done it sex with you has always been the best sex ever."

"Now that sounds like a line to me," Sean smirked.

"Scouts honor. You're the best little piece of ass I've ever had."

He tried to say it with a straight face but didn't quite make it. He was also prepared for the barrage of shoulder punches that were coming his way and grabbed a pillow for defense which resulted in the inevitable pillow fight. Somewhere along the line Nate got the upper hand and pinned Sean on her back on the bed. They were both breathing heavily.

"Do you want my cock inside you woman?" He panted.

"Yes," she wheezed in reply.

"Then stop acting like your pussy's made of gold. If you want a man to perform at his best he needs to feel like a man you know?"

"I know, and I want your manly cock inside me."

"Maybe."

"Please? Please fuck me darling?"

"I'll think about it."

"Look, I can see your big dick throbbing between your legs."

"Good. The question is how much do you want my cock throbbing between your legs?"

"Oh, babe please stop this torture and ram it in me!"

"Don't mind if I do."

They had screwed before but Sean never felt quite like this. Their first fuck was all wild and supercharged energy as she put her new gear through the paces but this time it seemed different. It seemed special. She did really want him inside her, she wasn't just doing him a favor or something. Nate was a pretty cool guy when you got right down to it and he was making her really feel like a woman. Sean had sort of felt that having gone to the trouble of getting this body she needed to put it to use as quickly and as often as possible, sometimes with very little emotional intent behind her actions. Right now she just wanted to receive her lover and share a wonderful experience with her closest friend.

"Sorry I've been such a horn dog around you lately," said Nate as he worked his rigid staff back and forth inside Sean's very wet pussy. "You just kind of drive me crazy. I think about you all the time."

"We don't have to discuss that right now. Just keep fucking me," Sean moaned. "Although I guess I kind of like thinking that I drive you crazy."

"You do drive me crazy babe. I can't help it. I don't know whether it's because I know you so well or in spite of it but I know that I love you."

People say all sorts of things in the throes of passion. Maybe they even mean what they say at the time but hearing those words coming from Nate sent shockwaves running all over Sean's body. She fixed her gaze squarely on Nate's eyes.

"You mean as a friend?" she asked.

"Of course as a friend," Nate grunted in reply. "But it's more than that now. It's the way a man loves a woman too. I want to be your boyfriend, your man, your lover, whatever you want to call it."

"Damn it Nate, I think I love you too," said Sean, almost angrily.

"Don't say it so enthusiastically," he chuckled.

"I didn't become a woman to have sex or fall in love or make babies or anything like that. I did it because I wanted to become a movie star and all of that other stuff seems like it would just get in the way."

"You did say you were on the pill so I hope that making babies reference was more hypothetical. I can always put on a rubber you know."

"Oh I don't know what I mean. Falling in love wasn't part of the plan, at least not now. But I think the whole plan was kind of screwy from the beginning. Oh jeez, do you know how hard it is to think with a big dick shoved up inside you?" Sean gasped.

"No, but I'd like to think that my technique is a little more than just shoving," Nate protested.

"Oh, shut up darling and fuck me with that outrageous, hard, fucking, beautiful, fucking cock! Fuck some sense into me or the stupidity out of me, I don't care which."

"For that I need to flip you over," said Nate as he pulled out and neatly turned Sean over on her stomach before lifting her up onto her hands and knees.

He wasn't sure how much longer he was going to last but he enthusiastically mounted her from behind and picked up where he had left off a moment before except with even more intensity.

"Oh God...this is the position for having sense fucked into you? It feels more like you're fucking me senseless," Sean sputtered, gulping for breath.

"I don't know I get those two confused. I just wanted you to feel my balls slapping up against your ass for some reason."

"Works for me."

Those were the last clearly distinguishable words either one of them said for the next few minutes. Attempts were made to speak but they just ended in squeaks and moans and guttural grunts. There may have been technique on display earlier but now Nate was truly shoving his dick into her as hard and as fast as he could. He clutched her hips tightly as he propelled his cum deep inside her and she did all she could to make the most of his hardness for as long as possible but all good things must come to an end but at least this one ended with a bang.

