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Chapter One









I shove the two crumpled dollar bills into the pocket of my apron, slide the dishes into my bus bin, and wipe down the table with the same dirty rag I’ve been using all day. When I get to the kitchen, I hump my tub onto the counter next to the sink and walk to the back. I toss the two dollars into the tip jar, throw my apron into the dirty linen cart, and grab my backpack.

The inside of my car is hot enough to bake all the spinach and mushroom frittatas for the next shift. I even left the windows down. If I didn’t, my car would probably be on fire now. Putting my seatbelt on without scalding my skin on the black plastic is a challenge, and I’m not up to it today. I end up swearing at the sun twice before the latch clicks into place. Even the weather here conspires against me, trying to scare me away. But I’ll never give up. I’m going to be a star, and when I am, this will all just be part of my backstory. The man who worked his way up from nothing and made it big. I’m going to be a role model for kids all around the world.

I back out of my parking spot, and wind through traffic toward the highway. I’ve got forty minutes. In any other city, it would be plenty of time. Here, I’ll be lucky if I’m less than half an hour late.

But somehow I walk through the door with five minutes to spare. There’s a row of chairs set up, and in each one there’s a white male with brown hair, between 5’8” and 5’11” and 145 and 165 pounds. They all perfectly match the physical requirements of the casting call. Except me. But I won’t let a couple of inches or ten pounds keep me from my shot. I’m smaller than they want, but if they give me a chance, they’ll see that I’m more than they expect.

No one looks at me as I sign in on and walk to the far end of the room. They’re too busy running through lines or doing breathing exercises or even humming to themselves to block out their nerves. I’ve done this so many times I don’t get nervous anymore. I just tilt my head back against the wall and close my eyes.

There are nine men called into the room before me. I counted each one, but I never looked at their faces when they left. Every actor knows to mask their face when they’re walking out. You never want to seem too happy or too disappointed when you leave an audition. It’s not like when you walk in. You need to show that you’re confident and in control when you do that. Own that room before you even set a foot into it. That’s what one acting coach told me.

I stride in and see a man and a woman sitting behind a table. They look from my headshot to me and back to the headshot, and I know I have to take charge or they’ll make up their minds before they even give me a chance. I squint my eyes just a bit and give them the most self-assured grin I have while I introduce myself. I even add a little gravel to my voice. Just enough so they know I’m more macho than my small frame suggests.

Once the camera is rolling, I go through the lines, emoting every tiny drop I can squeeze from the writing. After two minutes, they cut, and I stand there looking at them. I hit everything perfectly, and when they start whispering back and forth, I soar. They saw it too. I clasp my hands in front of me and tilt my head just a little. I need to seem humble. No one wants an arrogant actor, especially one who hasn’t had his big break yet.

When they finally turn to face me, the woman is the one who talks for them. “Mr. Martins, we’re not going to waste your time. You’re not right for this part.”

I feel like someone tied a concrete block to my stomach and dropped it from a building, but I don’t react other than to nod my head. At this point in my career, I’ve mastered the art of being rejected.

“But I have a different project that’s perfect for you,” she continues. “You’ll have to go through one more audition, but I have a feeling you’ll do just fine.” She writes on the back of a business card and then holds it out for me. “Come to this address tomorrow at 10am.”

I take the card but don’t look down at it. I’ve never had a callback before, so I’m not sure what to do or say. “Um, thank you? I’ll be there tomorrow.”

My smile is as broad as a marquee as I walk out of the room. The other actors look at me and then look at the ground. Their lips curl down, and I know they’re debating whether they should walk out or go through the motions anyway.













Chapter Two









The next day, I pull up to the address on the card at 9:30am. It’s a hotel. Nothing fancy, but still nice. I get out of the car and walk around the building. There’s too much nervous energy pooled inside me, so I need the walk to burn some of it off. Thankfully, it’s not too hot yet.

At 9:45, I head inside. I expected at least a couple of other actors sitting in the lobby, but there’s no one. I look at the back of the card again, like I don’t already have it memorized, and head to the elevators. Room 417.

The fourth floor is as desolate as the lobby, and my empty stomach twists on itself. Is this a prank? Did she write a random hotel room on the card? I take a deep breath before I knock on the door. Will anyone even answer?

I don’t hear any chairs shuffling or steps coming to the door when I do knock, and I’m just about to leave when someone throws open the door. Not just someone, Bronson Ellard. His eyes are even more captivating in person. They’re a ring of brown and copper and slate and moss all dancing around his pupils.

“You must be Will.” He takes a step back and waits for me. “Do you want to come in or should we do this in the hallway?”

“Oh.” I try to say more, but I can’t. I can either walk, or I can talk. I can’t do both.

This isn’t the first celebrity I’ve met since I moved here. Not even the most famous. But he is the only one I’ve fantasized about at night when I’m lying in bed alone. My face goes red when I think about the things I’ve done to him in my imagination.

“Are you okay?” He chuckles. “Amy left her coffee in her car, so she went to get that. You probably just missed her.”

“I… you’re…” I shake my head to clear away whatever this is. I can’t act like a star-struck fanboy during an audition.

“I am.” He smiles, and everything else in the world becomes invisible. “You’ve got the perfect look for this. I think you’re going to do great.”

I stare at him a second more and then force myself to take a breath. “So why are you—”

“The elevators in this building are so fucking slow. You sure you don’t want anything while we’re waiting… Oh, William, you’re here. You’ve met Bronson then.”

“Yeah, we, uh, we’re just meeting now. Um, hey.” If I don’t shut up, they’re going to think I’m an idiot.

I watch as she sets her coffee on the table and then picks up a large three-ring binder. “Did you give him his lines yet, Bronson?”

“No, I haven’t done anything. Will and I were just getting to know each other better when you came in.”

Did he just wink at me? The Bronson Ellard? He couldn’t have. He must have had something in his eye. Dust. Hotel rooms are known for being dusty. That’s all.

I jerk when Amy taps me on the chest with a folded piece of paper. “You’re going into this cold, so you’ll be a flaming pile of shit for the first couple takes. We already know that, and I’m keeping the camera off for now. No camera, no pressure, right?”

Seriously? I’m sight reading with the hottest actor in Hollywood, and she doesn’t think there’s any pressure?

“Hey, you ready? You got this.” Bronson puts his hand on my shoulder and it makes me feel like I can do anything. “We’ll start over here by the window.”

When he steps into the sunlight, he ignites, and my hand is a moth. I have to touch him. I have to press my palm against him. To feel his searing heat on my skin. My hand is raised halfway between us when Amy coughs, and I jump at the sound.

“Alright William,” she says, “we’re starting on page four where you say ‘I can’t hide this anymore.’ It’s an argument. You’re upset because your boyfriend is asking you to keep your love a secret. Got it?”

I flip to page four and find the line she wants me to open with. “Wait, which character am I reading?”

“Mia.”

“But it’ll be rewritten for two men before shooting?” I ask.

“No. Let’s go through it once real quick before you ask too many questions. I want to see your interpretation of it. Bronson, just feed off whatever William does this take.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He clears his throat and shakes his entire body before looking at me. And winking again. This time I’m sure. I bite my lip and stare at my feet before taking a deep breath and beginning.

Amy stops us after a couple of minutes. “Cut. Alright, alright.” She claps her hands twice, and I look over at her. “Tell me what you were going for with that. Because if you were going for painful and cringey, you absolutely nailed it, my friend.”

I feel my face go red. “I’m sorry. This just threw me. I was expecting to read a part that I could actually play, but I’ll do it better this time. I think I’ve got some ideas.”

“Hold up.” Amy puts her hand between my shoulder blades and guides me to a full-length mirror. “I want you to look in here and see Mia. You are her. These aren’t lines for someone else. They’re for you. They are you. Now, get over whatever hangup you have, and be Mia. This is your role. Prove it to me.”

It’s common for auditions to use scripts from other projects when the writers haven’t finished yet or when projects need to be top secret, but I’ve never heard of having an actor read a role that he’s clearly not cut out for. Is it some way of testing my range? I suppose if I can play some guy’s mistress, then whatever role they finally give to me should be a piece of cake.

I walk back to my spot in front of Bronson and mouth an “I’m sorry” to him. I don’t want Amy to hear, but I want him to know that wasn’t my best. Not by far.

