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   GETTING THE PART
 
   When struggling actor, Luke, realizes that the actresses in town are getting all the best opportunities, he decides to try out a new persona: Lacy. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER I
 
   I wasn’t even a quarter way through my audition when the casting director called out, “Okay, thanks so much for coming in, Luke.” She forced an awkward smile and then looked down at her notepad where she scribbled something or another. It was as if she was afraid to make eye-contact with me, knowing my heart had just been crushed.
 
   “Don’t you want me to finish?” I said, standing stupidly at the front of the room, in front of her and three people who didn’t bother to introduce themselves when I came into the room. As far as I knew, they had absolutely nothing to do with the movie. 
 
   “That’s alright, we’ve seen the important part,” she said. “Thanks for coming in.” The important part? I’d only read three lines, a grand total of eight words. She refused to look up from her notes, waiting for me to leave. So with my sides rolled up tightly in my fist, I left that room. I’d worked on those sides for weeks, memorizing and perfecting every single line. I tortured my friends, making them read the other part over and over and over again with me. But they were used to it.
 
   I’d lost count of my failed auditions. Well into the hundreds, I can only imagine. Of those hundreds, there had maybe been a dozen where I actually got to the end of the sides. I’d been called back three times. Zero parts. They say you get one success for every ten failures. Maybe they meant every thousand failures. Or maybe I was just a bad actor.
 
   I didn’t think I was a terrible actor. My teachers had always encouraged me to pursue acting. I was the top of my class in theatre school (where I still taught on weekends). The problem wasn’t my acting. It was me. I was a small, skinny, meek-looking guy. All these Hollywood movies were looking for Clark Kent lookalikes. They all wanted chiselled features, thick muscles, the perfect man. 
 
   I stepped out into the waiting room and looked around at all of the other actors, studying their lines before they went into the room for their big chance. Some of them I recognized, I’d seen them at dozens of other auditions. Some of them looked new. The new ones were the ones with shaking hands, eyes glued to their sides, trying desperately to control their breathing. The veterans, like me, were the ones sitting calmly with relaxed shoulders, waiting patiently.  One guy looked up at me and smiled. He looked like he belonged in an action movie, his neck nearly as thick as his head. He was probably going to get the part. Lucky son of a bitch, blessed with that manly figure.
 
   “Better luck next time, huh?” one of the regulars said to me with a half-grin. The other half was hopelessness. Because, like me, he never got any parts either. He wasn’t trying to be a dickhead. He knew we were in the same boat. I felt bad for him. He had bad skin and thin hair. Great actor though. But he’d never land a role. I don’t know why he bothered. Hell, he probably thought the same thing every time he looked at me: ‘There’s that little guy again, ready to fail another audition.’
 
   Further down the room were the girls, all beautiful, all out of my league. They were auditioning three female roles, but only one male role. Yet there were twice as many men in that room. I looked away from the girls in a desperate attempt to hide my jealousy. They were lucky but had no idea. They had great odds—exponentially better than ours (the men in the room). And every year, their odds got better. For whatever reason, men are more attracted to acting with age. Back when I was eighteen, just starting out, rooms would be loaded with young girls, all desperately auditioning for one or two small parts. Year after year, those girls grow up and give in. Only the dedicated ones stay in the game.
 
   Unlike the men, I recognized some of the girls from movies and shows—no huge stars, of course (not going out for those casting calls).  I’d seen the redhead sitting by the door in an episode of Law and Order. I think she got a three-episode arch. Not bad. The brunette by the window was in that new Avengers movie. She played a hotel receptionist with a few lines. Not the most glamorous role, but I’m sure it paid her bills and it looked good on her resume. What did I have on my resume? I had two seconds of screen-time in a toothpaste commercial, a few supporting roles in student films, and that was about all.
 
   “Ma’am, I need your information form before you go,” the little reception lady said behind me. “Ma’am.” It took me a moment to realize she was talking to me. I turned around and her expression dropped. “Oh my gosh, I’m sorry.” I could feel everyone looking up at me, their pity sinking deep into my soul. My cheeks turned red. “It’s just, from behind…” she said, and then stopped herself from making it worse. It wasn’t the first time, unfortunately. I had a friend tell me once that I had the body of a young Daryl Hanna, minus the tits. 
 
   The receptionist reached a form out for me to fill out. I put my sides down on the desk and took the form, filling it out quickly so I could escape the lingering embarrassment of being mistaken for a woman in a room full of very strong egos. Once the form was filled, I grabbed my sides and took off.
 
   “Good luck,” I said to the Law and Order girl as I slipped out of the building, headed towards the train that would bring me home.
 