Sean was about to turn over but Nate held her in place and bent over her back, reaching around with one hand to grasp her breast.

"You know if there ever comes a time when you do want to make a baby I would be so proud to be the father of that child," Nate whispered in her ear. "I like the thought of mating with you for some reason."

"Maybe it's the animalistic way you just humped me like a savage," Sean suggested.

"Maybe. But I have a feeling you kind of like it that way."

"I guess I kind of do. At least when you're doing it that way to me."


CHAPTER 18:

It did actually help quite a lot that Nate was asserting himself in the bedroom. It was a dimension that their relationship had never known before. To get past the idea that Nate was just her old buddy and was now a man who might someday father her children was still a stretch of the imagination. This had been different than sport fucking and certainly different than the dispassionate compliance with some pervert's desire to wield power over her in a cruel and heartless way. It was much nicer to give yourself to a man who you knew you could trust. One who actually cared about you and might actually love you even if you weren't a television personality.

Having a baby with Nate. That was a mind bender that was hard to wrap her head around. Giving birth at all, considering that she had started out in a man's body, was a pretty far out concept but why not start a family someday? If it was possible for her to give birth might that not be something she would want to experience? Maybe not right now, but at some point. And why shouldn't she think about Nate as a partner? It wasn't like she would have to give up her career just because she had a steady boyfriend or even a spouse. Nate had his own artistic ambitions but being a poor musician Sean would probably need to keep employed so that they both didn't starve. A relationship didn't have to be just a stepping stone on her way to even greater success. It might actually turn out to be the kind of loving and supportive environment that would help her succeed at whatever she did, regardless of whether it involved show business.

As she lay in Nate's arms she felt really good about being a woman. Really glad that she had taken the chance and made the transformation and for once it had nothing to do with career advancement. She was at peace with herself and secure in the embrace of a man who loved her. Sean had feared that Nate's sudden sex obsession after her transformation was a sign that he no longer thought of her as a friend anymore, possibly not even a real person, but she could see now that he had been longing for a more complete and fulfilling relationship with her. It was ridiculous to assume that because he desired her so much physically that he had lost interest in her as a friend.

If anything it was Sean who had been acting like she was a sex toy. She had primarily dated guys just for their looks and had no real interest in trying to develop a lasting relationship. She had reserved the idea of getting serious with anyone for only those who might be able to substantially help her career or at least boost her image in the public eye. She had been thinking of it as more of a business transaction than a act of passion, but then what real difference was that than sucking a director's cock to get a movie role?

Now that things had taken a pleasing turn for the better the rest of their vacation was so much more enjoyable. It was an opportunity to get to know one another in a whole new way and to begin redefining the roles they played in each other's lives. Friends have a very specific dynamic with certain boundaries and expectations that are quite different from that of a romantic couple. Sean, who was still learning to be a woman, was now also learning to be a girlfriend. And while Nate wasn't a movie star or a rich film producer he was a good man and fun to hang out with. Instead of sex being an awkward thing hanging over their heads it was now a joyous experience that they both shared and looked forward to.

"If we ever do get married let's come back here on our honeymoon," Sean suggested.

"Well if you're dumb enough to marry a penniless musician you'll have to pay for the trip again," Nate laughed.

"I don't think you'll be penniless forever. I believe in you. You know I've always been your biggest fan. But I won't quite my day job quite yet," she joked.

"I wouldn't expect you to quit anything, and not because I want to sponge off of your money but because I know how much it means to you. But wouldn't you rather go somewhere more exotic like Hawaii for your honeymoon?"

"I think this place will always be very special to me. I became female in my apartment the night I drank the elixir but in many ways this is where I became a real woman in my heart," explained Sean.

They had been out horseback riding and were now walking back from the stables. Nate stopped Sean in her tracks and took her in his arms. It wasn't quite sunset yet but the New Mexico sky was full of vibrant color and their embrace must have looked quite dramatic for anyone watching from the right vantage point. This would look great on camera Sean thought as her lips met Nate's and she was right. Once they began to kiss, however, her thoughts drifted away from the magic of Hollywood to the magic of being in love.