This time, though, is different. The lines are flowing through me, and I’m caught up in the role. So much so that I push Bronson against the wall and stop myself just inches short of his mouth when the script calls for me to kiss him. We stand there and let our breaths mix as we study each other. He’s so into his role I see a fire burning in his eyes. What I wouldn’t give to look into those eyes and see that desire for me. The real me, not just some part I’m playing.

“Cut. That was so much better, William. Brilliant. And great as always, Bronson. But why’d we stop?”

I look from Bronson to Amy. “Uh, the next part calls for a kiss. It says ‘with passion.’ Do you want us to pick it up after that part?”

“Both of you go back to your original marks. I’m going to roll the camera for this one. Do it just like that last take, but don’t stop until I tell you. Got it?”

“So you want us to…” I turn to the man standing next to me, the man I would love to kiss.

He smiles. “I’m willing if you are, babe.”

My jaw drops. “I… uh…”

“We’re rolling. Action.” Amy’s yell is so loud I’m sure the people in the neighboring room can hear her.

Bronson and I fuel each other like two dancers twirling around a dance floor. Pressed together, moving as one. Neither of us thinking. He pushes and I pull, and we balance each other perfectly. The tension builds until he’s against the wall and my hand is on his chest. I feel his heart beat against my palm, and I look up at him just as he brushes his lips against mine and then spins me so I’m against the wall.

Now, he presses his mouth down against me and runs his tongue along my lips until I open for him. I moan as his tongue moves into my mouth, and I’m glad I’m the one leaning on the wall. I grab the back of his head and hold him tight to me. I’m not thinking about the script or about messing up his hair. All I think is that I want this forever.

He grinds his hips into me, and his hard cock pokes through his jeans. I slide my hand down his chest. Down to his waist. Lower.

“Cut! Fucking hell, that was phenomenal! You two are goddamn magic together.” Amy is clapping like she just watched a play, and Bronson backs away an inch. His breath still tickles my nose, and now I notice that his hand is cupping my ass.

“That was great,” he whispers and then turns toward Amy. “I think we’ve got our Mia.”













Chapter Three









“Me? No. That’s not what you mean. Right? No, obviously not.”

“Amy, why don’t you head out, and I’ll tell Will about the project.” Bronson helps her take the camera from the base and pack it up.

I just pace the room with my arms crossed.

Bronson’s hand is on my shoulder as soon as the door closes behind Amy. “This is the role of a lifetime. One that’s going to make you a household name. Don’t let your ego stop you from becoming a star.”

“Playing a woman named Mia? Yeah, I’ll be a household name because I’ll be a laughingstock.” I pull away from him and walk toward the window. “Are you really serious about this, or is this a joke? Some elaborate prank to make fun of me because I’m a nobody or because I’m small or both.”

He spins me so I’m facing him, and his mouth is just inches from me. “Of course it’s not. We wouldn’t do that. I wouldn’t do that. I know I’m a big name now, but it wasn’t that long ago that I got my first break. I know what it’s like to be where you are, Will. That’s what excites me about this. You’ve got it, but you have some disadvantages that you can’t overcome on your own. You need help. This is what you need.”

“But a woman? That doesn’t make sense. Why? There are plenty of women out there—real women—who could play this part. They would give anything to work with you. Why me?”

He runs his thumb down my cheek and across my lower lip, and I know then this is just a dream. I’ll wake up any second in bed, and I’ll be dry humping my body pillow.

“Maybe I’m not interested in working with those other women. Maybe I have a certain type, and Amy knows about that. Maybe we can be more than just costars.”

I cringe when he says “other women,” as if I’m not a man. But when he holds his thumb pressed against my lip, I can’t help myself. I take it into my mouth and start sucking on it. He can call me a woman, a moose, or a beetle, and I still wouldn’t care right now.

“Does that mean you’ll do it?”

I moan, and I’m not sure if it’s a yes or a no.

“You won’t be sorry. Trust me.” He pulls his thumb from my mouth, and it takes all my willpower to not whimper. “We start filming Monday. It’s a small lot in Culver City. I’ll text you the address. Be in your trailer at 8:30am. Your own single trailer. They’ll need extra time for hair and makeup with you, but you’re going to be perfect. I can’t wait to see you.” He squeezes my shoulders.

“Bronson, I can’t. There’s no way—”

“8:30am. Don’t be late, and don’t worry about breakfast. Amy makes sure the craft services are epic on every project I do.” He walks out the door and leaves me alone in the empty hotel room.
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  *



I’m exhausted Sunday night, but I can’t sleep. My mind is too busy circling over the same patch of thoughts. It’s like a plane dumping fuel before making a crash landing. I should have called Amy or Bronson and told them no. I shouldn’t even consider this. But this is the reason I have Bronson Ellard’s phone number stored in my phone. And if I maybe used some heart and star emojis along with his name, that doesn’t mean any more than the meaningless dreams I’ve had about him all weekend. The dreams where it’s not his thumb in my mouth.

I roll over. 6:30am. The red light of the alarm clock taunts me, and I sigh. Culver City is fifty minutes away, so that means it’ll take an hour-and-a-half to get there. Thirty minutes before I have to leave. That’s not enough time to sleep, and any sleep I get now will be too little, too late anyway.

The drive takes longer than I anticipated, so I only have five minutes to spare when I pull up to the security gate. The guard moves slower than anyone I’ve ever seen, but after what seems like forever, she hands me a pass and gives me directions. I look at the clock. Still 8:25am. Maybe she wasn’t really that slow after all.

When I pull into the spot she told me, I look around. There are already people buzzing everywhere. They’re carrying cases and cables and just running around empty-handed. I spot the trailer that I assume belongs to Bronson. There’s a golden glow around it and it seems cleaner than all the others. And there, right beside it, is mine.

I open the door and stop after two steps. This is nice. Nicer than the entire apartment I share with four other guys. Two leather sofas and a tv at least twice as big as the one I have at home. There’s a miniature kitchen with a small refrigerator, toaster oven, two-burner stovetop, and a dishwasher. Beyond it all is a bathroom and what looks like a king-sized bed in the bedroom.

I’m almost convinced it can’t really be for me when there’s a knock and the door and someone walks in. “Um, Martins?”

My mouth is so dry that I can’t speak for a second. “Yes?”

Her face lights up. “It’s so great to meet you. I’m Kisha.” Her long black braids bounce with each step toward me. “I’ll be doing your makeup and hair. Amy told me all about you, and she was right.”

“All about me? Right about what?”

“Are you ready? Or do you still need some time? I probably shouldn’t say this, but I’m new. To this part of it, at least. I normally work at the side of the studio slapping makeup on the extras all day long. So if I do something wrong, just tell me.”

I raise my hands. “I’m new too. I’ve only ever been one of those extras. And only a couple times at that.”

“You’re so sweet to try to make me feel better. Do you want to start now?”

She’s already unpacking her cases onto the makeup table, so I don’t think I really have a choice. I sit in the chair and stare at myself in the mirror. There’s no way I can do this. I don’t care how good she is at makeup. I watch my face go red. What if they blame her for this? Will she get in trouble or even fired because she can’t make me into a convincing woman? “You don’t have to do this, you know. I can talk to them. I’ll take the blame for it.”

“The blame for what?” She laughs, and it makes her even prettier than she already is. All the makeup in the world won’t do that for me. “Just close your eyes and relax. You’ll be gorgeous in no time.”

I snort, but I close my eyes anyway.

She’s doing something to my eyes when I hear the trailer door squeak open. Does everyone just walk in? I wish she would pull the brush away so I could see who it is.

“Wow.”

My stomach flutters. It’s only one syllable, but I know that voice.

“Right? She’s beautiful.” She? It sounds like Kisha is just a few inches away from my face. “It didn’t take much work. It’s like filling in a couple clouds on the Mona Lisa when da Vinci already did all the rest.”

Bronson laughs, and I can’t help but smile.

“Hey! Don’t move. Just give me ten more seconds.”

I make my face as neutral as I can and hold it for her. When she gives the all clear, I open my eyes and see him. His thick, brown hair is parted in the middle and hangs below his ears, almost to his chin. He’s wearing glasses today. Thick, black rims.

“What?” His face is glowing.

Should I tell him I was tilting my head to see if there really are lenses in the frames of his glasses? “Nothing. Uh, good morning?”

“Good morning. Have you seen yourself yet?” He turns to Kisha. “Has she seen herself?”

“No. I made her wait until I was completely finished.”

