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ALL DOLLED UP

Sal landed the perfect acting gig: a small part in a big movie where he gets to kiss a beautiful little blonde. And the kiss couldn’t be more perfect—he only wishes it would have lasted longer… until he finds out that the girl he just kissed wasn’t a girl at all.

He’s a professional, so he keeps his composure. It’s just part of the job. But a week later, he finds himself on a new set with the same pretty little co-star.


CHAPTER I

It all started with a kiss—a kiss I’d been looking forward to all week. More like all month, since I first read that scene in my sides.

I had a small role in that film, but I had very few credits to my name, so I was taking what I could get. When I was told that I would only have five lines in the movie, I considered passing, particularly when I was told it would take five whole days to shoot out my five measly lines. And then I found out that my character shares a kiss with a beautiful woman—complete with a five second close-up and everything.

In the script she was described as cute, petite, blonde—every man’s dream. So I took the gig, even though it only paid fifty bucks a day. The big kiss was scheduled for my last day on set, which would also be my kissing partner’s first day on set.

The first four days were an uphill battle. Shooting days were long, the crew was inexperienced (no surprise, seeing as most of them were working for free), and the food sucked. We only got twenty minutes for lunch, in the middle of fourteen-hour days. If the labour board knew about that…

But I persisted. I stood for hours under the rain machine, even though it was nearly freezing outside. I did all of my little scenes over and over until the directors were happy. And yes, there were two directors, apparently childhood friends. They couldn’t agree on anything. One would love a take and the other would hate it. They would argue for twenty minutes and then we would go again. Then the other would love it and his partner would hate it. I can’t remember wrapping a shot in fewer than fifteen takes. But I knew it would all be worth it soon, once the beautiful, petite blonde stepped onto set.

And that day came. I had a later call time than everyone else because they’d kept me so late the night before. A driver came to pick me up. He was tired. He’d been driving people to and from set for eight hours already, and he probably had another eight hours ahead of him. “How are you feeling?” I asked.

“Like shit,” he said through his teeth. He’d been on the shoot for a month already, and it wasn’t even halfway through. I was lucky—I only had my one-week and then I was wrapped.

“Did you happen to drive a little blonde to set this morning?” I asked.

“I wish,” he said, and then we arrived at set. I was quick to get out of the car. I wanted to see her—I wanted to see who I would be smooching for fifteen straight takes. That’s how most actor couples meet—did you know that? Kissing scenes are often the start of performer relationships. How do you think Daniel Craig and Rachel Weisz got together?

I wandered around set hoping to catch a glimpse of her, but I didn’t see her before I was swept away by the wardrobe people. And as soon as they were finished with me, I was swept away by the makeup girls. Then one of the directors found me. “Sal, I need to talk to you. It’s very, very important,” he said. But that’s what he always said, whenever he wanted to talk about character motivations. “In this scene, you are very sad, but this girl makes you very happy,” he said, as if I hadn’t read the script.

“I know,” I said.

“You would give the world for this girl. She’s all you have. Do you understand?” he asked.

“Yep—got it. Can I meet her? The actress, I mean,” I said.

“Sure, I think she’s just in wardrobe.” He left to grab a coffee before we went to picture. The 1st AD called out “Five minutes! Everyone start making their way towards set!”

I started towards wardrobe. I would be kissing a girl in five minutes and I hadn’t even met her yet. But I never made it to wardrobe. The second director pulled me aside. “Sal, we need to talk about this scene,” he said.

“Tobias already talked to me about it,” I said.

“Forget what Tobias told you. This girl: you aren’t sure if you can trust her,” he said.

“Then why do I kiss her?”

“Because you’re testing her,” he said, and then he nodded with wide eyes as if it was the most profound thing he’d ever thought up. But it made absolutely no sense.

“I’m testing her? For what?” I asked.

“For love,” he said, once again as if it was the most profound thing anyone had ever said in the history of cinema directing.

So I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Got it.” I was about to head towards wardrobe when the 1st AD tapped me on the shoulder.

“Let’s get you to set,” he said, and he started leading me towards set. It wasn’t that big of a deal, I figured. I would still get to kiss her. And even if she was a total boar or a complete babe, it didn’t make a difference: my lips would be pressed against hers. So I took a deep breath and I went to my first mark. The makeup girls ran up and started powdering my face for final touches. And then the 1st AD yelled at everyone to be silent. I took another deep breath.

And then she walked onto the set: a few inches taller than five feet, beautiful blonde hair, full, glossy lips, and bright, shining eyes. She was incredible. I’d never seen a woman so beautiful before in my life, never mind kissed a woman so beautiful. My heart started pounding. I had to hide my hands behind my back so no one would see them trembling. And I took another deep breath.

“Okay, let’s skip rehearsal and go right to picture,” Tobias yelled out.

The beautiful blonde looked at me and smiled. I smiled back, feeling my cheeks turning red. I’d already forgotten what advice the directors had given me. I’d even forgotten my one line. What was it again? Oh right: ‘It’s so great to see you.’ That’s all I had to say.

“Sound is speeding!”

“Scene forty-five, take one!”

“Mark it!”

“Everyone settle!”

“And action!” Tobias called out.

She started walking towards me, her eyes locked on mine. She looked so precious, so perfect. I started walking towards her. “I’ve missed you,” she said. Her voice was soft and elegant. I put my hands on her hips. Her body was small and fragile. She looked up into my eyes.

“It’s so great to see you,” I said. She bit her bottom lip gently and her cheeks turned a shade of pink. Was she just as excited for the kiss as me?

We both leaned in slowly. She closed her eyes so I did the same. Then our lips touched. My heart started pounding. I pulled her close and I could feel her heart pounding. Her lips were soft. She was an amazing kisser. I couldn’t wait to do that scene over and over and over until the directors were happy. I couldn’t wait to kiss those lips for the rest of that day—

“And cut!” Tobias shouted. He looked over at his directing partner and they both nodded with big smiles on their faces. “Great, we got it. Let’s move on!” My heart plunged into my gut. Did he just say that we got it? For once, did we get the scene in a single take, from a single angle? That’s all he wanted?

“I can do it differently,” I said.

“No need—that was perfect. Let’s move on. Oh, I believe you’re wrapped now, right? Let’s hear it for Sal Johnson, everybody!”