   The life of an actor isn’t easy. I could hardly afford rent. I had no spare time. I worked two part-time jobs (I couldn’t work full-time because I needed the flexibility with all of the auditions I was bombing). The little spare time I did have was wasted learning lines I would never get to finish reading in front of the people that asked to hear them. The life of an actor is downright discouraging. Dustin Hoffman didn’t get his big break until he was thirty. I was in my forties now. When was my big break?
 
   At my apartment, I placed my things down on the table and then a gleam of canary caught my eye. On my sides, some of the lines had been highlighted with a yellow highlighter. I picked the papers up. They weren’t my sides at all. I must have grabbed someone else’s sides off of that desk while I was rushing to get out of there. The highlighted lines were for a character named Emma. On the back of the sides was the character description (usually agents sent out sides along with a character description). I read it.
 
   The character was way more interesting than the one I got to try out for. Hell, it was more interesting than 99% of the characters my agent sent me out for. Emma was an independent chick, out to find the murderer of her best friend, Kate. The role was third-billed. I had to read that again to believe it. They were auditioning a third-billed role? Usually the top ten roles were given to stars—stars who never had to audition. I couldn’t believe it. They were going to give a third-bill to a no-name, a girl off of the streets.
 
   It was a depressing realization, that I really did have the short end of the stick. These girls (most of whom couldn’t act their way out of a paper bag) didn’t know how lucky they were. I dropped the sides and went to my window, to look out at nothing. I couldn’t afford internet or cable, but I was used to the boredom. I could see in my reflection that my cheeks were still rosy from the receptionist’s faux pas. “Ma’am,” I could still hear her saying. 
 
   And then, staring out that window, I got an idea. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER II
 
   “Slate for the camera,” the casting director said as I stepped onto the tape X that marked where I was to deliver my lines. My heart was beating ferociously. I hadn’t practiced my new voice outside of my apartment. There was still no confirmation that I sounded even remotely feminine. The panel stared at me wide-eyed while I built up the courage to speak. “Your name and agency, please, Miss,” she said, tapping her finger against her little table. The red light of the camera was teasing me, getting under my skin.
 
   “Lacy Greene,” I said. “Unrepresented.”
 
   “Okay, whenever you’re ready, Lacy,” the casting director said, looking down at her notes and scribbling something. There was no sign from the panel yet that I’d screwed up, that my cover had been blown. So far, they all seemed none the wiser that I was actually a man. I had, after all, spent hours in front of the mirror, perfecting my makeup, hiding the clips of my hair extensions (and styling my hair on top of it), and getting my outfit just perfect. Hell, I spent more time getting my look down than I did memorizing my lines. It’s amazing, the things you take for granted as a man. Men wouldn’t believe how much time and effort it takes to get your eyeliner perfect, your eye-shadow just right. Contouring is a real pain in the ass, too.
 
   But I have to admit, picking out the outfit was surprisingly a lot of fun. There are insurmountably more options when you’re a woman. Instead of that lone rack at the back of the store, you have isles upon isles to look through. And, I never knew about this before, but some stores even have more inventory in the back for women. I had a shop girl come up to me and ask if I wanted to see what they had in the back room. The back room was bigger than the store, for crying out loud!
 
   I stole the extensions and the fake tits from the theater school where I worked. They were in a far back storage room under a stack of boxes and a pile of dust. They hadn’t been touched since the school put on all-male productions, back in the sixties. The extensions were pretty ghetto, but after a good shampooing, they looked fine. They even matched my hair colour without a dye, believe it or not.
 
   “Go ahead, Lacy,” the casting director said again after a deep sigh. I hadn’t even spoken a word and I was bombing the audition. My nerves were getting the better of me. I took a deep breath and then looked towards me reader. I read my first line, more focussed on my own voice, my own appearance, than the actual lines and the performance. 
 
   I was shocked when we got through the first page of the sides and no one had called ‘cut’. I was even more surprised when we made it to the end of the read without any interruption. “Okay, we’re going to go again,” the casting director said—a line I hadn’t heard in over a year, in nearly one hundred auditions. Going again was a good thing. Going again meant they wanted to see more from you. “This time, try to get under her skin more,” was my direction. “Whenever you’re ready.”
 
   I took a moment to take it all in. It was the furthest I’d come in so long, and from such a shitty read! Imagine what I could do with a good read, with a decent amount of preparation. My God, women don’t know how lucky they are. I did my second read, this time much more comfortably (though still a bit shaken). After I was done, the panel all shared glances and then the casting director said, “We’ll be in touch, thank you.” My heart was racing, soaring with warm excitement. ‘We’ll be in touch’ was a good thing to hear. Not like ‘Thanks for coming in.’ There’s nothing worse than ‘Thanks for coming in.’ I couldn’t fend the smile from my face as I walked towards the exit. I couldn’t help but notice the glaring eyes from one of the silent men in the room, sitting next to the casting director. He leaned over and whispered something into the casting director’s ear.
 