Stop calling me she and her. “Is it that bad? I’m scared to look.” I watch Bronson’s face. I know I’ll be fired as soon as someone sees me, but he’s my canary. His reaction will show me just how embarrassing this is going to be. I’m hoping for “accidentally getting into the wrong unlocked car” and not “accidentally peeing in your roommate’s dresser drawer because you were so drunk you thought it was a toilet.” His smile is friendly but not too much, and he’s not showing any teeth. And I think that means it will be closer to the wrong-car end of the spectrum.

“Ready?” Kisha doesn’t give me a chance to answer before she spins me toward the mirror.

Oh my God.













Chapter Four









“Come on. I’ll introduce you to everyone.” Bronson tugs on my hand but lets go as soon as we walk into the studio. When his hand drops from mine, I feel like I’ve lost a limb. “By the way, you’re Taylor whenever you’re here. It’s your stage name.”

“What do you mean? Don’t I have to file for that?” He’s already ten feet ahead of me and doesn’t hear a thing I say.

We make our way around the room. I thought I knew this industry and had an idea of what to expect, but I didn’t. There’s so much more of everything here. More people, more equipment, more cables, more food on the craft table. I almost drool when I see it all.

“Did I lie?” Bronson asks as he bites the end off a piece of bacon.

“No, but all this?”

“And this is just for breakfast. Wait until lunch. Oh, I think I see Amy. Come on, she needs to see you too.”

I hope that he’ll take my hand again, but he just walks away, toward some offices in the back.

The door is open, and he doesn’t knock. “Amy, remember Will?”

Her eyes flash quickly to me and then move back to Bronson. “Don’t tell me he didn’t show.”

I sink. It’s only been a few days, and she’s already forgotten me?

Bronson laughs. “Have I introduced you to my friend yet?”

“I don’t think so.” She turns to me again. “Jesus fuck, that’s not… is it? Oh my God! William?”

She walks around the desk and stares at me, just inches away from my face like she thinks my pores hold some secret. Bronson puts his hand on the small of my back, and I press into him. When I turn my head, he’s smiling at me, and I’m sure that when I’m famous and someone writes my story, they’ll say this is the point I fell in love with him. I just hope they leave out the fact I’m wearing a wig, women’s makeup, and a pink satin robe.

“I knew this would fucking work, but this is unbelievable.”

Bronson kisses my cheek, and his lips are so warm and soft, I wish I had thought to turn my head so he could have “accidentally” kissed my lips instead.

“Now, let’s get you to wardrobe.” He runs his fingers along the back of mine and I reach for his hand, but he’s already moved past me.

The director calls Bronson away just as we get to the door, so I walk in by myself. There’s a man holding a brown suit jacket out at arm’s length, but he tosses it on the table when he sees me. “So you’re the famous Taylor Martins.” He looks me up and down. “You should do just fine.”

“Uh, thanks?”

“It’s great they’re taking a chance with you like this. We all need more representation in this industry, no matter which part of the alphabet soup we are, if you know what I mean.”

I don’t, but he doesn’t wait for me to ask for clarification. He’s snaked through a maze of racks, and I don’t have a clue where he’s gone until he pops up in front of me.

“In here.” He carries an armful of clothes into a tiny room that is curtained off from the main area. The only thing I can make out for certain is a purple dress. “Robe off, doll.”

I just look at him, my mouth hanging open.

“Off, come on. I know all about you. You’re not going to surprise me with anything.” He unties the belt and spreads my robe. “Hmm. Wasn’t expecting that. Lose that. I’ll be right back.” He points to my crotch before sweeping through the curtain.

Did he mean… What exactly did he mean? I can’t very well lose that in the time it takes him to do whatever he’s doing. And I wouldn’t want to even if I could. Does he mean I need to tuck it up between my legs? I stick my hand down my shorts and pull the head back, but it just pops right out. I’m trying again, with both hands this time, when he glides into the room.

“Whoa, girl! Not in here. That’s why they gave you the fancy private trailer. You do that on your own time, not mine. Out of those boxers, now.”

“I wasn’t doing anything. I thought you meant—”

“Not interested in small talk. I’ve got five minutes to make you presentable, or it’s going to be my ass that gets chewed out. So let’s hustle.” He claps, literally claps at me, even though we’re standing so close he can touch me.

I tug the boxers down my legs and kick them off. As soon as they’re on the floor, he’s kneeling in front of me.

“Shouldn’t I at least get your name before we do this?” I laugh, but he just looks up at me and frowns.

“Erick. With a CK.”

“Oh okay. I totally would have pronounced it with just a C.” I might as well tell a joke to the curtain.

“Step into this.”

I look down and he’s holding out a pair of nude panties for me. “Is that necessary?”

“Underwear? I don’t believe so, but society says yes. So step.”

“No, I mean those.”

“Sorry, I don’t have a pair made from silk and gold thread, princess. This will have to do.”

“I just meant—” He cuts me off with a stare, and I close my mouth and lift my leg so he can pull them on me.

When he gets to my knees, he stops and looks up at me. “I completely get why you don’t want to, but you really need to shave these things. You’re lucky you’re already practically hairless, but this is a vain and bigoted industry. They’re going to look for any reason to hire a cis woman over you, so you need to do all the little things to take away those excuses.”

I know it’s pointless to argue, so I just say okay and he gets back to it. When he gets to my crotch, he doesn’t even pause before he cups my balls and presses them inside me while bending my dick backward and then pulling the panties tight.

“Perfect.”

It doesn’t feel perfect. It feels like I’m being stretched and compressed and pulled in ways I’m not supposed to be pulled. It’s the worst wedgie I’ve ever had and I want to pull everything back out, but he slaps my hand before I even move it.

“Don’t you dare touch it!”

“I wasn’t going to.”

“Mmm-hmm. Two minutes. Hold your arms out.”

He doesn’t give me a chance to move before he yanks my wrists up. He’s slipping a bra over them and has it hooked behind me before I know what he’s doing. Then he raises the dress and lowers it over me. I can tell he’s done this thousands of times because somehow the fabric doesn’t come close to either my hair or my makeup.

When it’s settled around me, he takes a step back—all that’s possible in this tiny cubby—and puts a finger to his mouth while he looks at me. “I wish they’d let me use padding on you, but they want your all-natural look to really shine here. C’est la vie.” He tosses his hands up and throws the curtain open. “Thirty seconds for shoes. Left foot.”

I look at my foot and realize he wants me to lift it for him. When I do, he slips a black ballet flat on it. Then he does the same with the right. I say a quick prayer of thanks that they didn’t expect me to wear heels, but then a wave of queasiness rolls over me. What if they expect me to wear heels later?

Erick practically pushes me out of his area just as I hear someone yelling my name.

“On time, like always. It was a pleasure to meet you, Taylor. You really are lovely. It’s a shame the director won’t let you shine in this one. Maybe next time.”

I want to tell him that there won’t be a next time for me as Taylor. And that I don’t want to shine in the way he’s talking about. This is just a launchpad for me. The role that proves I can play anything. But he’s already gone, so I hurry back to the set.

On the way, I stop at craft services to grab a vegetarian sausage link. My stomach is going to growl if I don’t get something. As I eat it, I overhear a few people talking, and it’s clear they’re talking about me. I move as close as I can without being seen. The only voices I recognize are those of Amy and the director. I lose my breath as soon as I hear what they’re saying.

“She was smart to transition,” the director says. “There’s no way she would have ever made it as a man, but as a trans woman? She got the looks and the novelty.”

“You should have seen her as a man. I did once at an audition, and damn, that was pathetic.” Amy laughs. “She’s such a better woman. It’s obvious she was meant for this.”

The more I hear, the more sure I am that I could spit fire at them. And I want to. I want to march over to them and tell them how wrong they are. I’m not transitioning. And Amy knows that. And I can find work as a man in this town. I don’t need this role or any of them.

But what if they aren’t wrong? I’ve been here for three years, and my biggest role was as an unnamed extra mauled by a rabid zebra inside a shopping mall. I haven’t even been cast in a medicine commercial. Everyone I know has been in at least one except me. Maybe I do need this part, but as soon as this is over, I’m setting the record straight. I’m not trans and I’m not transitioning. I’m a man.

I throw my half-eaten sausage in the trash and walk to the set. I go around the back, so they won’t know that I overheard them.

I’m so happy to see Bronson. He knows the real me, and he saw what I can do. I get so close to him that I can smell the cedar and orange scent of his soap, and I want to hug him, to feel his body next to mine and his arms around me. I want that scent to rub off on my clothes so I’ll smell them all day. Just as I’m about to lean in with an embarrassing laundry-soap-commercial sniff, he turns, and I take a step back.