My head was spinning. I looked around. The beautiful blonde was walking away, back to her trailer. She turned and smiled at me with a little wave. I waved back and then looked back at the crew, who stood there clapping for me.

“That’s it?” I said again, in a state of disbelief.

“That’s it. Thanks so much for the great week,” Tobias said, and that was it.


CHAPTER II

There was only the one, short kiss, but it was without question the best kiss of my life. Though it wasn’t perfect, as I was about to find out. Instead of going straight to wardrobe to get our of costume, I went to her trailer, to talk to the blonde beauty. There was an undeniable spark between us—there must have been, right? The kiss was so good that it impressed both of the directors for the first time since the start of that shoot.

I knocked on her trailer door. “Come in!” she called out from inside. So I let myself in.

Her trailer was way nicer than mine, but that was no surprise, seeing as she had a much bigger role than me. She was sitting on the couch, drinking from a water bottle. “That was something, huh?” she said.

I felt my cheeks turning red. “I just wanted to say thanks, for making that scene so easy.”

“Right back at you,” she said with a little wink and a smile. She cleared her throat. “I’m trying this new thing where I don’t stop doing my voice until the end of the shoot, but it’s hard on the throat.” She took another sip from her water.

“Oh, do you not naturally have an American accent?” I asked.

She laughed. “No, I do,” she said, and then she looked at me strangely.

“Oh, I guess I misunderstood what you said. But anyway, I just wanted to say that I enjoyed our scene together, even though it was short. It’s always great working with a real professional.”

She nodded her head. “Amen to that,” she said.

“But—and I hope this isn’t out of line—I felt like we really had a spark there. Didn’t you feel it, too? Like… I’ve never felt that during a scene before.”

“It was a nice moment. Sure.”

“But it was more than that. In that moment, I completely forgot we were shooting a scene. It felt like it was just you and I out there. You’re very beautiful, by the way.”

“You’re too sweet. I’m glad they cast someone understanding and not some jerk. I was really worried,” she said.

“Understanding?” I said, thinking it was a funny choice of word. “Well, that’s me. I guess I’m Mr. Understanding. Though I can’t imagine anyone being a jerk about getting the opportunity to kiss you. If that person exists, they probably have mental problems. Know what I mean?” I laughed. I could feel my cheeks turning redder. I wanted to ask her out, but I wasn’t sure how. She wasn’t giving me the in that I was looking for.

“You’re sweet,” she said, and then she took another sip from her bottle. I stood in her trailer awkwardly, trying to think of the right sentence to blurt out. But I could think of nothing. She looked at me and then laughed. “Did you want to kiss again?” she asked.

“Really?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Sure, why not?” She stood up and walked up to me. She placed her water bottle down on a side table and then she put her hands on my hips. She closed her eyes and puckered up. And I kissed her. My heart was slamming into my ribcage. This day was going far better than I could have ever expected. I was so glad I signed on for this film, even though it was low budget and the script made next to no sense. It was all worth it for the chance to kiss those lips.

I reached up and ran my fingers through her hair. And then I pulled off her wig, exposing her brown hair under a hairnet. “Oh, I’m sorry,” I said. I didn’t realize she wasn’t really a blonde—but it didn’t really matter. “I thought that was your real hair. It’s so convincing.”

She laughed. “Why would that be my real hair?” she asked.

“It looks good on you.” I kissed her again, picking up where we left off. She slipped her hands around me. We weren’t just kissing—now we were making out. And we were on pace to fuck, if my past experience with women told me anything. We stumbled back to the couch.

I was so happy that she felt the same way about me. Warm energy was pulsing through my body.

I slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders and I tugged her dress down, exposing her bra and the thick pads that were stuffed in it. I didn’t think too much into it—so she had small breasts that she enhanced with pads—which actress didn’t do that? We kept making out, her tongue in my mouth, then mine in hers. Before laying her down, I unclipped her bra. As I tossed aside the bra, her pads fell off to the side. She didn’t have small tits—she had no tits. But girls can be flat chested too, right?

She slipped a hand down the front of my pants, directly onto the flesh of my cock. She started massaging. I got a hand down the back of her panties, on her ass. I squeezed before running my fingertips over her butthole. And then I pushed my hand lower and felt something else: a ball sack. I retracted my hand swiftly.

“What the hell?” I said.

“What’s wrong?”

“You—You’re a dude,” I said.

“Yeah, I thought you knew that,” she said.

“No, I didn’t know that.” My heart was a stammering mess. I took a deep breath in an attempt to calm myself down. It didn’t work.

“My name is on the call sheet. And my character is a transgender. Didn’t you read the script?” he asked.

“I—I read the sides. And I didn’t read the call sheet. I don’t even think I got the call sheet.”

“I’m sorry, I thought you knew,” he said. But I couldn’t look at him and see a boy. I could still just see the girl I’d been kissing for the last ten minutes—even with his blonde wig on the ground. And not to mention, he was still doing the voice, which was incredibly convincing. “If you want, I can put the wig back on.”

My heart was beating so fast, I was probably on the verge of having a heart attack. I looked into his eyes and then down at his body. I couldn’t believe how feminine he was—every last part of him. Even his flat chest looked strangely feminine. “Okay, sure,” I said. I don’t know what was possessing me. I was still madly attracted to her, physically. Maybe I was obsessed with the character enough that I was willing to overlook the actor playing her.

He picked up his wig off the ground and got it back onto his head. And he was a she once again. And I couldn’t believe how beautiful she was. So we continued kissing. But now there was a turning in my gut that wouldn’t go away. I knew I was kissing a boy, but I couldn’t stop myself.

And now that I knew, it was all so obvious: our chests rubbing together, her cock rubbing against my thigh. She was hard. I tried to squirm into a position where I wouldn’t feel it, but it was always there. So I flipped her over. Instead of pulling down her panties, I just pulled aside the small piece of fabric covering her asshole. And then I pulled out my cock. “Fuck me,” she said, raising her bum into the air and swaying it ever so slightly.

I spread her cheeks and I ran my tongue over her puckering hole. From that angle, she was a woman and only a woman: her long hair cascading down her back, her perfect curves, her perky ass. I couldn’t see the bulge of her cock or her flat chest. I pressed my tongue into her asshole, getting her nice and wet, and then I mounted her. I pressed my cock into her hole without restraint. She took it like a champ, without clenching. She started moaning as soon as I was inside of her.