CHAPTER 19:

"Do you ever plan on playing any characters where you don't take off your clothes?" Nate asked one morning as he lay in Sean's bed while she got ready for work.

"Darling I've told you, there's nothing to worry about. Half the time I'm just flashing my tits and when there is a love scene the guy has his dick in pouch. Or he's gay or both," Sean replied as she hurriedly tried to pull herself together.

"I'm just not crazy about the idea of millions of horny men lusting after my woman's naked body all the time."

"Baby, you know as well as I do that men lust after women all the time whether they're naked on television or fully clothed in the supermarket. Those millions of horny men will have to be satisfied by jacking off to their fantasies. You're the man I come home to and fuck. If anything it should be a nice boost to your ego to know that people are highly jealous of the fact that you get to cuddle up with this naked little body and do any filthy thing your dirty mind can come up with," Sean said as she gave Nate a quick kiss and headed for the door. "I'll be home as soon as I can honey. If you go out could you pick up some more milk? I think it's getting kind of low."

Sean and Nate had been dating for about six months before Sean had invited him to move in with her. While Nate was thrilled by the opportunity to be that much closer to Sean it was a bit hard to accept the fact that he was a kept man. Society puts so much pressure on men to expect to be the breadwinner that being supported by a wealthy girlfriend was a double-edged sword. His standard of living was greatly increased but his manhood took a kick in the nuts whenever he had to ask Sean for money for something.

They had only been living together for about a month or so and seemed to be settling in pretty well as a live-in couple. Nate had a nice little home recording studio where he could work on his music while Sean was off shooting her TV series, which had recently been renewed for another season, so their financial prospects were solid for the moment.

Like all relationships that start out by kissing in a romantic sunset this one had gradually shifted to running errands to the store to pick up milk but that's inevitable. Sean wasn't so rich that she could afford a house full of servants but she did have a cleaning lady so at least Nate was spared the indignity of having to push a vacuum cleaner around or something.

Sean had never given Nate any reason to suspect that she was fooling around on him behind his back but he still found a lot of jealousy creeping into his thoughts. For one thing it was rather uncomfortable to know that everyone he knew had seen his girlfriend naked. Yes, it boosted his stock as a stud who landed a hot TV actress but her character on screen was just so damn sexual and kind of slutty that he worried that people would assume she was really like that. If she still had her old office job and wasn't on television he'd still be worried about men trying to hit on her but at least she wouldn't be so much on display for the all the world to see. This was a fairly common thought process for a guy who tended to think of himself as pretty "average" but who had a very attractive girlfriend or wife. Insecurity was bound to be lurking in the back of his mind.

Still it was an exciting change for both of them. Neither of them had ever lived with a member of the opposite sex before so it was a new experience for everyone. For Sean it felt great to be grounded by having a man to come home to. She tried to make their domestic situation more traditional whenever she could and loved to do things like cook Nate's favorite meals, although many times her schedule prevented them from dining together at all. It was the kind of situation that any working woman faced and it took some extra effort to keep things running smoothly at work and at home.

Their sex life was certainly getting better all the time. The more you go to bed with the same person the more you learn how to please them in a million tiny different ways. Eventually you start to read each other's thoughts and instinctively move as one without needing words to make it happen. They didn't fuck every night and sometimes their sessions were kind of brief if they were tired or Sean had to get up especially early the next morning or something but it was always special and very intimate. In many ways the part Sean loved the most was cuddling with Nate as they drifted off to sleep. It was a warm feeling of security and devotion that she looked forward to each night.

Although she had lost the part in the big studio romantic comedy for failing to bend over the director's desk she certainly didn't have a lack of other opportunities come her way. Some things she couldn't do because of conflicts with her shooting schedule for the TV show but she did land a very strong supporting role in a big budget action picture that turned out to be one of the blockbuster hits of the summer. She played a cold-hearted assassin and got to do some martial arts fight scenes which she had to spend many hours training for but enjoyed doing very much. It was fun to play a kick ass character who didn't get naked for a change. It was ironic in that no one would have ever cast Sean in an action role like that as a man but as a woman she was quite capable of seeming tough. Nate liked it too because it was something his mother could watch without thinking that her son's roommate was some kind of a floozy.