   I got the phone call the next morning. “Lacy? Are you able to come in for a call back with the director this afternoon?” I kept my composure until the moment I hung up the phone, then I celebrated, throwing my arms into the air, shrieking in joy. My celebration was short-lived. I needed to get ready. I needed to get back into my outfit, my alter-ego. I zipped into my bathroom and started to get ready. Foundation, contouring, eyeliner, eye-shadow, mascara, lipstick, blush—and that was just for the face. I decided to try out some new techniques, including a little flick with the eyeliner, which I thought made me look a little bit sexier. I have to admit, I was starting to enjoy the whole makeup process, getting into my character. It was like an incredible acting exercise, with much higher stakes. If I did a bad job, I would be exposed, humiliated. I had to pull the character off for my own reputation. 
 
   I did my lines in front of the mirror until it was time to leave. It was a fifteen block walk to the studio. Not an easy feat in high-heels, especially when you’ve never worn high-heels before. But it was a good introduction, and by the end of the walk, I had them down. I could see my reflection in a department store window across the street. I’m embarrassed to admit that I was nearly hit by a car while staring at myself. It was hard to look away—I actually looked really good. My legs, now shaved, looked fantastic with help from those heels. I even caught a few men staring at my legs and ass as I passed. Women are always complaining about men staring, but I couldn’t get enough of it. It filled me with a warm, fuzzy sensation that lingered inside of me all day, made me smile. Women really do get all the perks in life.
 
   When I got to the studio, I was surprised to see the waiting room was empty. Not even a receptionist behind the desk. There was a little sign that read, Please take a seat, so I did. I read over my sides, took a deep breath, and then picked a magazine up off of the waiting room table. I was careful not to pick up a sports magazine or one of the many hot-rod magazines, opting instead for a beauty and fashion magazine. If you’re going to embody the part, you have to go all the way. A few minutes later, the studio door opened and an older man with a salt and pepper beard poked his head out. “Lacy?” he said.
 
   I stood up. “Yes?”
 
   “Come on in.” He left the door open and retreated into the room. I took another deep breath, straightened my little outfit, and entered the room. It was a big room, bigger than the initial audition room, but it was just me and him, no casting director, no reader, no entourage. “My name’s Martin Daniels, I’m the director of the picture,” he said from his chair across the room.
 
   I nodded my head, not sure if that was my cue to introduce myself or what. But he already knew who I was, so I kept quiet. “It says here you’re unrepresented. Why’s that?” he said.
 
   “I haven’t found a good agent yet,” I said. I actually had a good agent, but I didn’t want him to know I was going out for roles that he didn’t find for me, roles that were designated for a woman.
 
   “I can recommend some, if you’d like,” he said.
 
   “Maybe—sure,” I said with a smile.
 
   “Take a seat,” he said, so I did. He looked down at a bundle of papers and the room became silent. I swear I could hear my heart beating dully against my ribcage. I tried to compose myself, but it was difficult. As a woman, there is so much more to be mindful of. Everything needs to be perfect, right down to every pleat of the skirt. As a man, you don’t need to worry about those things. Imperfections give you character. As a man, it’s all about confidence and acting chops—a whole different ballgame. 
 
   “Whenever you’re ready, go ahead,” he said, holding up a set of his own sides. I read and he read the other part in a somewhat distracting monotone voice. When we finished the read, he nodded his head and looked back down at his notes. He had a smile on his face and his cheeks were a shade of pink. “You’re a good actress, Lacy.”
 
   “Thank you,” I said with a combination of excitement and nerves rushing through my body.
 
   “What’s your availability like between December 15th and February 15th?” he asked.
 
   My heart jumped up into my throat. Was he about to offer me the role? Was my read really that good? That much better than the other girls? I bit my lip in a half-assed attempt to contain my excitement. “I can be free, no problem,” I said through the lump in my throat.
 
   “Let me ask you a question,” he said, his eyes connecting with mine. “How badly do you want this part?”
 
   I took a moment to think of the right answer. I didn’t want to look desperate but I didn’t want to look complacent either. I wanted him to know I was willing to give it everything I had, put in all the work. “Badly,” I said, still biting my lip.
 
   “Why don’t you show me how badly,” he said with a half-smirk on his face. His question pinged around my brain, processing. What was he asking? Was he asking what I think he was asking? It suddenly became clear why there was no one else at the studio, why Martin wasn’t sitting behind a desk but instead out in the open. This wasn’t a call-back, it was a booty call. 
 