I didn’t waste a moment. I started thrusting. There was some anger in each thrust—I was angry at her for looking so good, angry at myself for thinking she looked so good, and angry at the production for not telling me what I was getting into. My part in the film was so small that I didn’t get a script. They don’t give scripts to day players like me. We just get sides: the lines for our scenes, and that’s all. The script supervisor left her script lying around during lunch one day, and I skimmed it, but I didn’t really understand it. I completely missed the part about the blonde transgender beauty…

I slapped her perky ass. She was moaning loud now. I ran my hands up and down her sides, and then I spread her cheeks so I could watch as my throbbing erection plunged her tight hole. “I’m going to come in you,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Do it,” she said.

I came down with force and then I unloaded everything I had inside of her body. She squirmed and groaned and clenched the couch cushions. And then I pulled out and watched my creampie oozing out of her tight hole.

“I guess I should be going home,” I said.

“Call me anytime,” she said, writing her number on a piece of paper and handing it to me. I pocketed the number out of politeness, but I did not intend to call her. I wanted to leave that set and never see her again—never even think of her again. I wasn’t proud of what I’d just done. I’d just fucked a man in the ass, and I wasn’t sure why I’d done it.


CHAPTER III

I felt ashamed of myself for the next few days. For the life of me, I couldn’t figure out why I’d done it, why I’d slept with the dolled up actor. I wasn’t gay—that I knew for sure. I would have never in a thousand years even thought of sleeping with a man. But he didn’t look like a man. He looked like a chick, even when his wig was on the floor and his padded bra was lying next to it.

But I still did it—I still slept with him, despite knowing that he wasn’t really a woman.

Most people get to distract themselves with work when they’re going through a tough time. Most actors don’t get that luxury. If I had work to do, I would have done it, but I was wrapped on that show, and I had no shows lined up.

I called my agent, asked if she had any auditions for me. I knew that I could distract myself by preparing for an audition—even if it was just for a toilet paper commercial. I could spend the next few days practicing wiping my ass, I didn’t care. But my agent had nothing for me. “It’s slow season right now. Things should pick up in a few weeks.” But I didn’t need them to pick up in a few weeks—I needed them to pick up now.

So I decided to take my work into my own hands. I went down to the local film school and I looked through the list of student films that were in the process of casting. There were a couple that had open casting calls that afternoon. So I grabbed the sides for all of them and I spent the day memorizing lines for crappy student films that wouldn’t pay me a dime—films that probably wouldn’t even end up on my resume or my IMDb page; but that wasn’t the point. I was just happy to have something to distract me from my memory of fucking my male co-star.

My first audition went well. The student director seemed impressed—and to be fair, he’d probably never had a professional actor audition for one of his movies before—just students and aspiring performers. I thanked him for his time and then I went straight back to the waiting room for my next audition. I had the lines memorized. I even had my mannerisms memorized. The other actors in that school waiting area were nervous. One was even trying to meditate to calm himself down. It had been five years since I’d last auditioned for a student film. I remembered those starting-out nerves.

I was called in for my audition. It was for the leading role in the five-minute film—a two-day shoot that was scheduled for that very weekend. It was a movie about a guy who wakes up in his apartment with his wife. They’re very happy as they lie in bed together and eat breakfast. And then you find out that the wife is dead and the man is delusional. So in other words, it was every student film ever made.

The director loved my performance so much that he cast me on the spot. “You’re great. You’re perfect. You’re my man. Please be in my movie!”

“I have to check my schedule though,” I said, and he looked mortified. “It should be fine.” For him, it was me or no one.

“Oh, and I forgot to ask. Are you okay with a kissing scene?” he asked.

I laughed. “Yes, that’s fine.” Every professional actor needs to be okay with kissing scenes. The moment you turn down a role because the role contains kissing or intimacy, your career is over. As an actor, you need to be open to doing anything—even kissing another man. Though I wish they would have given me a heads up for that one…

I spent the rest of that week memorizing all of my lines and figuring out my character. There was no rehearsal—and there rarely is for a student film. I didn’t even get a call sheet—just an e-mail with my start time. They even asked me to bring a bag of my clothes, so they could pick their favourite. I guess they didn’t have wardrobe in their budget. But I didn’t mind. I was just happy to have something to distract me from the memories of my last shoot.

We started early on Saturday morning. The crew was small: one camera guy, one sound guy, the director, and a 1st AD (who also held the boom pole). There wasn’t even a makeup artist, which didn’t surprise me. I brought my own little makeup kit. The green room was just the apartment bathroom. They even had a little tray of crackers and vegetables laid out, which I suppose was their craft services. It had been a long time since I’d been on a shoot with literally no budget. But it was kind of nice—a return to humble beginnings. I wasn’t working for money or experience—I was just working for the love of the craft.

I didn’t have to take the shoot too seriously and I could enjoy myself. I took a seat on the toilet and I ate a piece of broccoli. I was strangely looking forward to the next couple of days.

I recognized the 1st AD from the last shoot I was on, where he was a PA—one of the guys who takes out the trash and watches the gear to make sure no one steals anything. “Hey,” I said. “You were on that show with me last week.”

He smiled. “That’s right.” He looked tired. It wasn’t unusual for film students to take any film work they could between classes. The film industry is brutally competitive, so any leg up you can get, you should take. “We’re still shooting,” he said. “We start again on Monday morning. And then I’ve got class Monday night.”

“Well good for you. It’ll all be worth it,” I said to him. I felt like the set veteran. All of these kids hardly had a few days in the industry. I’d been acting professionally for eight years.

His phone rang and he answered it. “You’re here? Okay, I’ll come bring you up,” he said. He nodded to me and then he left to grab the lead actress from downstairs—my co-star for the weekend.

I was excited to see who I would be acting alongside, and who I would be sharing a kiss with. I couldn’t help but wonder if the kiss would be as good as my last, but I pushed that thought away quickly. It wasn’t welcomed. I had to stop reminding myself that I enjoyed my kiss with that man—it was just a big misunderstanding. I was just in a weird mood that day—nothing to think into.

