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    HIS PERSONAL CUTIE 
 
    Ryan is a passionate actor who loves a good acting challenge. So when his friend Bobby asks if he will get dressed up and play the role of his girlfriend to get some guys at school off of his back, Ryan jumps on the opportunity. If Ryan can pull this gig off, he can pull anything off. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I will admit that I was a bit excited when Bobby asked me to pose as his girlfriend for a few days to get some of his classmates off of his back—not because I fantasized about dressing up like a woman or spending an hour in the bathroom flat-ironing my hair, but because I was an actor and it was one of the greatest acting challenges I’d ever been presented with. I loved a good acting challenge, and since the summer production of Hamlet, in which I played Laertes, I hadn’t had a chance to put my acting chops to the test. Since then, aside from a chewing gum commercial, I’d done nothing at all.  
 
    Bobby looked surprised when I said yes to his proposition—maybe because I didn’t hesitate for even a second. He stared at me curiously for a moment, as if I was pulling his leg, and then he said, “Seriously?”  
 
    “Absolutely. It sounds like a blast. When can I start?” I asked, and he gave me that curious look again.  
 
    A bunch of guys in Bobby’s university classes had started picking on him in such a juvenile way: calling him gay, putting pictures of buff, naked men on his lab locker, that kind of stuff, and it all started after he rejected Tessa, a girl who asked him out on a date.  
 
    Tessa was a pretty good-looking girl, and it was the rejection that made everyone realize that Bobby had never been seen with a woman before—so of course, he must have been gay. “I just wasn’t interested,” he told me, and I believed him. Bobby had always been picky with girls, and he had peculiar taste. There was a period when we were still in high-school that I started to wonder if he was gay, so I asked him why he never talked to girls. He ended up telling me there was a girl he liked, Marla Evans. Marla was cute enough: a shy, petite redhead who never said much of anything to anyone. People always thought Marla and I were brother and sister, because we both had red hair.  
 
    “Why don’t you ask her out?” I remember asking him. 
 
    “I don’t want to bother her,” he said. Eventually they did start hanging out, but then she moved away shortly after to another state, and that was the last I ever heard of her, from Bobby and everyone else. Bobby never seemed too broken up over it, but he was a quiet, composed guy, so it was impossible to tell, really.  
 
    Besides me, Bobby didn’t have too many friends. He didn’t want too many friends. He liked spending his nights by himself, with a book and a radio and nothing else. He liked going to movies alone and sometimes he even went camping alone. He’d never cared about what people said about him before, “So why do you care so much about what everyone thinks all of a sudden?” I asked.  
 
    “I don’t care, but I screwed up,” he said. “When everyone started grilling me about Tessa, I had to tell them something. I said I already had a girlfriend. It got them off of my back, at least for a little while. Now they don’t believe me. Why don’t they believe me?” he asked. 
 
    “Because you lied?” 
 
    “I know., I know. It’s so annoying,” he said.  
 
    He only needed me for long enough to prove to everyone that he wasn’t a liar, even though he technically was a liar. It was a white lie—it didn’t hurt anyone and it got everyone off of his back. I had no issues with it, and I was happy he trusted me to help him. I was also happy to have the chance to really put my acting skills to the test.  
 
    Bobby knew I was capable of pulling off the whole woman thing. He’d seen me in drag before, doing the voice and all that, in various skits I did with a comedy troupe I was part of a couple of years before. It was an all-male comedy troupe, so occasionally we would play chicks. Whenever we needed a really convincing girl, they would pick me. If it was more of a comic-relief thing, one of the other guys got the role. In fact, Bobby was the assistant director and occasional writer of the troupe, and he was the one that always suggested I play the girls when they were needed. Sometimes he even wrote female roles for me because I was able to pull them off so convincingly. 
 
    I came to Bobby the next day with a Pinterest board of ideas. He looked at me with that increasingly familiar curious gaze. I’d picked out different outfit styles, makeup styles, and hair styles. “How long did you spend making this?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know—a few hours last night. I also worked on a few different inflections—we can run through those later.” The first and most important part of any role is research. My acting coach once told me that the difference between a good actor and a bad one is whether or not they really understand what they’re talking about. I did a lot of research, more than I told Bobby about. I spent hours just researching shoe and purse designers. I learned the difference between caged, platform, stiletto, and pump heels, and I made sure I was familiar with the defining characteristics of the different designers. Christian Louboutin’s trademark was his red soles.  
 