Sean's brother came for a visit and stayed for a couple of weeks. Sean and Nate enjoyed showing him around Los Angeles and Sean even arranged for him to meet one of his favorite starlets, although just for a photo op and an autograph. If her brother wanted to make time with a movie star he was on his own. She wasn't providing any matchmaker services to the stars.

It was nice to be in touch with at least one member of her family but her parents were still pretty negatively entrenched against her. Even if she had been born a woman they wouldn't have approved of acting as a career, wouldn't have approved of her getting naked on camera and certainly wouldn't have approved of her living with a man out of wedlock. Throw in the fact that they thought she was a deviant transsexual and you have a pretty wide gulf to get across.

As much as she was still focused on her own career she was trying hard to help Nate with his any way that she could. Nate had been looking for a female singer for a musical project he was developing and hadn't even thought about the fact that the woman he was living with was a pretty terrific vocalist. He knew Sean had sung in musical plays but he hadn't really heard her singing as a woman yet and was totally blown away when she sang some of his tunes for him. It was awesome to have something artistic that they could work on together and certainly didn't hurt that she was a known personality when they started performing at local clubs. Her fame may have brought some people in but they stayed for the music.

Sean even bankrolled a music video, which in truth did play up her sexual image, but it brought a lot of exposure to Nate's music and that was the main thing. If you had a hot looking female singer in your group you would be crazy not to showcase that if you could. It added another dimension to Sean's career and to their relationship in general and things soon started to pick up for Nate. With Sean's help he got a job doing the music for an independent film and she never missed an opportunity to plug their music whenever she was interviewed or made public appearances. It was ironic that she had always assumed that she would latch onto some powerful man to help her career but it was sort of working out the other way, only they were a couple first and a business concern second.

Now that Nate finally had some money coming in it was his turn to treat them both to a little vacation with a not so little surprise twist thrown in for good measure.


CHAPTER 20:

"Wow, what a view," Sean whistled as she looked out the window of their beach bungalow.

The accommodations were slightly rustic but the location was to die for. They were on a small island retreat in the Caribbean that had spectacular clear water, white sandy beaches lined with palm trees and plenty of secluded spots for making out. One side of the island was basically clothing optional but Nate wasn't sure he was up for that. Sean got naked in front of 100 people at work all the time and was seen in the buff by millions more but Nate wasn't experienced with public nudity at all so they stayed away from that side of the island for the first couple of days.

It wasn't really a sightseeing kind of vacation it was more of a lie around your bungalow naked eating mangos affair anyway but they did squeeze some swimming and snorkeling into their routine.

"Let's go for a stroll on the nude beach," Sean suggested one morning. "It'll be fun. It can be very liberating to take your clothes off in public."

"I'll take your word for that but I'm not sure it's for me. I mean, what if I get a hard on? I don't want to walk around looking like a pervert," Nate insisted.

"How about if we do it at night? The evenings are warm and there probably won't be a lot of people about and they won't see us in the dark all that well anyway."

That sounded like a reasonable compromise so later that night they began their moonlight stroll on the beach sans swimwear. Nate had to admit that it did feel amazingly good to walk around in the buff like that and his dick managed to remain appropriately discrete. They held hands as they walked but Nate was holding something in his other hand as he had no pockets available and somewhere along the line he finally found the nerve to show what it was.

When dropped to one knee in the sand and produced the little box he had been concealing Sean literally gasped, as so many other women have done before when confronted with the big moment. Nate made a fine speech but Sean's head was swimming so much that she had a hard time concentrating on it. The ring was very nice and certainly not ostentatious but Sean could care less about that. It could have been an old rubber band as far as she was concerned.

"Oh, God yes. With all my heart," she managed to reply to his question as tears streamed down her cheeks.

As Nate stood up to kiss her and their naked bodies pressed together she could feel his manhood starting to stiffen. Well, if a man couldn't sport some wood at a moment like this when could he? Sean pulled him down to the sand and lay on her back.

"Take me lover. Right here and now," she purred.