The first scene was almost lit. The sound guy was wrapping his cable around the boom pole. On professional sets, they had wireless boom poles.

The apartment door opened. The 1st AD walked into the room and announced the arrival of the lead actress. And then the little blonde from the last shoot walked through the doorway. My heart stopped beating for a moment.


CHAPTER IV

What were the odds? There were thousands of actors and actresses in that town. How did we end up on back-to-back shows together? What the hell was she even doing auditioning for a student film? Did she not have more scenes to shoot on the other show?

She was all dolled up, wearing the same wig from the last show. She looked at me and her eyes lit up. “Hey again,” she said. “Fancy seeing you here.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but I couldn’t think of anything to say. I took this stupid student film role to get away from thinking about her—and now I was stuck with her for a whole weekend. And we didn’t just have a single scene together. We had an entire film: five minutes of footage spread out across twelve scenes. We had to kiss. We had to cuddle. It was going to be a long weekend. I thought about walking off the set. None of those kids had the power to affect my career, and it’s not like I would be losing out on a paycheque.

But I didn’t want to ruin their film. So I bit my tongue and forced a smile. “Hey,” I said.

“So Robbie met you on the last show, too, huh?” she said.

“Robbie?” I said. The 1st AD waved at me. I guess he was Robbie. “Oh, no,” I said. “I just auditioned.”

“Oh. That’s cool. Robbie came up to me between scenes and asked if I wanted to do this show. I thought it sounded like a fun idea, so I said ‘why not?’.” She snatched a baby carrot and took a bite. “I love working on student films.”

I looked around, making sure no one was within immediate earshot. “Do they know that you’re… you know, not a woman?” I asked.

She laughed. “Yeah, they know. They think it’s cool.”

Cool? The film students thought casting a man in a woman’s role was cool? For some reason I wasn’t surprised. Film students always manage to be a perfect mixture of naïve and pretentious. They probably thought they were making some sort of profound statement about the state of society or something.

I looked up at the clock. I’d been on set for an hour already and we hadn’t even gotten the first shot of the first scene. It was going to be a long shoot.

“By the way, I’m Sam. I don’t think I even introduced myself properly,” she said, reaching out her small, feminine hand. I looked at that hand and couldn’t believe it belonged to a man. I took it hesitantly.

“Sal,” I said. I forced a smile. It was truly going to be an acting challenge.

We shot the ending first, while Sam was getting her wardrobe and makeup touched up. It was a simple scene with no dialogue. I walk around the apartment looking for Sam, but she’s not there. After a minute of searching, I find her obituary on the kitchen table. So I did the scene. I could tell that the director wasn’t impressed with my performance, but he was too coy to say anything. So I said it for him after he called cut. “Let’s go again. That was rubbish.” So we went again, and I gave him another version, which he seemed to like more. But he still wasn’t blown away like he was in the audition. But he was too shy to tell me what he really wanted, even when I said, “Don’t worry, you won’t hurt my feelings. Just tell me what you didn’t like about it.” He just smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “It was great,” he said without much enthusiasm.

Next, we shot a scene where I watch Sam getting dressed. With her back to me and the camera, she took off her satin kimono and then she slipped into a little dress. They shot it in slow motion, like a Lars Von Trier film. And after one take, the director stood up from his chair and clapped. “Bravo!” he said.

I rolled my eyes. All she did was put on clothes. It wasn’t exactly an Academy Award winning performance.

Next we shot a scene where we sit on the balcony and stare out at the city. The director wanted us to hold hands. So I held her hand. “Maybe put your head on his shoulder, Sam,” he called out. So Sam scooched closer and placed her head on my shoulder. She smelled nice, as if she was wearing an expensive perfume. But I don’t know why she was wearing perfume—the camera couldn’t smell her and she wasn’t even really a woman. It was like she was trying to be deceitful. Though it did help me stay in character for the minute that we were filming.

But I felt dirty after the director called cut, and the crew started setting up for the next scene. I’d just held a man’s hand and let him rest his head on my shoulder. And all I could think was: I had sex with that man. At times I would have to look over at her, to remind myself that she made a pretty and convincing woman. At least there was that—at least I hadn’t slept with a butch man in drag.

For the rest of that day, we shot in the bedroom. We had to lie in bed together, cuddle, kiss, and roll around playfully. Half of the film took place in that bed. “I want the scene to play out naturally,” the director said. “Whatever happens happens. As long as it’s natural. And remember, you’re lovers. You can’t imagine life without one another.” I had to take a deep breath and bite my tongue when he called action.

She put her arms around me and I forced mine around hers. She planted a peck on my cheek and laughed. I could only think about the cock that was tucked into her panties—and there wasn’t anything between us except for those panties.

I rolled over her, so my back would be facing the camera. I couldn’t force an enthusiastic facial expression, so I figured it was best if the camera couldn’t see me. “Kiss her neck maybe,” the director shouted. So I took a deep breath and then I started kissing her neck. It wasn’t so much kissing as it was pressing my lips against the skin of her neck.

But she was warm. She started caressing my body with her hands. It was uncomfortable knowing those hands belonged to a man, but it felt nice. Her body was soft. Her bare skin against mine felt strangely pleasant. And I was a professional actor—sometimes I had to do things that I didn’t necessarily want to do. So I started really kissing her neck, and really feeling her body. She started to grind her body against mine gently. She wrapped one of her legs around me and rolled me over. We both laughed.

I looked into her eyes. I still couldn’t believe those eyes belonged to a man. They were so big and the shined so brightly. Her toes curled over mine. And then we kissed. She playfully bit my bottom lip, pulling it back. I squeezed her fake breasts with both of my hands. And then I did something stupid: I reached down and ran my fingers over her pussy. But she didn’t have a pussy. I was running my fingers over the bulge of her cock.

And I could feel her getting harder. I could feel her cock throbbing in her panties. I quickly retracted my hand, realizing what I was doing. But it was too late. Now I could feel her cock throbbing against my leg. It had slipped out from her panties. I looked into her eyes. Her cheeks were red. And the lust in her eyes was real—or she was just a tremendous actress.