“Hey, there you are. Wow.”

“Wow?”

“That dress on you.”

“Oh. That. It’s not anything special. Just…” My mouth is too dry to say anything more, and I’m glad. Was I really about to say it’s just something I threw on?

“Well, it looks great on you. Kudos to whoever in wardrobe picked that out.” He smiles, and I forget that I was just about to make a fool of myself. “Are you ready to do this for real?”

My mind goes back to the hotel room, where his mouth and body pressed against me. Where his cock pressed against me. Yes, I’m very much ready to do that again. “I guess so… I think I am.”

“You’re going to be great.” He raises his hand to my face, and I think he’s going to cup my cheek in his palm. I can see the desire in his eyes. He looks like he wants to take me right here. And I might let him. I bite my lip as his hand gets closer to my face, but he glances away and then brushes the sleeve of my dress. “You had a piece of lint.”

“Oh. Thank you.” I turn and see a camera operator staring at us.













Chapter Five









“You were incredible. You’ve got something special… Are you even listening?” He laughs.

I was incredible, but all I can hear are those voices saying I’d never make it as a man. Saying I make a much better woman. The same things I heard growing up. The same bigots who look at me and think a femme man isn’t a real man, that I must secretly want to be a woman. Only now they don’t think it’s a secret.

Bronson moves even closer and takes my hand. My heartbeats are so loud I’m sure he can hear them. “You’re wonderful.”

I look from our hands to his face. His eyes have that look again—the same one they had on the set—and I wonder if he’ll stop himself this time, too. I brush my thumb across the top of his hand.

“Fuck, I can’t take this anymore.” He moves so fast I’m not sure if he’s trying to tackle me. I only know when his mouth collides with mine and he uses his tongue to force my lips open. And when I open for him—as me, not as characters we’re playing—I hear a hum, as if our universes are vibrating in harmony.

He softly pushes me onto my back with a hand kneading my chest, and my nipples get hard for his touch. No one’s ever touched me there before, and it sends tingles through my body. I reach my hand between his legs to find his cock. It’s hard even before I start massaging it through his pants.

“We shouldn’t do this.” He breathes the words into my mouth.

“Yes, we should.” I press my lips against his and run my tongue along his.

“Not here.” I can barely hear his words about the roaring of my heart. “Someone could see us.”

I tilt my head and move my lips to his neck, but he pulls away and clears his throat.

“I don’t know what I was thinking. Anyone could find out about us. I won’t do that to you. I won’t ruin your reputation like that.”

I try to pull him back to me, but he stands up. “It’s fine. No one is going to catch us, and so what if they do? I’m already wearing a dress and makeup. Do you think finding out I’m gay will surprise anyone?”

He shakes his head over and over. “I can’t do it. What people think matters in this business. It matters more than you think.”

“But it shouldn’t. And it’s my choice to make.”

“I can’t. Not here. Trust me, you’ll thank me later. Now I need to get some air. I’ll see you back on the set after lunch. Be sure to fix your makeup so no one can tell.”

He doesn’t even look at me before he rushes out. I sink into the couch and don’t move until an assistant knocks on my door to give me a ten-minute warning.

All afternoon Bronson ignores me except during our scenes. When I walk near him, he finds some excuse to walk away. When I say something to him, he either pretends he doesn’t hear me, or he gives me a curt answer. By the end of the day, I’ve had enough. I’m sitting behind the cameras, watching him and the director go over the next scene. But all I want to do is go to wardrobe to get my real clothes and then wash all this suffocating garbage off my face. I want to sneak away from here without him noticing me. I don’t care if he ever notices me again.

“Hey, Taylor.”

I spin to see who’s whispering to me. It’s Amy. She motions for me to follow her. Maybe she’s going to tell me I can leave early. Maybe she’ll tell me I’m fired. It will be a relief if I am.

She walks into her office and then closes the door behind us. “So? How’s your first day as a star?”

After overhearing her earlier, I can’t look at her without trying to stare daggers into her. “Fine.”

“Just fine?” She chuckles, but I can’t.

“It could have been worse. It could have been pathetic.” Just like she said I was as a man. I desperately try to set her on fire with my mind, but she doesn’t even break a sweat.

“Well, you were fucking great. Anyway, Bronson told me what happened, and he wants to show you he’s sorry. So I have a car set up to take you to his house as soon as we finish here.”

“Today was just a mistake.”

“Do you think I’m blind? I saw how you’ve looked at him ever since you met him.”

I turn away. “That was before. I’ve seen some things since then too. Things that made me change my mind about him.”

“Honey, that’s obviously not true, or your ears wouldn’t be this red. He’s not some damned nobody. He’s got a reputation to think about. What do you think happens to his career when it gets out that he banged some young trans girl in her trailer over their lunch break?”

“I’m not a trans girl! You know that! I’m sick of everyone thinking I am.” I know my voice is too loud, and I hope there’s no one outside the door.

“I know that.” Her voice is a whisper now. “But that’s what the headlines would say. He’d be branded as an abuser, and even if you told your side of the story—even if you never wore a bit of women’s clothes the rest of your life—you’d still always be the trans woman who was victimized by the big Hollywood star. Nothing more. People here don’t care about the truth. The truth is boring.”

I rub my hand along my cheek until I remember I’m wearing makeup. My stomach is in a knot because I know she’s right. Growing up as a feminine gay boy in the Midwest showed me how gossip destroys lives and clings to you forever. No matter what you do to shake it away. When I came here, though, I thought I was getting away from all that.

“I’m going to tell the director that Bronson is done for the day. I’ll make up some diva excuse about the light not being right for his skin or something. Without him, they won’t need you, so go back to your trailer to get ready. At least go hear him out before you make any decisions that you’re going to regret.”

I sigh. “Can I ask you something?” I really hope she says no.

“Of course.”

“I heard some people talking about me earlier. They said I would never make it as a man, so transitioning was good for my career. Do you think that’s true?”

If she feels any shame or embarrassment about being part of that conversation, she doesn’t show it. Her face doesn’t turn red, and she doesn’t even hesitate before answering. “Do you want the truth?”

I don’t know, so I look down and don’t say anything.

“Hollywood likes to pretend it’s some shining example of diversity, but it’s not. Sure, we celebrate the people from minority groups who make it big. But have you ever noticed that they’re all perfect? Not just a black man, but the most handsome black man you can imagine. Not just a Puerto Rican woman, but a Puerto Rican woman who’s so stunning you think it has to be from plastic surgery. You don’t get to be a star unless you meet this idealized version of beauty.

“That’s what every struggling actor is battling against. So no, you’re never going to make it as a man. You just don’t physically have it. That’s bullshit, but that’s how it is. As a woman, though? Even as a trans woman? You’re gorgeous. You’d be on equal physical footing with all the other beautiful women. Then your talent could shine through, and trust me, it does. You’ve been brilliant in the scenes that we’ve shot today. But brilliant as an attractive trans woman, not as a small and average looking man.

Each word twists inside me, ripping away a tiny piece of my dream until it’s lying shattered at my feet.

“I’m sorry. It’s just the truth. Why don’t you head back to your trailer now? I’ll take care of things here. Just be ready when the car comes.”

I’m barely aware of anything around me as I walk through the studio. Everything I always wanted—the only dream I ever had—is gone. I spent my whole life wishing I was someone else. Someone famous who was above all the petty concerns that weighed me down. But I’m never going to be that person. I’m always going to be no one.

When I’m in my trailer, I throw myself onto the couch. Growing up, I swore that I’d never again let another person make me cry, but this is the closest I’ve come since then. It would be so easy to lie here and let myself dissolve, but what would that accomplish? Does that fix my broken dream? If I’m going to mope, I’m at least going to do it upright, so I push myself up. And that’s when I notice the black garment bag hanging in the corner. There’s a yellow sticky note on it. It just says “Wear this tonight.”

I’m not sure what I think when I unzip the bag. I should have guessed there would be a dress inside. I hold it up to me and stand in front of the mirror. The coral fabric drops to a few inches above my knees. I only debate a minute or two before I shrug out of the dress I’m wearing and slip this over my head. It’s brighter and more summery than the purple I had on. I watch myself in the mirror while I twirl left and right, but that just makes me feel like an idiot. What man puts on a dress and does that?