   Or maybe I was just reading into it wrong. I mean, I’d heard of directors taking advantage of women, but I didn’t really believe it—I’d always assumed it was just failing actresses trying to garner some media attention, trying to peg their place on an always-changing map. “Excuse me, sir?” I said.
 
   “Prove to me you want this role,” he said, staring into my eyes, into my soul.
 
   “I really want this role,” I said awkwardly, my hands now clasped in my lap.
 
   He laughed. “Let’s put it this way. The role is yours if you can prove you’re committed to the part.” That smirk came across his face once again. There was no denying it. He wanted sex.
 
   I stood up and looked towards the door. I couldn’t possibly go through with what he was suggesting. Not only did I not have the pussy for him to fuck, I wanted to build a career off of my own acting chops, not by selling my body for roles. Then again, I’d changed my persona into that of a woman just for the sake of getting a role. I looked back at Martin, my golden opportunity, my shining chance. When would I get another chance like this one? Third-billed in a major Hollywood production. I would get to be on the big screen, my dream in life.
 
   But even if I wanted to go through with it—how could I? Like I said, I didn’t have the pussy for him to fuck. I didn’t have the tits for him to squeeze. As soon as he found out I was a dude, he would end me. He would find out my real identity and make sure I never worked in the film industry again. 
 
   “Lacy?” he said, raising his brow. 
 
   There was one other option—one way to ‘prove my commitment,’ as he liked to put it. I could go down on him, give him a blowjob, get him off in my mouth and not let him get any further than that. That way, he wouldn’t need to see that my tits weren’t real, that there was actually a cock between my legs. At worst, he would see the clips of my extensions on my head and think that I was actually a short-haired girl instead of a long-haired girl. Big deal. Nine times out of ten they slap a wig on every actress anyway. It’s easier on the hair department that way.
 
   I walked towards him, my heart somehow racing faster now than it had in recent memory. His smirk grew as I sunk down to my knees, between his now-spread legs. I slowly brought my hand up to his crotch. My hand was shaking, palm sweaty. Was I nuts? Was I actually going through with this? I brought my hand down to his bulge and began to rub through his pants. I could tell straight away he was big, and he was going to get bigger. I could feel it throbbing, beginning to push against his fly. “That’s a good girl,” he said before a deep, relaxed exhale. “Mind if I call you Emma?” he said. It was a nice reminder of why I was doing it—for the role. It was all for the role.
 
   I’d never sucked another man’s cock before. And aside from my own, I don’t think I’d ever even seen another man’s cock in person (aside from the flaccid lots in the various locker rooms). I carefully unzipped his fly, and then I hesitated. I could still turn away now, save my dignity, go back to being a male actor and pretend this never happened. I could chalk it up to a learning experience. Or, I could go through with it and get the role. I reached in and pulled out his cock.
 
   It was warm, hardening fast, and thick. I wrapped my fingers around it and began to caress its length. It grew, hardened, and throbbed. He exhaled deeply again. “Suck it, Emma,” he said but before I could consider his request, he placed his hand on the back of my head and brought me down to his warm, bulging cock. I opened my mouth and sunk my lips around his girth. He pushed me down deep, my nose nestling into his soft pubic hair. I sat there frozen with his cock in my mouth, not sure what to do next. My brain had shut off and my autonomous system refused to kick in.
 
   Was it really worth it? Was there really no other way?
 
   I began to bob my head up and down, sliding my lips along his bulging veins and the ridge of his bulbous tip. His cock became bigger, stretching my lips wide. What I couldn’t fit inside of my mouth, I stroked with my hand. I figured if I could get him off quickly, that would be best. I needed to get him off before he wanted into my pants—and so that this whole ordeal could be done with. But what if he wanted more during the film’s production? What if he wanted daily suck-offs? What if he eventually wanted to fuck me in the cunt (which didn’t exist)? I could figure all of that out later. One step at a time.
 
   I could feel him relaxing into his chair, his cock now rock-hard. I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum on my lips. I looked up. His eyes were closed and there was a smile glued to his face. There was no sign of him wanting to go any further anytime soon. I needed to work quickly. I tightened my grip and worked his shaft faster, pumping up and down with intensity. I worked my tongue in circles around his throbbing tip. He was moaning, head rolling slowly from side to side. “Oh, Emma,” he muttered under his breath. Emma—third-billed, big paycheque, my big breakthrough. I pumped harder, using my free hand to fondle his balls. He sunk lower into his chair. 
 
   “Come for me, baby,” I said.
 