We kissed again. I rolled over her, getting her legs up next to me. She reached down subtly and got my cock out from my boxers. The director wanted natural, he was getting natural. But why wasn’t he calling cut? Was he really going to let us go at it? Or maybe he just thought we were still acting, and the fucking I was about to give her was completely fake.

I stopped moving, but I didn’t want to ruin the scene and have to do it over again. So I started kissing her neck again. Why wasn’t he calling cut? Why wasn’t this damned scene ending?

She reached down and started stroking my cock, getting me hard. Hell, I was already hard. But now I was as hard as a steel beam. And she was pressing the tip of my rod into her asshole. I could feel her warm erection against my stomach. And just as I was about to penetrate her butt, the director called out, “And cut! Perfect. That was perfect.”

My heart was pounding. I rolled off of Sam and I slipped my cock back into my boxers. I didn’t get out of bed just yet, so no one would see my erection. It wouldn’t be long before it went away, in that room full of red-cheeked film students.

I asked the 1st AD to grab me a bottle of water while the other students started setting up for the next shot. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something else—anything else. But I could only think about her beautiful face and her amazing body. And I hated that I was looking forward to the next scene, back in that bed, kissing once again.

The students set up quickly, in just fifteen minutes. It was a night scene, so they blocked out the windows and they set up a light to act as moonlight. Sam went and changed into some lacy lingerie. It was sheer, and I could just make out her cock through the little outfit as she slipped back into the bed, ready to shoot. Usually, on a professional film set, there was at least an hour between shots. Crews had to set up complex lighting systems. Makeup artists had whole different makeup styles that needed applied. Wardrobe always took longer than it should have. And directors always needed time to go over shots with their actors.

But we were shooting more often than not on that student film set. And for the rest of that night, the director shot angle after angle of his opening scene: a minute-long scene of Sam and me kissing. I think he got fifteen different angles. By the end of the night, I knew the inside of Sam’s mouth better than I knew the street I grew up on.


CHAPTER V

Apparently, I was quickly making a career out of kissing another man. We were ahead of schedule, and the students loved the footage of Sam and I in bed so much, they decided to add a scene to the script: another kissing scene.

They called me the morning of that Sunday to let me know. “You don’t mind, do you?” the director asked.

And as a professional, I said, “I don’t mind.” But I did mind. I didn’t want to kiss Sam again. Sam wasn’t really a woman. Sam was only playing a woman because the student filmmakers asked her nicely. And before that, she was only playing a woman because some casting agent thought she would make a convincing transgender. But in reality, she was just a man—a struggling actor, just like me. And sure, it was possibly that he was gay, and that he was enjoying every second of our kissing—but I was straight. I liked women.

But goddamnit, no matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t look at Sam and see a man, even knowing perfectly well that I was looking at a man.

That second kissing scene was scheduled for the end of the day. It wasn’t necessary to get for the story, so it was made a low-priority. And I had the idea of slowing things down, so we wouldn’t get to it. I figured I could screw up a number of takes; maybe take longer getting lunch than planned. It seemed like a perfect idea, and a perfect way to avoid another terribly awkward kiss.

But that’s not what happened. I don’t know why, but I found myself nailing every take. The moment the 1st AD called out, “First marks,” I was on my first mark, without a second lost. Something deep inside of me wanted to get to that bonus scene. And when I realized what was happening, a cold buzzing started to linger inside of my gut. I was actually trying to ensure that I would kiss Sam again before the end of the day. I was doing everything in my power to make it happen.

I excused myself for the bathroom while the crew was setting up for the next shot. I looked at myself in the mirror and then I slapped myself on the face. I would have splashed myself with some cold water, but I didn’t want to ruin my light makeup, which I’d done myself before arriving on set.

“Get a hold of yourself, man,” I whispered. But it was already too late. We were already way ahead of schedule, so the scene was happening. The director was already in the other room scribbling down notes for the scene. I got what I apparently wanted: I was going to end another day on set making out with a man. That cold buzzing intensified.

We finished the final official scene of the day: a simple scene where we drank coffee by the window. I’m not sure if it was supposed to be me and my dead wife’s ghost, or a flashback—the script didn’t make a whole lot of sense, to be honest. But we nailed the scene in just a few takes of a few angles. We still had three hours left to spare: three hours to get plenty of angles on another making out scene.

So the crew started to set up. I stepped aside, my heart racing. I was anxious, squirming slightly as if I’d had eight cups of coffee. I was excited for the scene, but that just made the whole thing worse. I wanted to be dreading the scene—I wanted to feel completely disgusted, but I couldn’t muster up any emotion besides excitement. I was going to kiss Sam again, maybe for the last time. I was happy it would be the last time, but strangely sad at the same time, as if the moment was bitter sweet.

And a thought occurred to me that lifted my spirits back up: I was just in character. Of course! That explains everything. Great actors get into character and they stay in character until the director yells, ‘That’s a wrap!’ I was becoming a better actor every day. And surely this was a sign that my acting was improving: the fact that I was looking forward to kissing Sam as if she was actually the ghost of my late-wife.

At least that’s how I managed to justify it to myself. And that justification worked for a while, until I was standing face-to-face with Sam, waiting for the director to call action. And as I looked into her eyes, I realized those feelings had nothing to do with acting. I actually had legitimate feelings for this girl—even though she wasn’t really a girl.

“Ready?” she asked me with a whisper while the students slated the camera.

“Yeah,” I said. I tried my best to hide my excitement.

“Okay, ready? And action!” the director called out.

We were supposed to stare into each other’s eyes for a moment before kissing. So that’s what we did. I stared into her eyes. The thought that was supposed to be on my mind was: I wish my wife were still alive. The thought that was really on my mind was: how am I looking at a man? How can those eyes belong to a man? How can that face belong to a man? What does she look like when she’s out of makeup? Does she actually look like a man usually, or am I looking at a true representation?

She leaned forward and puckered up. I closed my eyes and did the same, my heart beginning to pound against my ribcage. Our lips pressed together. We were kissing again. I felt like I’d waited years for that moment. And I knew it would be our last kiss—at least the first take of our last kiss. But after that afternoon, there would be no more, unless another freak coincidence occurred where she was cast as a woman and I was cast as her romantic love interest—but there was no way that could happen a third time, not without a bolt of lightning striking a winning lottery ticket first.