There are shoes in the bottom of the garment bag, but I’m not sure what to make of them once I see them. Tan sandals with a heel. To someone who grew up wearing heels, I’m sure it’s small, but to me, it’s enormous. At this point, though, what does it matter? I slip off the flats I was wearing and slide into these. When I stand, I’m thrown so far forward, I nearly tip. I laugh. It would be appropriate for a pair of heels to kill me just after I found out my dream was dead, at least as a man.

It only takes me a few steps to make up my mind. There’s no way I can wear these. They do look a lot better with this dress than the black flats, but the flats look a lot better than a cast on my ankles. With the flats back on, I study my reflection. It’s the first time I’ve really looked at myself all day. Before, I was looking at the makeup or the wig or the dress, but not me. Now, I finally see what everyone else has been seeing all day, and I have to look away before I get sick.

Lucky for me, the car comes before I have much time to brood. The driver tries to make small talk a couple of times on the drive, but I can’t do it. I just sit in the back and pretend to be on my phone.
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Bronson’s house is amazing. It’s all stucco and glass, and there are plants vining off every level of the tiered terraces. But I know this isn’t its best side. As we pull through the gate and up the driveway, I see glimpses of the ocean just on the other side of the house. So close, he can probably open his back door and grab a fistful of sand from the beach. This is the house I dreamt of living in since I was a boy.

He’s waiting at the door when the car stops. His broad grin almost makes me forget the rest of the day. I wish I were coming home to that every day, to his arms around me and his lips on mine.

“You’re even more beautiful than before.”

He holds me around the waist, but I twist away. “This house is incredible.”

“Not nearly as incredible as you.” His hand finds the small of my back and slides lower until his palm settles on my ass. I can feel his breath on the side of my neck.

I want so much to lean into him and let his hands and mouth wander wherever they will, but I can’t, not after what happened at lunch. “What is this between us, Bronson?”

“I think we both know what it is.”

His lips brush against my skin, but I take a step back. “Are you seriously trying to be the most confusing man on earth? At the audition and then in my trailer today, I thought I knew. But then you ignored me all afternoon. More than that, you acted like you couldn’t stand to be around me. And now we’re back to this?”

“Do you think I don’t feel the electricity shoot through my body every time you look at me? Or feel the heat when your skin touches mine?” He takes my hand and pulls it to his groin. “Do you think this doesn’t happen when I just think about you?”

I yank my hand back. “Then what? You only want me when no one is around?”

“I want you all the time. But it’s complicated.”

He moves toward me, but I walk away, to the window overlooking the beach. The sun is setting, and the ocean looks like a giant oil slick that caught fire.

“I have to think about my career.” His voice is pleading.

“Amy explained all that to me. But do you really think people would see you as some predator? You’re not. I want this as much as you do. Apparently more.”

“It’s not just that. It’s… like it or not, I’m a sex symbol, and I have an image I need to maintain.”

“Are you seriously saying that—”

“Yes! If I’m spotted dating a man or even a trans woman, that’s gone. That’s why we have to be caref—”

“Jesus, Bronson, this isn’t the 50s. The only person who cares about that is you.”

“You know what happened to Andre Sova. Everyone knows what happened to him.”

I watch his reflection get closer to me, and when he puts his arm around my waist, I finally give in and lean back against him. Our bodies fit together perfectly, and I close my eyes when I feel his heat rush into me. “That wasn’t the same thing. He took advantage of those men.” It takes every bit of my strength to speak when all I want to do is melt into him.

“And they’ll say I took advantage of you, too. Please tell me you understand.” He slides his hands down my belly but stops them just above the one spot where I need him to be.

“I do, but I don’t want to hide. I spent my whole life hiding, and it was terrible. Is that really want you want?”

“What if we didn’t have to hide? What if there were a way we could let the world know about us without having to worry about anyone’s reactions?”













Chapter Six









He can’t be serious. I fall into the chair, holding my head in my hands.

“Just think about it. Wouldn’t it solve everything?”

I open my mouth to speak, but nothing comes out. Not even a whisper. It’s so idiotic, so… wrong. There’s no way.

He drops to his knees in front of me and rubs his hands along my arms. “Babe, just think. We could be together. In public, in private, on set. Everywhere. No one would judge us. And you know what this would do for your career. This would be perfect.”

I drop my arms and look at him. “Perfect? If it’s so perfect, why don’t you do it?”

“I would in a heartbeat. If I were you. But if I did it, it wouldn’t solve anything.”

“We could be together.”

“And both be unemployable. But if you do it, we can be together and be a power couple. We’re instantly the hottest thing in this town. You can’t tell me you don’t want that.”

I do want that. But do I really want it that much?

“You want to know what I think, Will?” He puts his hands on the sides of my face. “I think I want to be with you forever. And I think you want that too. And I think you want to be a star more than almost anything else. And you know what else? You haven’t said no, so I think you know this could work.”

I shake my head and stand up. “Do you know how crazy this is? Do you know what you’re asking me to do?”

“Of course I do.” He reaches for my hand, but I pull away. “But answer me—wouldn’t this solve everything?”

“But this? Bronson…” The air is sticky in my lungs.

“Yes, this. Everything you’ve ever wanted, Will. Everything.”

“I need to go. I need some air.”

“You need to think about this. I understand. I’ll get my keys and drive you home.”

“No. I need to be alone. I’ll walk.” I barely register where the door is but start moving toward it.

“Will, don’t be ridiculous. You live on the other side of town. You can’t walk. At least let me call you a car. You can’t just leave.”

I’m already out the door and on the driveway before he catches up to me. He wraps his arms around me from behind and holds me in place.

“It’ll be here in 5 minutes. Please wait for it. Please? Inside with me?”

“No.” I shake my head again. “I’ll wait at the gate. By myself.”

“Okay, okay.” He takes a step back toward his house. “Promise me you’ll text to let me know you got home safe?”

I nod.

“Please keep an open mind, Will. I want this for both of us. I lov—look forward to seeing you again.”

My heart stops. Was he going to say he loves me? I turn to face him, but he’s already on the steps and heading into the house. He doesn’t look back. I stare at the closed door until the car pulls up beside me.

I don’t know how I make it upstairs and into my apartment. I don’t remember getting out of the car or walking in. I think I may have seen Scott playing video games. He might have said something as I walked by. Maybe he asked why I’m wearing a dress. I’m not sure. What if I do this?

I look around my room. The peeling paint in the corner, the closet door propped against my clothes because it won’t stay in place, the window that won’t open. I would never have to live here again. I unlock my phone and text Bronson. Just a quick “made it” to let him know I’m safe. I watch as the dots of his reply appear and disappear. Appear and disappear again. Appear and stay. Thirty seconds, a minute, two minutes. Then his reply: “Okay.”

I set the phone beside me and close my eyes. I would be trading everything I am, everything I ever knew, for a chance to live my dream. Is that worth it?
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“You must be Miss Taylor and Mister Bronson—Oh. Please accept my apologies, Mister William. I noticed the look on your face and realized right away that I’d gotten ahead of myself. I meant no offense.”

I smile and want to tell him it’s fine, but he doesn’t stop long enough.

“It is my absolute pleasure to welcome you to our little island. I trust your flight was satisfactory? Of course, the weather here is nearly always satisfactory. Last year, they tell me we had sunshine on 310 days, and I believe we may have even more sunny days this year. Being from Southern California, though, you must be used to that. Oh, I nearly forgot to introduce myself. My manners are practically non-existent this afternoon. I’m David Lattimore, Vice-President of the Sanderstill Clinic. Please, right this way.”

Bronson and I look at each other as David ushers us to the waiting SUV. As soon as our seatbelts are on, I reach my hand toward Bronson. He raises my hand to his lips before lacing his fingers between mine.

Thankfully, the ride is only ten minutes, because after three minutes, I’ve already had more of David than I can take. I’m from Hollywood. I should be used to people who are in love with the sounds of their own voices. But they aren’t like this. They at least breathe once in a while.

When we pull in front of the clinic, I hop out of the car before it’s even in park. I need whatever quiet I can get, even if it’s only a fraction of a second. And that’s about all I have before David is at my side, leading me into the building. I pause just inside the doors and look around the lobby. There are a couple of women sitting next to an unlit fireplace. I stare longer than I should, and David interrupts my thoughts.

“I assume you’re wondering if those are clients, and yes, they are.”

“Did they… um, you know, used to be…” I swallow, and it’s so loud I’m surprised the women don’t look up at me.

Bronson moves to my side and puts his arm around me. I rest my body against his.

“My sincere apologies,” David says, “but I cannot answer your question. Our patients’ confidentiality is second only to their safety and well-being.”