   His fingers sunk deeper into my hair and his body became tense. He followed my command and, without warning, came deep in my throat. I gagged as his thick loads of white, gooey cum filled me up. I pulled back while he was still coming. One of his groaning blasts pegged me in the eye. I’d gotten him off quickly—apparently I was pretty good at sucking cock, a skill I would have never known, in a thousand years, that I possessed. He took a few deep breaths, that smile still on his face. “You’ve got the part. I’ll have our assistant director get in touch with you with the script.” He stood up and did up his pants. “I’m looking forward to working with you,” he said with a nod, motioning me towards the door. 
 
   And just like that, I was on my way home, with the biggest role of my lifetime, eager to read the script.
 
   It came to my e-mail that night. The movie was tentatively called Hard Kill. It was actually a really good script, full of action. I was really enjoying it up until I reached the topless scene: my topless scene.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER III
 
   It wasn’t the most extravagant topless scene—nothing crude or disrespectful. I was just supposed to slip out from my bed (in my panties) and slip on a shirt before answering a knock at the door in the middle of the night. Easy enough—for someone who actually had tits. I didn’t have tits because I was still just a flat-chested man. I stared at that page in the script for far too long, wondering what I could do. I could ask for a body double—that was an option. Of course, there was no guarantee I would get one. There was even a chance that they would say ‘screw that’ and just hire an actress willing to show her tits.
 
   An even more outrageous idea crossed my mind: I could get a fake set of tits—implants. They’re reversible, right? Besides, the wardrobe department might want to put me in outfits with some cleavage. You can’t fake cleavage with toilet paper stuffed into a bra. I could have hired a prosthetics effects company to make me a fake set, custom fitted to my body, but that would be a lot of money for no guarantee. The last thing I wanted was to make one wrong move and have my tits fall to the floor in front of a crew of one hundred people. God, that would be embarrassing. Not to mention, I would have to do all of the blending by myself, every single day. That wasn’t going to happen. Implants were starting to seem like the only option.
 
   I started to feel nauseous. I’d come too far to turn around now. I’d landed the role—the biggest of my life—and I’d sucked a guy off. I couldn’t just call it quits now. No way.
 
   As crazy as the idea was, I found myself researching local plastic surgeons. Unsurprisingly (it was California, after all), there were tons of surgeons in my area, specializing in implants and male-to-female gender reassignment surgeries. The cost was frighteningly affordable, and some had availability that week.
 
   Near the end of the script was a sex scene. It was under covers and my genitals would be hidden, but they would almost certainly want to see my tits—which meant seeing my tits bouncing. Prosthetics were out of the question. Getting a body double for that was both unlikely and risky. I had no choice. I needed to get the implants.
 
   I called and booked an appointment. I was a stuttering mess on the phone with the doctor’s receptionist. It was the craziest thing I’d ever done, and that was saying something, seeing as I’d blown a Hollywood director dressed as a woman for a role in a film just the day before. 
 
   Suffice to say, I didn’t sleep at all leading up to my appointment. I was constantly flip-flopping, second guessing myself. After my surgery, I would practically be a woman. They even gave me hormone pills to start taking, which would make my face and body hair stop growing. Was it worth it? 
 
   “Are you sure you want to go through with this?” the doctor asked as the anaesthesiologist entered the room. Apparently I was shaking and sweating quite a bit, looking far from sure of my decision. And I wasn’t totally sure of my decision—it was absolutely crazy, after all. But I couldn’t see any other option. I didn’t want to go back to being a failed, wannabe actor, going out to hopeless audition after hopeless audition. “I’m sure,” I said, and a minute later, everything was black.
 
   I woke up with tits—a modest pair of B-cups that actually complimented my body quite nicely. “You should stay in bed for at least a week,” the doctor said, so I did. It was a blessing really, as I had an entire 120-page script I needed to memorize, and with my lack of internet and cable, it turned out to be a distraction-free week. “Stay in bed as much as you possibly can,” he said, and I did my best, though it was hard not to get up and check myself out in the mirror.
 
   Damn, I looked good. I didn’t know I could be capable of looking so good. Even without makeup, I was sexy. The scars beneath my tits were hardly noticeable (and the doctor said they would fade almost completely within a few weeks with proper care). I turned to look at my profile and realized I really was born with a woman’s body—the way my perky butt curved out and my lower back curved in. My ‘small male figure’ turned out to be an ‘ideal female figure’. Go figure.
 
   By the time the first day of production rolled around, my chest was healed, and it looked great. The more and more I looked at myself in the mirror, the more I considered going one step further, getting the full surgery—having them turn my cock into a pussy. Was it really such a wild notion? I was already committed enough to change my hormones, to get the fake breasts—why not go that one last little step? The thought got me a little bit excited but extremely nervous. Once I did that, there would be no turning back. I don’t know that I was ready to go quite that far.
 