My hands found themselves on her sides. Her arms wrapped around me. Her tongue penetrated my lips. We stumbled back slightly but I caught her from falling. Her fingers dug gently into my sides, as if she didn’t want the moment to end, and maybe she didn’t.

And then the director called cut. He had a big smile on his face. The single take satisfied him. He didn’t even want different angles. “That’s a wrap,” he said, and I felt my heart plunge down into my gut. I thought there would be more shots—at least another take or two, even just for safety. But that was it. The crew started pulling down their lights and wrapping up their cables.

Instead of picking up my things and leaving—like I should have done—I went into the next room, where Sam was packing up all of her things. “Nice working with you again,” I said.

She looked at me with a bit, adorable smile. “Likewise,” she said.

“I guess I’ll see you around.”

“I hope so,” she said, looking right into my eyes. That glare made my legs weak. I don’t know what was coming over me. Her kiss managed to find its way into my brain, nestling in deep and corrupting my whole being.

“If you ever need a scene partner or anything, just let me know. I think my number is on the crew list they sent out.”

“Okay, that sounds good. And likewise with you—if you ever need a scene partner, just let me know.”

The room became silent as she continued staring into my eyes, and I stared into hers. I wanted to close that door and pounce her, but I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. That kiss felt so real, so emotional, but it was possible she was just acting. And then, of course, there was the issue of her being a man and all. So I waved goodbye and I forced myself out of that room. I left without any more hesitation.


CHAPTER VI

It was only a few days later when I received a call from an unknown number. I answered, but I didn’t recognize the voice on the other end. “Hey, I was wondering if you wanted to go over a scene with me,” the man said. And it was a long moment before I realized I was talking to Sam: the real Sam, with his real voice. He just sounded like a regular guy.

“Uh, sure,” I said. “What’s your address?” I asked, and then he gave me his address. So I took a quick shower and I headed on over to Sam’s place. He lived in a nice apartment downtown, overlooking the park. It took me a moment to find his buzzer on the long list of tenants, and then it took me even longer to make my way up to his place. The elevator was slow and he was near the top.

And then, before knocking on his door, I hesitated. Why was I doing this? Did I really care to help him with his scene? What exactly was I hoping to accomplish?

The image of Sam all dolled up came into my mind: and that’s why I was there, to ruin that illusion. If I saw Sam as a man, I could dispel any notions in my head that there was an attraction between us. Any attraction that I thought was there was just based on a character—a disguise.

He opened the door. And he was dressed as a regular guy: jeans and a hoodie and a baseball cap over his scruffy blonde hair. “Hey, Sal,” he said, stepping aside so I could enter his place. I looked around. The apartment wasn’t feminine at all. There were sports posters on the walls and no flowers in sight. “Cool place,” I said.

I looked back at Sam. “Thanks,” he said. He wasn’t wearing a dress or skimpy lingerie, he wasn’t wearing one of his long wigs, and he wasn’t wearing any makeup. But somehow, he still looked the same. Had I seen him on the street, I would have recognized him. Those eyes were unmistakable. But he didn’t look at all like a girl.

“So this scene—do you have the sides?” I asked, looking away quickly. My heart was pounding. I felt so stupid. I went to that apartment to dispel any ideas in my head that there was something between us, and now I was just more confused that ever. I wasn’t looking at a woman, but I still couldn’t fight back those feelings. Now, I was wondering if there was any kissing in his sides. And if there was, would I like it? Would I not be kissing the same person that I kissed on those two sets? I mean—they were the same lips. I would be looking into the same eyes. So his hair wasn’t as long, and he wasn’t wearing makeup or cute clothes. But what difference did any of that make? At the end of the day, it was the same tongue penetrating my lips, and the same fingers caressing my sides.

But I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like men. A part of me wished that he would be back in character, doing the voice and wearing the clothes. And that was a relief.

He handed me the sides for the scene. They were his sides, with notes written all over them. He had the whole thing memorized, so he didn’t need them. I took a few minutes to read over the scene. There was no kissing, no touching, no romance of any sort. It was just a simple scene that took place in a bank, between a bank teller and a bank robber. He played the teller. It was for an upcoming audition.

We ran through the scene about a dozen times, and then we took a break. He offered me a drink. I should have left, but I stayed for the drink. We talked for a while. I still felt like I was talking to the same person, even if the voice was different. He made the same jokes and talked with the same enthusiasm. But I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn’t gay, especially when he looked directly into my eyes.

We ended up ordering Chinese food and putting on a hockey game. It was actually a surprisingly fun evening, until I started to notice he was inching closer and closer to me on the couch. Did he want to repeat our first day together? Was he looking for a little bit of action? I couldn’t sleep with a man who looked like a man—it was bad enough that I’d slept with a man who looked like a woman.

The buzzer rang. “There’s the food,” he said. “I’ll run down and get it. It’s faster than waiting for him to try to find his way up.” Sam left me alone in his apartment. And I didn’t waste my chance. I got up and hurried over to the bedroom. I went to his closet and started digging through. I could smell the perfume that he wore on set. On the top shelf was a blonde wig and a brunette wig. And in the back of the closet was a collection of skirts and dresses and lingerie. I recognized some of it.

I found myself feeling the soft fabrics, remembering that weekend we spent on set together. Why did he have to be a man? Why couldn’t he be that cute woman all the time? I closed the closet door and made my way back to the couch. Sam returned with the Chinese food. He sat down close to me again—close enough that I could smell that perfume. He was still wearing it—just a tiny spray, enough to notice when he was sitting right up close.

My head was spinning. I didn’t like what was happening. He had the wrong idea. Did he call me over as a booty call? Did he think that I was gay? “I should probably get going,” I said.

“You didn’t finish your food,” he said.

“You can have it. I guess I’m not as hungry as I thought I was.” I left before I could change my mind. I didn’t want to be in that room any longer. I didn’t want to see where my rogue impulses were trying to take me.


CHAPTER VII

When I got home I splashed cold water on my face—and I made sure it was truly cold. I needed a reality slap: a reminder that I couldn’t be with a cross-dresser. Even if he was always dolled up and always in character, I still couldn’t do it. It just wasn’t right. He was a man, with a penis. I liked women. My parents expected me to marry a woman, to have children one day with a woman. And Sam made a convincing woman, but could she remain convincing for the rest of her life? How long would it be before someone realized the truth? And what would my friends think of me if they found out I’d been fucking a man in the ass?