I feel my face turn red. It was foolish of me to ask. And what would change if he answered my question? Would I feel better about this if he told me they used to be men? Would I feel worse? I’m better off not knowing.

“Now, if you’ll follow me, I’ll show you to Dr. Gooding’s office.”

Her office is empty when we get there, but David insists we make ourselves at home inside while we wait. I go right to the windows and look out. There’s a courtyard in the center of the building, and it looks like two wings on either side. Maybe this was an old colonial mansion. I shudder as I imagine the things that could have taken place here.

“Hey, you’re going to be fine. From everything I’ve researched, this place is the best.” Bronson slips his arm around my waist and pulls me into him. “And they’d better be for the money it cost me.” He chuckles.

“But…”

“But what?”

“You’re supposed to say ‘but you’re worth it’ at the end of that.”

“You are certainly worth it.” He kisses my cheek and stares out the window with me.

“What if this is a mistake?” I ask.

“Do you think it is?”

“No.” I’m going to have everything I’ve ever wanted. I just have to trade my dick to get it. “I just wish…” I sigh. “Never mind.”

“Tell me. What is it?”

“We’ve talked about it a hundred times already. I just wish I didn’t have to do this to be with you.”

“I know you do, babe. And I wish that too.” He kisses my forehead. “But you know the world we’re living in. We’re in an insulated bubble, but that can pop at any time. You don’t tempt fate by poking it with a sword.”

“You somehow said that with a completely straight face.”

“It’s called acting, my love.” He smiles, and it reminds me why I’m doing this.

“Tell me you love me.”

“You know I do. I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone in this world.”

“I love you too.” I wrap my arms around him and stay like that until Dr. Gooding comes in.

“I’m so sorry to have kept you waiting. Rounds ran a little longer than I expected. I’m Dr. Kendall Gooding. You must be Bronson and William?”

She reaches her hand toward me. I shake it, and Bronson does the same. Then she motions us toward the couch. She sits in a chair across from us.

“You both look nervous.”

I giggle, but then turn toward Bronson. Is he nervous? He hasn’t told me that he is, but is he just putting on a brave face for me? I watch as he smiles and looks at the floor. “You are nervous. Why?” How did I not notice this before?

“Because you’re doing this. For me. It’s a lot, you know?”

“It’s for us.” I put my hand on his leg. “And you should have told me.”

“You were already nervous enough. You didn’t need to think that I was worried, too.”

“Bronson…”

“I can assure you both this will be a very successful course of treatment,” Dr. Gooding says. “Anyone who knows me knows I don’t like to brag, but I am excellent at what I do. And you are already very feminine and pretty.”

I wince. “I’m sorry. That’s been an insult all my life. I have to get used to it being a compliment from now on.”

She smiles. “I understand.”

“And you can help with that too, right?” I ask. “Brainwash me so I believe that I’m a normal woman?”

It’s her turn to wince. “It’s not brainwashing. Nothing like it. We incorporate hypnotic suggestions to make you more comfortable with the physical procedures we perform and the new role you’ll be taking on once you leave here. It doesn’t make you into someone else. Think of it as freeing you from shame and teaching you to enjoy the pleasures of the new you. And please don’t ever refer to other women as normal. That tells me you think of yourself as abnormal, and you certainly are not.”

“But when he’s done, he’ll be…”

“A 'normal woman?” Dr. Gooding sticks her tongue out at me, and I grin. “Yes. At that point, she will think of herself as a woman. Not because she’s been brainwashed, but because she will be a woman. It will be just as natural as you thinking of yourself as a man. I understand that it’s important to both of you. I assure you that will not be a problem.”

I look at Bronson and blow out a long breath.

“Are you ready for this, babe?” he asks.

“I am.”













Chapter Seven









I slam the eyeliner down and snarl at the mirror. Every time I do it, I either poke myself in the eye or, like now, blink and end up with a giant black streak across my eyelid.

“Can’t I just be one of those women who’s happy without wearing makeup?”

“Of course.” Nora reaches around me and grabs the eyeliner. “But are you one of those women who’s happy without wearing makeup?”

I sigh and look down. “No.”

“Then take this and try again, sweetie. You’ll get it. It’s not natural to hold a sharp stick next to your eye. You just have to do it over and over until you get used to it.” She leaves me alone in the bathroom, but as she walks out, I hear her mutter, “Jessi isn’t allowed to take a vacation ever again.”

“I’m telling her you said that when she comes back.” I giggle.

“Oh, I’ll tell her myself before you get the chance. Asking me to fill in for a beautician is like asking a beautician to help with a surgery.”

“Both end up with people getting poked by something sharp.”

“I’ll poke you if you don’t watch it.” She giggles, and sits in the chair next to my bed. “Aren’t you going to have people who do this for you back home?”

I shrug my shoulders. “I think sometimes? But not always, so I need to learn how to do it for myself.”

The past three weeks have been packed with lesson after lesson. I never knew there could be this much to learn. Everything is different. My clothes, my shoes, my hair, my nails, my morning routine, my evening routine, my sometimes-in-the-middle-of-the-day routine. The way I walk, the way I sit, the way I stand, the way I talk, the things I say, the way I act around other women, the way I act around men, the way I act when I’m alone at the end of the day and can finally let my hair down. Nothing is the same.

When I started, it felt like I was playing a role. But the more I do it, the more it becomes something natural for me. Just the boring old sameness of life, day after day. I’ll never forget the first time Jessi brought me a pair of heels. My entire body erupted in a combination of excitement and trepidation. And when I could walk around my room in them, I wanted to high five everyone in the entire clinic. Now my only thought is whether they’re cute, whether they’ll match my dress, and how long I can wear them until my toes start to throb.

It’s amazing how unexciting my life has become. I’m transforming myself from a man into a woman so I can be with the man I love and become a star, but I spend my days just like any other woman would. It’s so beautifully undramatic. Until the morning Dr. Gooding walks in and asks if I’m ready for my bottom surgery.

I’ve never felt so much energy flowing through me. This is it. The last time under anesthesia. The last recovery. And finally, it’ll all be done. I’ll finally be me. I want to run and hug her, but I hold on to the rail of my bed to keep me in place.

I act cool. “Oh, I think I’m ready.”

“You think you are?”

“I suppose.”

“For being an actress, you’re not fooling anyone, you know. I see you bouncing on your tiptoes. And your eyes are gleaming.” She laughs.

“So I need more acting lessons when I get home? Can I hug you? Is it silly that I want to?”

“Girl, this is a big step.” She walks forward and wraps her arms around me. “It’s something you’ve been looking forward to, so it’s natural to be excited.”

I squee, but only a little. “Can I call Bronson? Please?”

“This is the giant step at the end of the path. Of course, you’ll want to talk to him about it. I’ll tell Nora to bring your phone.”

She might as well have not told her, though. He doesn’t pick up when I call. It’s been eight days now since I’ve talked to him. I know he’s shooting a movie in Vancouver and is probably busy all the time, but he can’t call for a couple of minutes? Or text? I’m starting to worry. Maybe something happened to him. Maybe he’s having second thoughts about me. Or maybe he met someone else. I call one more time, but there’s still no answer. So I send yet another text, and set the phone on the table beside my bed.

It seems like everyone in the entire clinic comes to my room throughout the day to congratulate me about my surgery. The nurses, cleaners, administrators, David and a couple of guys I haven’t seen before, even some of the other patients. This is a big deal, and it is worth celebrating. I just wish I could celebrate it with the person I love most. But he still hasn’t called or texted when I hand my phone to Nora just outside the operating room.

“I’m sure he’s fine, sweetie. Just busy.” She tries to comfort me.

I nod my head and lie back on the table.
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“Mr. Ellard’s phone.”

I jump a little when the woman picks up, and it makes me wince from the pain. “Can I talk to Bronson, please? Is he there?”

“I’m sorry. Mr. Ellard isn’t available at the moment.”

“But it’s me, and I need him. It’s Taylor. Tell him it’s Tay—” The beep cuts me off as she hangs up.

Why did another woman pick up? I drop my phone to the floor. For just a second, the thud and clatter is satisfying, but then the wave of exhaustion and emotion and pain hits me as I sink backward into my bed. I press the button on my pain pump and fall asleep.

I’m out of it for the rest of the day. There are times that I remember seeing Nora or Dr. Gooding standing beside me. And times I remember no one being there with me. But they’re just flashes. Every time it becomes more than that, I press the pain pump so I can go to sleep and forget everything.