   The star of the film was Jack Devine, one of the hottest stars in Hollywood. I almost didn’t believe my eyes when I saw him walk onto set with that Starbucks coffee in hand, his blonde hair blowing gently with the wind, his chiselled jawline even more incredible in person. I was going to get to kiss Jack Devine. I was going to have movie-sex with Jack Devine. I bit my lip and then I shook my head. 
 
   What had come over me? Was I actually excited to lock lips with another man, or was I just starstruck? I needed to stay professional. I needed to keep my cool and fit in. We were, after all, going to be spending two months on set together. The last thing I wanted to do was make him feel uncomfortable.
 
   The first few days of shooting went well. I only had a couple of small scenes with a few lines. The rest of my time was spent at the craft services table, snacking on the expensive assortments of cured meats and cheeses. One of the executive producers came up to me and politely asked me to stop eating. He said, “another wardrobe fitting is not in the budget.” A bit crude, but understandable. They had forty-million dollars invested in the film. They probably didn’t want their lead actress plumping up and ruining everything. So I kept my distance from the craft service table from that point on.
 
   It was day five that I had my topless scene. The assistant director told everyone on the crew, “If you don’t need to be here, leave.” It’s called a ‘closed set’ whenever there is sensitive material, like a topless scene or a sex scene, or if an actor needs some space for a really intense performance. 
 
   There were plenty of closed sets with Jack Devine. He was what they call a ‘method actor’, which means he preferred to become his character for the duration of the production to add realism to his performance. After all, he did have a reputation for being somewhat intense on set. Supposedly he once threw the sound guy’s boom pole at a grip who stepped into his light. He put the grip in the hospital. Jack Devine took his acting very seriously. 
 
   He didn’t talk to me much—only the occasional “hello” in the mornings, and of course whatever lines we had together in the film. He didn’t like to rehearse, and once we would finish a scene, he would rip the page out from his script and throw it away.
 
   The other women on the set swooned over Jack. If you think he’s handsome on the big screen, you should see him in real life—it’s almost indescribable. He has a sort of energy about him, an aura of confidence that just makes your heart melt every time he’s near you. He practically glows when he walks into a room. You can’t not look at him whenever he’s around. I suppose he was a super-star for a reason.
 
   It was the third week on set, the day before our sex scene, when I was walking past him and he grabbed my ass. He gave it a good squeeze, making me jump into the air. I had the urge to slap him but I resisted. Instead, I just turned to him, wide-eyed and speechless. “We need to talk,” he said and then he turned towards his trailer, motioning for me to follow. He wasn’t exactly giving me any options, and he didn’t bother looking back to make sure I was actually following. He just assumed. He always got what he wanted.
 
   His trailer was much nicer than mine, not that mine wasn’t great. He had his own spread of snacks and his own stocked fridge and a king-sized bed and so on and so on. He closed the door behind me. “You’re looking good, darling. Are you ready for tomorrow?” he asked.
 
   I nodded my head. It was the most he’d talked to me off-camera before. And still, three weeks into production, I was still nervous to be around him, still starstruck. He was still The Jack Devine.
 
   “I want it to look real tomorrow. I want it to look raw, you know what I’m saying?” he said. “I don’t want any of that soap opera, gentle bullshit. Got it?”
 
   I nodded again. 
 
   “You ever do a sex scene before?” he asked. I had, back in theatre school, but it was nothing worth mentioning—not to mention, I was the man in the scene. I’d never been a woman in a sex scene before. I’d never even had sex as a woman before. My plan was essentially to just wing it. Before I could respond, he said, “You’re green, I get it, nothing wrong with being green. It doesn’t matter if you’ve done a thousand sex scenes or none—as long as you sell it, got it?”
 
   “Got it,” I said, smiling through my nervousness. 
 
   He grabbed me by the waist and pulled me close. I became tense. “Get out of your head,” he said. I tried to relax, but it was difficult. I wasn’t wearing my dancing belt (which I needed to keep my bulge pressed and hidden between my legs), and I didn’t want him to catch onto my big secret—especially not right before our big day together. “It’s a moment of passion,” he said. “There’s no tension in passion. Nothing else exists but me. There’s no camera guy, no director, no crew, just you and me. Got it?” His hands started to explore my body, testing me. “I’ll lead tomorrow. All you need to do is relax.” I began to relax. He was strong, overpowering, domineering. “Relax, Emma,” he said. Method actors always use character names instead of real names.
 
   I began to melt into his arms as he explored my body. His fingers ran through my hair, down my sides, firmly squeezing my butt, caressing my thighs, grabbing my cock. He froze and his eyes became wide. Mine were quick to follow. In the three weeks I’d been on set, I’d managed to forget I wasn’t actually a woman. Now, he’d discovered my cock and I was doomed. “You—You’re a man?” he said taking a step back, releasing my cock quickly from his grip. 
 