Yes, Sam didn’t just make for a convincing woman; she made for a pretty woman. She had a beautiful face and bright, shining eyes. She was vibrant and fun to be around, but it was all just a character. There were three billion real women on the planet. I’m sure I could find one who was just as beautiful and just as fun and vibrant. If I was so obsessed with the idea of being with someone, then perhaps it was time to start looking. I figured I would make myself an online dating profile in the morning, maybe try out that Tinder app that all of my friends were using.

I didn’t have to allow Sam to corrupt my mind completely.

So that’s what I did. As soon as I woke up, I went straight to my computer, answered a few e-mails, and then started to create my online profile. It asked me a few questions about myself first. Then it asked me to upload a few photos. Then it asked me what I was looking for in a woman. I had to think about it. I thought for a long time—maybe half an hour, maybe longer—and then I started to type in my answers. And it wasn’t until I’d written out five sentences that I realized I was just describing Sam. I even caught myself writing out that I wanted a girl with green eyes. Sam had green eyes. Why was I being so specific? Because I just wanted the female version of Sam.

I made my account but it got no bites—at least none from girls who tickled my fancy. No matter how hard I tried to settle for a date with any pretty girl I could, I just wanted my female version of Sam. I just wanted that dolled up actress I’d spent the weekend with.

And it was only a couple of days before I caved and convinced myself: we’d already done it before, so what was one more time? What did I really have to lose?

So I sent Sam a text message and asked if he wanted to help me with a scene. “Sure. When do you want me over?” he asked.

“Tonight. And you’ll be playing a girl, so if possible, dress up like one,” I wrote.

I went into my desk and pulled out some old sides from an old audition. The scene ended with a kiss, and I knew that I could turn that kiss into more with the right performance.

I spent the rest of that day cleaning up my apartment. I swept and mopped the floors, did the dishes, washed my bed sheets—I even scrubbed my toilet until it was shining as if brand new. I went down to the liquor store and bought a nice bottle of red wine. I had everything set up perfectly. As I looked around at my apartment, which was cleaner than it had ever been since I’d moved in, I realized I’d just put more effort into getting ready for my night with Sam than I had for any date I’d ever been on in my life.

I really was losing my mind. And by inviting Sam over, in female character, I was only accelerating my insanity. But I couldn’t help myself. I just wanted to have one more romp with her before I let myself move on… Just one more night. It’s not like anyone was getting hurt, right?

When my buzzer went off, my heart leapt up in my chest. I jumped to my feet and ran to the door. But I waited a moment before pressing the button, so I wouldn’t look too eager. I counted to five in my head, and then I pressed it. “Hello?” I said, as if I wasn’t sure who was there.

“Hey, it’s me,” she said. And it was her—with her soft, elegant voice. The voice was enough that I could picture her beautiful face.

“Okay, come on up,” I said. I did one last run through my apartment, making sure everything was perfect. I even had fresh pasta and a jar of sauce in the fridge, in case she was hungry. But I didn’t want it to look like a date, so I had the wine glasses in the cupboard (ready to be grabbed) and the wine bottle in the liquor cabinet (right at the front).

She knocked at the door. My heart skipped a beat. I’d never been so excited for a date in my life—and this wasn’t even a date, as far as she knew.

I opened the door. She was brunette tonight, her long curls extending all the way down to her sternum. She was wearing a black dress, with thin straps and a high-waisted skirt. Around her neck was a necklace with a green stone to match her eyes. “You look great,” I said, though I didn’t mean to say it—I only meant to think it.

She blushed. “You’re too sweet,” she said. I stepped aside and let her into my apartment. My place wasn’t nearly as cool as her place. She got more work than me, so it only made sense that she could afford a better place. But she still smiled and said, “I love your apartment. It’s so cosy.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Maybe a water,” she said.

“I’ve got a great red wine,” I said—it came out of my mouth before I realized she’d asked for a water. I was expecting her to ask me what I had. I’d spent the day running through this moment in my head, and in none of my scenarios had she asked for a water. “I mean—water’s fine, too. I have water.”

“If you’re having wine, I’ll have wine,” she said.

Her makeup was on point. Every little detail was perfect. Her eyeliner made her eyes look even bigger and even flashier. It was hard to look away. I was a complete mess all of a sudden. It was a good thing we weren’t on a set—I would have forgotten all of my lines.

But we did have to go through the scene. And I could only think about the kiss at the end.

I poured two glasses of wine. It wasn’t until the wine bottle was in my hand that I realized my hands were trembling.

We sat for a while sipping our wines. I gave her the sides but distracted her from reading them. I was worried she would see the kiss at the end and catch onto my plan. I wanted it to seem natural. I didn’t want her to think that I called her over for a booty call. It was more than that. I wanted to spend the night with her—with her as her. I wanted to drink wine with her and watch a movie. I wanted to be close to her, smell her heart-melting perfume, feel her soft skin—and yes, I wanted to kiss her.

My heart pounded as she flipped to the final page of the sides. It didn’t matter how much I talked: she read through the sides. I watched her closely as she read that last line, where the two characters kiss. She didn’t react. She just closed the sides and looked back up at me, as if that line wasn’t there. Maybe she didn’t read it, or maybe she just thought we would skip that part.

“So anyway, why don’t we run through the scene a couple of times, while it’s still fresh in my mind. So the scene takes place in a restaurant. We’ve just met up for a bite to eat. I’ve been trying to tell you that I love you for three years now, and I’m finally going to do it in this scene. Makes sense?” I was rambling. I couldn’t stop myself from talking. My hands were shaking. “Okay, okay, let’s just do the scene. You have the first line. We can just do a quick cold read to start. Go ahead.”

She laughed and read her first line. But her laugh threw me off. It was so cute and so endearing. Her eyes glowed when she laughed. “Uh,” I said, and then I looked back down at my sides. It took a moment before I was able to force myself to read my line. Then I didn’t look back up at her. I kept my eyes glued to my page. I was nervous, like it was my first day in drama class, like I’d never acted before in my life. What was happening to me? Why was I acting like this?