"What is someone sees us?"

"Then they'll think we're having a good time," she replied.

Nate threw caution to the wind and dutifully mounted his new fiancée right there on the beach. If anyone did see them they certainly didn't disturb the moment and even with sand creeping up her ass Sean was transported to a world of dreams and fantasy as her future husband worked his magic wand in and out of her receptive slot. This too would look very good in a movie Sean thought but it was much nicer doing it without a pussy pad or a cock sock.

When they finished they returned to their bungalow and took a long shower to wash off all the sand but even before that was completed their hands and tongues were roaming everywhere and soon Sean was pressed up against the wall with Nate pounding her from behind. It seemed like they fucked on every piece of furniture in the place that night and in fact didn't fall asleep until the sun was already coming up. Sex just seemed so much nicer with an engagement ring on your finger Sean thought.

Even the announcement of their pending nuptials couldn't repair the damage in Sean's relationship with her parents as her father absolutely refused to walk her down the aisle. Her mother had softened enough to at least attend the wedding and seeing Sean so beautiful and happy took away much of her disapproval. Her brother spent most of his time trying to get busy with the bridesmaids, several of whom were fairly well known actresses, but if he had any luck Sean didn't hear about it.

According to their plan they did return to the same resort in New Mexico where their love affair really began and Sean had a special surprise waiting for Nate on the wedding night. She invited him into the bathroom where they had a private Jacuzzi and slowly stripped him naked before sitting him down on the edge of the tub. As she climbed in the water and positioned herself between his legs she indicated the bottle of champagne that she had placed there for the occasion.

"I don't see any glasses," Nate pointed out once he had the bottle open.

"I wasn't planning to drink it from a glass," Sean replied.

"You mean you want to drink straight from the bottle?" Nate asked, still confused.

"That's not exactly what I had in mind either," she said.

With that she took the bottle from his hand and poured a little champagne onto his hard prick. Immediately she began to lick the beverage from his shaft. It may have taken a moment for Nate to catch on but once he did he was an enthusiastic participant in this game. She had never told Nate about her experience with the director of her first movie and didn't plan on doing so. That was a part of her past that she wanted to bury. From now on whenever she thought about lapping sparkling wine from a man's cock it would be her husband she thought of and the taste of a champagne and sperm cocktail would forever be linked to their wedding night.

Things hadn't turned out exactly the way she had planned them when she made the fateful decision to drink that elixir and become a woman but in many ways they had worked out a million times better. She would still like to clutch an award to her breasts someday but right now she was thinking more of clutching a baby to her breasts and experiencing the ultimate reward for having made the choice to change her sex. Being a woman was the role she was always meant to play. It was the role of a lifetime.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Once again I get a little more metaphorical in my storytelling. Even though it's a fantasy tale of transitioning via a magical elixir I was interested in the theme of someone making a major decision for the wrong reasons and not finding the instant happiness they hoped to find. For some transgendered people it seems like there's the thought that once they transition everything in life will be great. It's an understandable emotion because it's such a traumatic thing to deal with that it probably overwhelms everything else but at the end of the day there are so many other things that determine our happiness aside from our gender identity. For Sean it was the right thing to do because she had been hiding her true feelings all of her life but until she found happiness as a person and as a woman she wasn't going to be truly fulfilled even if she did find some success in her chosen career.

I also wanted to do a story about show business and acting, things I know very well from personal experience. The story of the director and the champagne is not my own, I confess, but did happen to a friend of mine but I certainly know what it's like to be invited onto the casting couch. I pass no judgment on whatever decision anyone makes in those situations but it is a shame that they happen more often than you might think.

The main thing is that people need to be comfortable in their own bodies, whether they were born in them or not. Changing you gender can't be simply about superficial things. There's a big difference between daydreaming once in a while about being in a different body and actually making the decision to make it happen for the rest of your life. Life is still going to have its ups and downs no matter what gender you are. Finding love and support is so important to everyone no matter what your ambitions are and what your sexual orientation might be.

And just for the record doing a love scene on camera can be kind of uncomfortable but sometimes it can be really, really hot too! That's show business.
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