The next morning, I know Nora is stroking my hair, and she says something about my medication, but then she walks away. She gets to the door before I’m able to stop her.

“Whatterya doin’?” My words are so slurred I don’t know if she can understand them.

“I lowered the dose and frequency on your pain pump. You’ve been using a little too much.”

“No.” I press the button, and I’m not sure if it’s to spite her or because I’m becoming too aware of everything around me.

“Yes, sweetie. I know it’s a lot of pain, but we can’t have you getting addicted.”

“I want… Another woman? Why?” I smash the button as hard as I can, but nothing happens.

“You want another woman? Dr. Gooding? Dr. Gooding will just tell you the same thing. I’m sorry, sweetie. If it gets too bad, call me. There are some things we can do that aren’t narcotics.” She closes the door behind her.

As the pain medicine evaporates from my body, the thoughts I’ve blocked seep in. Thoughts of pain. The stabbing and burning pain in my crotch and the pain he left me with. Did I mean nothing to him? Was all of this fake? I should have known to not fall in love with an actor. He’s with another woman while I’m lying in pain because of the surgery I got for him. No. That’s not true. He was only a part of it. I got this for me. For my career. And I won’t let him spoil this. Not when I’m so close to everything I want.

I toss the control to the pain pump off the side of my bed, and it swings against the IV pole. I’m not going to hide behind that. I’m a strong and entirely capable woman, and I’m going to stop cowering. I wish I could jump out of the bed and throw open my door to walk into the hall, but I yip when I move my leg even a tiny bit. Tomorrow will be a different story.

And it is. In the morning I move to a chair, and by evening I walk to the wall and back inside my room. I’m going to do this, and I’m going to be better than ever. It’s easy to tell myself that until Nora comes with my phone in her hand.

The instant she tells me I have a call, my heart races, my stomach flutters, and I curse my mind and body for betraying me. I was going to be strong, but that resolve melts away when I know he’s on the other end of the phone. I hold it up to my ear, but I don’t say anything. His breathing makes me feel empty. My hands and lips are alone, and I’m cold without him next to me.

“Hello? Will? Are you there?”

I groan at that name.

“Will, oh my God. It’s me, babe. Please say something.”

“My name is Taylor.”

“Damn it. Taylor, right. I’m sorry. Once I got my phone back, I saw that you called, and… are you okay?”

“Who had your phone?” Damn this new voice. It’s not nearly as gruff as I want it to be.

“Cora. She’s my assistant on this shoot because Amy couldn’t make it. But are you okay?”

“Why did she answer your phone?”

“It’s a long story. Look, will you please just answer me? Is everything alright?”

“I’m fine. You can call me if you ever want to tell me the truth.” I press the red button and watch the screen flip back to the picture I took last week of a palm tree by the beach.

He calls back right away. Part of me soars when the phone rings—maybe he does love me, maybe there’s a legitimate excuse for him not calling—but mostly I just look at the screen in disgust and anger. I wish I could not answer it.

“Bronson.” In just the last few seconds, I’m already getting better with this voice. I make his name sound like a curse word.

“Babe… Taylor. I’m sorry. For everything. You don’t know how sorry I am. Please don’t hang up. Just listen. You don’t even have to say anything, okay? Hello?”

“Let’s hear this story that’s magically going to make me understand why you haven’t called me in over a week.”

“It’s not a story, it’s… I was in the hospital.”

My chest is suddenly so tight I can barely breathe. “Oh my God, Bronson, are you okay? What happened?”

“No, I’m not okay. That’s why I need to talk to you.”

“Of course, tell me what’s wrong.”

“I didn’t want to go to the hospital. I suppose that’s kind of obvious. The director made me go. Involuntarily. I… had a breakdown on set. Several breakdowns. Every time I looked at the actress playing opposite me. I kept seeing you and thinking about what I’m making you do, and I just…” He’s sobbing so much that I can’t understand the words.

“Brons, just take your time. I’m right here. Breathe for me, okay sweetie. I’m not going anywhere. Just keep breathing.”

“I just can’t believe this… Taylor, what the fuck did I make you do?”

“Nothing. You didn’t make me do this. I decided to. And it’s only been a day since the final surgery, but I’m already so glad I did it. I’m happy—”

“The final surgery? Do you mean… that you don’t have a… uh…”

“I have a vagina now, yes. Somewhere under the bandages and swelling.” I force a laugh to hopefully lighten his mood.

“Oh my God, Taylor. I’m too late. I’m too fucking late. You’re never going to forgive me, and I don’t deserve forgiveness anyway. I’m so selfish, and I convinced you to give up your whole life for me.”

It sounds like he’s choking. “Bronson, is there someone there who can help you? Are you alright?”

“No!” The word spurts out between a cough and a gasp. “How can I be alright after what I did to you?”

“You didn’t do anything to me.”

“Maybe not directly, but I might as well have. I made you mutilate yourself for me.”

My entire body goes cold. “Mutilate myself? Is that what you—I am not mutilated. I am a beautiful young woman who is very happy with the way she looks.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“Listen to me, and stop being fucking sorry! I love my body now. I love who I am. And it’s not because of you. You don’t get the credit anymore than you would have gotten the blame. This is because of me. I made the choice to do this. You didn’t hold a gun to my head. This was my choice, not yours, so stop trying to make me into the victim. I’m happy. Do you hear me? Happy!”

“How can you say that?”

“Because it’s the truth. I’m finally me. There was always something off. My entire life, there was something that wasn’t right, but I never knew what it was. Until now. Now that feeling is gone, so I know this is who I was meant to be. And if you don’t respect that, then you obviously don’t love me how I love you.”

“Do you mean that?”

“Which part? Never mind, it doesn’t matter. I mean all of it. Everything I said. Other than possibly losing the man I love and wanted to spend the rest of my life with, this is the happiest I’ve ever been.”

“I want you to spend the rest of your life with me, and I want to spend the rest of mine with you. I love you more than I ever thought was possible. I’m going to prove it to you. I know what I need to do, and you’re never going to doubt my feelings again.”













Chapter Eight









“I can’t wait until I can fuck you.” Bronson brushes a finger across my pussy, and even through my panties it makes me squirm and arch my back against the couch.

“I can’t wait either.” I kiss his cheek. “Dr. Gooding says I still need another month.”

He groans under his breath.

“But that doesn’t mean we can’t do other things.” I shift to the edge of the sofa and lower myself to my knees. I wish I could move more gracefully. When I dreamed of doing this, I would flow in one smooth, uninterrupted motion. I didn’t stop and start and twist myself around like a clunky windup figurine while grunting at every move.

“Are you sure this is a good idea? You’re still recovering.”

“No. But I don’t care. Do you know how long I’ve wanted this?”

“Yes. Because I’ve wanted it since then too.” He unzips his pants and pulls them to his knees.

I take them the rest of the way down, and my breath catches. His cock is beautiful. I run a fingertip over its veiny surface, and Bronson quivers. His dick curves up toward my face, and he slides to the edge of the couch.

“Can I…?” I look up. My lips are parted, and the saliva is pooling in my mouth.

He nods, and I kiss around his bulging pink head before taking it into my mouth. Just the tip. Nothing more yet. I suck and work it in and out of my mouth while I graze my fingernails along his balls.

“This is already better than I imagined, Taylor.”

I pull my mouth from him with a pop and smile at my new name. My real name. “You haven’t felt anything yet.” I scrape a fingernail along the top of his shaft and he moans.

I lower my mouth over him again, and this time I go lower. Moving down until he bumps against the back of my throat, then I lean forward so I can take even more. My tight throat closes around his head while I stroke the base with my fingers, running them along the skin between his cock and his balls. His entire body shakes, and I look up to see that he’s fallen against the back cushions of the couch.

I move my mouth up and down now. Just teasing him. I want to make this last all night. But he has other plans. He curls his fingers into my hair and forces me down further. I flick my tongue across his underside, and he pulls my hair. I wince at the pain, and the combination of that plus having his cock in my throat makes my eyes water. I’ve never been so turned on.

“I don’t know how much of this I can take,” he pants.

I growl, and my voice rumbles against his dick in my throat.

“Jesus Christ, that.”

I do it one more time before he yanks my head back and then forces me back down on him again. Over and over. He’s taking charge now—pushing me and pulling me—and I love it. I slide my hand in time with my mouth, moving it down his slick shaft while I take more and more of him. Sucking as he pulls my head back and opening my mouth and exhaling along his length when I punge forward.