CHAPTER VIII

I’d done scenes with celebrities before (small scenes, but still…). I’d done scenes with incredibly beautiful women before. But this was different. I was a complete mess. I couldn’t stop thinking about how beautiful she was and how badly I wanted to kiss her soft, plump lips.

When we got to the end of the scene, I said, “And then I would kiss you and then the scene dies. Got it? Want to run through it again?” I said. I flipped back to the first page and I looked up at her. And as I looked up, she leaned in and kissed me. It took me by surprise, making my body go tense. I knew I was kissing a boy, but I didn’t care. I was too excited to care. My heart was racing and my hands were shaking. It took a second before I kissed back.

But that kiss had nothing to do with the scene. She had been waiting for that kiss just as eagerly as me. I don’t know how I knew, but I knew: the moment she saw that final line on the sides, she’d been waiting. And when I didn’t give it to her at the end of that first read through, she took it into her own hands. And it was a perfect kiss—everything I wanted and more.

I laid her down on the couch without breaking away from our kiss. I was on top of her, my chest pressed against hers. Her knees rose up around me and her legs closed in on me, locking us together.

My impulses started to take control. I was like a prisoner trapped in my own body, forced to watch as the scene unfolded. I knew I was doing something wrong, but I couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t want to stop myself. I was happy to be a prisoner inside of myself in that moment. My impulses were braver than me. Left alone with my own inhibitions, I would have never been able to make love to that incredible beauty like I was about to.

I sunk down, kissing her neck and kissing her chest. I pulled up her skirt, exposing her panties and her throbbing bulge. I didn’t hesitate for a moment. I kissed that warm bulge and ran the tip of my nose along her length. And then I tugged down her panties. She was clean-shaven, and surprisingly big. Her cock took a moment to uncurl from between her legs. She’d had her whole package tucked in tightly. I wrapped my fingers around her warm girth and I pulled back her foreskin.

I’d crossed a line—and if that line was in the middle of the field, I was now in the other end zone. This was no longer about being with the beautiful female character that Sam played so well. This was about being with Sam. I just wanted to be with her, regardless of what she was or wasn’t. Maybe that meant I was gay or bisexual or something else entirely—it didn’t matter. I couldn’t care less about which arbitrary category I fell into. Did it matter? Would I have to file my taxes differently or something? No—it didn’t matter. I liked Sam as Sam, regardless of whether she was dolled up or in a hoodie and jeans. Though I have to admit, seeing her in that little dress got me revved up like I’d never been before.

I sucked her cock. I pressed her warm tip through my lips and I ran my tongue along the underside of her shaft. She moaned gently as I got her harder and harder. I could feel her veins pumping blood into her impressive member. I loved the satisfying feeling of her thick cock sliding along my tongue, pressing against the inside of my cheeks. I revelled in the feeling of her warm ball sack nestled in my hand as I massaged. Everything in that moment was perfect. I didn’t want to change anything. And I didn’t want the moment to end.

My own jeans were getting tighter and tighter. I had to reach down and undo my belt and unzip my fly, to relieve some of the tension. And then the next thing I knew, I was completely naked. She pulled my shirt off and tugged down my boxers. I hiked her skirt up and pushed the straps of her dress over her shoulders, exposing her stuffed bra. I unclipped that bra and tossed it aside. And then I sucked her nipples. She moaned some more.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked me. And the question took me by surprise. What exactly was she asking? Was I sure that I wanted to sleep with her? Of course I was—I’d never been surer about anything.

“Absolutely,” I said.

“I can’t always be a girl. I like being a girl, but sometimes I have to be a guy.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I don’t really care what you are—as long as you put on a dress for me from time to time.” I bit my lip as redness rushed into my cheeks.

“I’d like that,” she said, her own cheeks turning red.

I planted my knees down next to her stomach and I lowered my bum down, until I could feel her wet, throbbing cock between my butt cheeks. I reached back and stood her cock up. Was I really about to do this? Was I really going to let her fuck me in the ass?

I started lowering myself down. At first, I didn’t think it was going to go inside of me. It felt too tight—her cock was just too thick. But suddenly, she penetrated me. And once she was inside, she had no trouble sliding deep, no matter how hard I clenched. I had to plant my hands down on her chest to stop myself from falling over as my legs started to go numb. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. It hurt a little bit, but I still wanted it. I wanted her to stuff my little asshole and make me moan and come. I wanted it so badly. So I bit down hard on my tongue and I started to bounce on her cock. After just a few penetrations, it felt great. I bounced higher and higher, harder and faster. I could feel every inch of her perfect member massaging the inside of my hole. And I couldn’t take my eyes off of her eyes. She was so beautiful. It was hard to believe that a person could possibly be so beautiful—but there I was, looking into those eyes.

“You’re hard,” she said, without looking away from my eyes. I had to look down to see; she was right. I was fully erect. My cock was bouncing firmly. She giggled as she ran her hands gently up and down my sides. I didn’t stop bouncing. It felt so good, and every penetration felt better. But I knew it wouldn’t last forever. I could see her face turning a shade of red. I could see that she was clenching, trying to hold back her orgasm. I could feel her cock swelling inside of my asshole. I knew it would all be over soon.

A shockwave buzzed through me. I trembled and moaned and then I felt my cock beginning to burst. I was coating her chest with come. “Oh God,” she said, looking down at my load. And then I felt it: her cock blasting the inside of my body with hot jizz. She was coming, and it felt amazing. I started to tremble all over. I fell forward, pressing my chest against hers, my cum between us. We kissed, and I made sure she didn’t pull out—not even once she was soft. I liked her cock inside of me. It made me feel like we were as close as we could be.

But it had to end eventually. She pulled out. She’d stretched me out so much that I couldn’t hold her creampie from oozing out.

I decided I would let my impulses take control more often after that night. And I guess you could say that my impulses were moving too fast. I moved into her apartment at the end of the month. And it wasn’t long after that I told my friends and my parents. Most of them were fine with it. The ones that weren’t eventually came around when they realized it had literally no effect on them whatsoever.

But it didn’t matter—if they all approved or if they all disapproved, it wouldn’t have changed anything. I was happy with Sam and Sam was happy with me. And now I had a scene partner at my disposal, twenty-four-seven. Though we hardly ever got through a scene without a long trip to the bedroom.

THE END
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