   “I can explain,” I said, but I really couldn’t. My explanation would do nothing to settle his mind and I couldn’t invent a reasonable lie on the spot. It didn’t matter anyway because he didn’t want to hear an explanation. He turned away from me. “Get out,” he said.
 
   “Jack,” I said.
 
   “Get out,” he said firmly, so I followed the command. I didn’t see him for the rest of the day. He only came out of his trailer when it was time to shoot his scenes, and I made sure I wasn’t around for those, afraid the sight of me would take him out of character and I would end up in the hospital from a boom pole to the face. 
 
   Every time someone went into his trailer, my heart would sink into my gut. I waited for them to come out, search me out, and fire me. Would Jack tell on me? Would he demand a new co-star and reshoots? The more and more I thought about it, the worse I realized my situation was. My reputation was totally doomed—not just my reputation as Lacy, but as Luke as well.
 
   But no one said anything to me on the subject. Either Jack was keeping the news all to himself, or people were just good at playing dumb. The second assistant director handed me a call sheet for the next day and the sex scene was up first.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER IV
 
   Jack was late to set the next morning. No one knew why, except for me. He missed blocking, so we went ahead and blocked with his stand-in. Once the lighting guys were finished with their lighting setup, Jack was still MIA. The second and third assistant directors were endlessly on the phone, trying to reach Jack’s room at the hotel. He wasn’t picking up. There was a cold sensation in my chest—I’d fucked everything up. Forty-million dollars were put into this picture, and I was sinking it single-handedly. 
 
   But just before the crew moved onto a different scene, Jack walked onto the set. No one knew where he came from. His driver was out looking for him, along with half of the production staff. He was wearing nothing but a bathrobe, and I could tell by the swinging bulge at his crotch that he wasn’t wearing any underwear or any dancing belt. “Let’s do this,” he said coldly, walking straight past me, headed right for the bed. I was slow to follow, scared of what Jack might do. Was he going to reveal me to everyone? Humiliate me publically? Or was he going to be a professional and act as though nothing was awry. I had a bad feeling it was going to be the former.
 
   “Get into the bed, Lacy,” Martin said as he walked towards his monitors. I took a deep breath and headed towards the bed where Jack was already under the covers. I slipped under next to him. He didn’t look at me. His eyes were closed and he was breathing deeply.
 
   “Let’s get a closed set, people!” the assistant director called out, and the grips and the electrics and the makeup girls and the art people all left. It became silent. “Do you guys want a rehearsal, or should we go straight to picture?” he asked us.
 
   “—Straight to picture,” Jack said plainly. I wasn’t consulted. It didn’t matter. I wanted to go straight to picture, too. I wanted to nail it in one take and be done with it, put it all behind me.
 
   “Alright, let’s lock it up and roll sound!” the assistant director yelled.
 
   “Sound’s speeding!” the mixer called back.
 
   “Scene seventy-six alpha, take one,” said the second assistant camera.
 
   “Mark it!” the camera operator called out.
 
   “Quiet on set!” the assistant director yelled and the room became mute.
 
   “Frame!” said the camera operator. Jack took off his bathrobe and dropped it next to the bed, out of the camera’s frame of vision.
 
   There was a moment of silence, and then Martin called out, “Action!”
 
   Jack rolled on top of me and looked me in the eyes. There was anger in those eyes. There was probably nothing but fear in mine. After a moment he leaned down and began to kiss my neck. The day before Jack told me that all I needed to do was relax and he would do the rest, but I’d never been so tense in my entire life. And I could tell that was pissing him off, too. “Relax,” he whispered into my ear, so I took a deep breath. 
 
   But it just wasn’t happening. All I could think was, at any moment, he was going to pull away the covers and pull away my dancing belt to reveal my true self. I could only picture the humiliation—nothing else. Relaxing was out of the question.
 
   Jack’s hands began to explore my body. I explored his with my own hands, but everything I did felt forced. I tried kissing him on the neck, but it just seemed wrong, like it was making him uncomfortable, having a man kiss his neck. With a loud grunt, he squeezed my tits, probably trying to get something of his own going, trying to force himself into the moment. I don’t know if it was working or not. 
 
   Martin was silent, but I don’t know if that was a good or a bad thing. He was usually quick to yell cut when something was going wrong.
 
   “Relax,” Jack said again, but him saying it over and over was doing nothing for me. I was just doomed to be tense through the whole take. I was in my own head.
 