“I’m going to come already.” His cock tenses and then pulses as he thrusts his hips against me. His hands are wrapped tight in my hair now, and I couldn’t pull back if I wanted to. But I would never want to. I feel the first spurt of his cum against the back of my throat. I swallow the trickle, but then it becomes a flood. He fills my mouth with his seed, and I take it all. Pulse and thrust and spurt, and it’s all mine. It’s always going to be mine. This is my cock now, and it’s the only one I ever want.

When he’s spent, he lets out a slow exhale and unwinds his fingers from my hair. I pull away with one last lick around the tip of his cock and then look up at him.

We stare at each other, neither one of us moving, until I finally break the silence. “I’m the luckiest woman in the world.”

“Just you wait. I’m going to make your pussy scream.”

I purr and rest my head on his thigh. “You know, you don’t have to do this tomorrow.”

“No, but I want everyone to know. You don’t have to do it either.”

“I know.” I smile and take his hand as I stand up. “We’d better go to bed.”

“I love it when you flirt with me, Miss Martins.”

“We have to get up in three hours. I think we have time for another round.” I run a finger along his cock and saunter toward the bedroom while he kicks off his pants.
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“Welcome back to Sunrise Today.” The host smiles toward the camera. “We’re here with Bronson Ellard, who you all recognize, and his girlfriend Taylor Martins, who many of you may not. At least not yet.”

I smile at the host while making sure my head is angled enough that both the camera over her shoulder and the one to my right pick it up.

“So, Miss Martins—”

“Taylor, please.”

“Taylor. So how did you and Mr. Ellard—Bronson—meet?”

“The same way everyone in Hollywood meets. On set.” Bronson and I share a laugh. We knew this would be one of the first questions, and we decided meeting on set was more romantic than meeting in an audition that his friend partially staged as a hookup. “I didn’t even know he was going to be there, and when I walked in—”

“When she walked in, she lit up everything around her. I knew right then she was the one.”

“Ooh, ‘the one?’ So, a true story of love at first sight?”

Bronson and I look at each other and nod.

“It really was,” I say.

“Now, I understand you two have news you want to share. And I have to caution everyone at home that none of us knows what this is going to be. Your team told us it’s something big, but they refused to say anything more.”

Bronson chuckles. “That’s right.” We agreed he would handle this part.

“The crew and I have a bet, and I think it’s a pregnancy announcement. So my fingers are crossed for that.” The host holds up her hands to show her crossed fingers to the camera.

“Sorry to disappoint you, but it’s not that. At least not yet.” He winks at the host and squeezes my hand. Does that mean he wants children? We’ve never talked about this before. Do I? “This is something Taylor and I have wrestled with for a while now, and there’s really no good way of handling it. In an ideal world, this would be a private matter just between us, and not even the worst gossip columnist would be interested, let alone a morning news show on a major network.”

“If I wasn’t intrigued before, I certainly am now.” The host raises a finger to her lips and leans in.

“We all know that representation is so very important today.” Bronson leans back and smiles. He wants to appear relaxed and calm, but I know inside he’s trembling as much as I am. “That’s why we’ve chosen to be public about this very private part of our lives. Baby?” He looks at me, and holds our joined hands up between us so the camera can see them.

“I am a proud transgender woman.” I pause for a second to give everyone time to process the words and so it doesn’t seem like I’m rushing through a series of lines. “As a beginning actress, I’ve kept this a secret because I knew so many doors would be instantly closed once people found out. But I just can’t reconcile being proud of who I am and everything I’ve accomplished in my life with hiding this part of me.”

“Wow.” The host leans back in her chair, her mouth hanging open. “I will say that none of us had that in the pool.” She looks around at the crew and chuckles nervously. “So why now? Why here?”

“I don’t want to hide myself. I want the world to see, and more importantly, I want any LGBTQ kids out there—kids like me just a few years ago, who may be questioning themselves or even hating who they are—to see that we really can do anything we want. We can love anyone we love.” I look toward Bronson and lean in for a kiss, but he doesn’t meet me halfway. This is the most important part. How could he forget this?

His eyes are so bright they could light the entire room as he slides from the loveseat and down to one knee in front of me. What is he doing?

“Taylor…” He doesn’t take his eyes off me. Not a single glance at the host or any of the cameras to make sure that he’s in the shot. “I can’t imagine living without you. I want us to be beside each other every day for the rest of our lives. For every victory and every heartache.” He swallows and his adam’s apple bobs up and down. He’s not doing this, is he? This can’t be what I think it is. “Every time I look at you or touch you or hear you, I feel like I’m overflowing. And I want the entire world to witness my love for you. Will you be my wife?”

I’m frozen. I can’t even blink as I stare at him. Is he serious? Why didn’t he tell me anything about this? I watch as he pulls the jewelry box from his pocket and opens the lid on the most gorgeous diamond ring I’ve ever seen. And I still can’t move or speak. He’s biting his lip now, and I know that means he’s nervous. I want to shout yes and hold my hand out so he can slide the ring onto my finger, but I’m stuck.

“Is there drama brewing here?” The host’s voice is too slick and eager for there to be even more to this story than what we’ve already given her.

“No.” I hear her gasp when I say the word. “There’s no drama here. Yes, Bronson. Together, every single day for the rest of our lives sounds so wonderful. Oh my God, yes!” The tears are pouring from my eyes and for once, I don’t stop them. I don’t care what I look like. I just care that I’m his and he’s mine. Forever. I drop to my knees and wrap my arms around him.
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He’s a star football player, and I’m nobody. There’s no way it could ever work. So why does it feel like he completes me?



 


I’ve never believed in love, but when my eyes catch his, my heart races. His breathy whisper kicks off feelings I’ve never known before. And I may be falling for him despite myself.



 


He insists we keep our relationship a secret, though. Afraid it might interfere with his career if word gets out. But what if there’s a solution? A way we can be wide open to all the world?



 


Should we go for it? Are we willing to give the whole nine yards to hold on to each other even if it changes everything?
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Want free stories and bonus chapters?

Want to learn about my new releases?

Want a sneak peek of what I'm working on?



 


Join my mailing list!



 


I promise I’ll never spam you or share your email address.



 


When you subscribe, you'll get access to bonus chapters and a full-length story. All for free.



 


Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.
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“Dancing on stage in front of a bunch of guys is one thing, but doing it while dressed like a girl and in heels? That’s totally different.”



 


The idea is ridiculous. No matter how much I need the money, I can’t perform at the club. Not dressed like a woman.



 


I only agree to dress up for him to prove how absurd this is. I want us both to laugh at how foolish I look. But when I brush the makeup on my face and smooth the dress around my body, my heart flutters. Now, we’re standing in his bedroom, just inches apart, and neither of us is laughing.



 


His stare burns through me. His hands slide down my arms and scorch my skin. Isn’t this what I always dreamed of? His fingers. His lips. On me. But I was never dressed like a woman in those fantasies. I never wanted to be his girl. So why can’t I stop thinking about that now?
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This BUNDLE contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Girls Series.



 


One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...



 


It all started with a request — no, an order. “You’re going to work for me.” They never knew it would lead to so much more. They never knew giving up control would change their lives forever. They never knew how much they would love it.
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DISCOVERING SIERRA

Dancing on stage in front of a bunch of guys is one thing, but doing it while dressed like a girl and in heels? That’s totally different.

 

FOREVER MADDIE

Matthew needs a new administrative assistant to replace the one he just fired. He doesn’t realize he’s the perfect woman for the job.

 

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

 

HER NEW DAUGHTER

Even as a grown man, Julian expects his mom to clean up his messes. But this time she’s had enough. And she knows a witch who can make him a brand new person.

 

HOMECOMING

My wife wants a daughter. But we’ve tried everything. There’s just no way…

 

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in the Injected Series. A new drug that transforms men into women has the power to change so many lives…

 

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

I need a part-time job. Quick. When I see the ad for a historical re-enactor, I know it’s perfect. I don’t know it will transform my life.

 

RENOVATED

After living with my outdated and broken kitchen for way too long, I finally hire someone to renovate it. The hot, muscular contractor wants to transform more than just the kitchen, though. Will I submit to the changes he has planned for me?

 

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.

 

THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES

It’s a clinic famous for turning ordinary women into hot trophy wives. But these men are about to find out that not every client started as a woman…
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ABOUT ME







I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watch the fun trouble they get into.



 


Subscribe to my mailing list, so you’ll always know about my new releases.



 


https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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