   Jack must have had enough, because he reached down between my legs and started to massage my cock. A jolt ran through my body and my eyes opened wide. Was he actually massaging my cock? Was he really this determined to make me relax? He kissed me on the lips. I didn’t kiss back at first, totally frozen in shock, but after a moment, I surrendered. He was a good kisser. Every woman on the planet would have died to be in my place. He was Jack Devine, after all. And Jack Devine was well-hung. I could feel his big, warm member against my thigh.
 
   He managed to get my dancing belt down near my knees and was now massaging my bare cock. And my God, I was getting hard. A panic ran through me as I considered the possibility once again that this was all a setup. Now that my cock was out, all he had to do was rip off the covers and everyone would see my hard-on. My heart was racing. He had my whole girth in his firm grip, our lips still locked. Our tongues wrapped together. Martin was still silent.
 
   “Relax,” Jack whispered again and I took another deep breath. But I had no idea what was coming next. His cock was rock-hard, throbbing warmly between my legs. He shimmied my legs open, spreading them wide under those covers. Then, he shimmied himself forward and I felt the gigantic member press up against my asshole. Once again, I froze in a complete panic.
 
   What could I do? Push him away? Call cut? The very last thing I wanted to do was to make Jack mad, for so many reasons—the biggest of which was my stiff erection that was just a sheet of fabric away from being seen by some of the most powerful people in Hollywood. 
 
   He pushed in. God, it hurt. He was too big for my little butthole. I could feel my anus stretching wide as he sunk in deeper. I wanted to scream, to squirm, to cringe, but I couldn’t—it would ruin the scene. I needed to stay in character. “Relax,” he said yet again. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. Just fake it, I told myself over and over. 
 
   He pushed in deeper, his soft mane of pubic hair pressing up against my ball sack. I was filled tight, filled completely. He started to thrust himself in and out of me, unrelenting, with swift movements. He wanted raw, he was getting it—or at least I was getting it. I was losing my anal virginity on camera, to be shown to millions of people around the world in a major Hollywood motion picture. I couldn’t help but wonder if anyone in the room could tell we weren’t faking it, that Jack’s cock was actually deep inside of my body.
 
   He began thrusting faster and faster, his hand still gripping my swelling dick firmly. I could feel my body melting into the mattress. Jack’s plan was working—I was starting to relax, to drift away from the cameras and the microphones and the crew and the director. There was only me and Jack and Jack’s giant throbbing cock in that room. 
 
   He squeezed my tits. God—nothing in the world feels better than a strong man squeezing your tits. It’s a shame men will never know that simple pleasure! 
 
   “Fuck!” I heard myself cry aloud and then I started coming in his fist. He didn’t let go. He continued to beat my cock relentlessly while pumping my ass raw. My head rolled to the side and out of the corner of my eye, I could see the glisten of the camera lens. I was coming on camera, with fake tits bouncing up and down, in a major Hollywood movie—how crazy of a turn my life had taken in just a couple of months!
 
   Jack grunted loudly, pushed in powerfully, and then I felt it: his warm, blasting cum filling my backdoor fuckhole full. I sunk my fingernails into his skin. Shit, it felt amazing. That feeling alone nearly made me come a second time. 
 
   A moment later, he was slumped back down, our lips locked once again, his cock sliding slowly out from my body. He looked into my eyes and smiled and I realized I’d just been fucked by arguably the most handsome and famous celebrity on the planet.
 
   “Great! Cut! Circle that take and let’s move on,” Martin yelled out and the crew began to take down the lights. 
 
   Jack never revealed my secret to anyone, as far as I know. Maybe he felt as though he got his revenge, fucking me in the ass on camera, or maybe he was actually okay with me, with the rod that I was packing between my thighs. Whatever the reason, we finished shooting and no one (with the exception of Jack) found out about my identity. 
 
   Within days of wrapping production, I had agents calling me constantly, begging to represent me. I had producers sending me scripts, trying to attach me to major projects. I can’t tell you how many times I convinced myself I was dreaming and that I would wake up at any moment. Hell, I’m still waiting to wake up, still not entirely convinced I haven’t been dreaming.
 
   It was two weeks before the film’s release date when I got a message saying I needed to come to the studio to redo a quick shot. I was excited to see everyone again for the first time in months. I called a cab to have me brought to the studio and I arrived early.
 
   But the studio was empty, except for that bed in the middle of the room—the bed where Jack and I made love on camera. There were no cameras in the room, no lights, no sound gear, no craft service tables, nothing. Just the bed and the vast, open space. “Hey,” a voice said behind me and I quickly turned around. It was Jack. “You made it,” he said.
 
   “Where is everyone?” I asked.
 
   “Everyone’s here,” he said with a smirk. “Shall we get started?” His hands found my hips, his lips found my neck, and he brought me down to the bed.
 
   THE END
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