    “I just need you to show up, be around a few times when the other guys are around, and that’s it. Let’s not make a big production out of this,” Bobby said. 
 
    “But what if they ask me questions? What if their girlfriends are with them and they want to chat? We need to nail down all of the details, otherwise you’re going to look even more foolish,” I said. I watched his expression drop and his face flush. He hadn’t considered the possibility of the whole thing backfiring—and it wouldn’t take much to backfire. Just a little slip—verbal or wardrobe. Even if they didn’t find out I was a man, it wouldn’t take much investigating to find out I wasn’t really Bobby’s girlfriend.  
 
    “Maybe this was a bad idea. Let’s forget I ever suggested it,” Bobby said. 
 
    “No, no! We’re going to pull this off, Bobby, don’t you worry. We’ll get those guys off of your back and we’ll make you into a legend. Everyone’s going to wish they were you—I promise.” 
 
    “I don’t want everyone to wish they’re me. I just…” He didn’t finish his sentence. 
 
    “You just want them to leave you alone, I get it. That’s fine, and we’ll do it.” 
 
    “Ryan, I’m sorry but I don’t think this is a good idea. Let’s just forget about it. Everyone else will drop it after a few weeks, I’m sure. But thanks for offering to help—I really appreciate it.” That was all he said to me before he left for the evening.  
 
    But I wasn’t okay with just giving up like that. I was determined to put an end to Bobby’s suffering, and I was determined to take a stab at one of the greatest acting challenges ever. And it really was the greatest challenge—there were real stakes. If I failed, I wasn’t simply looking at a slew of bad reviews, I was gambling with my reputation and Bobby’s. Marlon Brando used to sit down next to strangers and he would start chatting with them. After a little bit of back-and-forth, he would start reciting his lines for whatever he was working on, and his goal was to keep the stranger from finding out he was running lines and not just having a conversation. Sometimes people thought he was crazy when he started going off about his daughter’s wedding, but no one ever realized he was acting. A true legend. 
 
    But Marlon Brando never tried to fool strangers into believing he was a woman—that was a whole new level of acting, and I knew it would make me a greater actor and artist in the end. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I spent the night looking through my Pinterest board, adding in new photos that caught my interest. I was trying to build a character. Every element that I added to my character had to meet a few different criteria.  
 
    First, it needed to be a quality that Bobby would actually go for. I knew for a fact he didn’t like girls with facial piercings or tattoos. Luckily I had neither. I knew he liked redheads, because the only girl I ever saw him talk to was a redhead. My hair wasn’t long enough, so I was going to need a wig. He liked girls with blue eyes, and luckily I already had blue eyes, which meant I didn’t need to buy a set of colour contacts. 
 
    Second, the choices I made had to feel at least somewhat natural. It was a tough role I was undertaking, so I needed to feel at least a little bit comfortable in my choices. I always hated those jean thongs that so many girls wear out in public, so I kept those off of my list, and I always found the idea of earrings uncomfortable, so I made sure not to create any outfits that needed earrings to bring everything together. I didn’t mind the idea of a belly-button piercing, and I’d always wanted to run my hands through my own long hair, so getting a nice, long wig was going to be important.  
 
    Third, I needed to be sexy. It would have been easy just to throw a baggy hoodie over my body, put on a pair of glasses, and cover my face with a messy wig—but I didn’t want Bobby’s classmates to go from thinking he was gay to thinking he had bad taste in women. I wanted them to be jealous. The best revenge is a good dose of jealousy.  
 
    I was trained in the Meisner technique, and Meisner trained actors must become their characters. Everything needs to be natural, because there is no line reading as a Meisner actor, there is just speaking. You must completely do away with all notions of your former self while you become the character. If I was going to call Bobby my boyfriend, I needed to believe that he was my boyfriend. If I was going to talk shoes with one of his classmates, I needed to believe that I liked shoes. The Meisner technique involves a lot of lying to yourself, but when you lie enough about one thing, it starts to become a reality. I do love shoes. I love shoes so much. I wish I had a pair of Louboutins.  
 
    My first stop was at the wig store downtown. I walked in and walked right up to the counter. On the back wall were all the different wigs—wigs of every length and colour. Curly wigs, straight wigs, wavy wigs, you name it, they had it. The woman working looked up at me. “Men’s styles are on that wall over there,” she said, but I ignored her. Why was she telling me where the men’s styles were? I was a woman. I gave her a dirty look and then I watched her eyes grow wide.  
 
    “I’ll take that one there,” I said, pointing to a long redhead wig. It was straight with tones of copper, orange, and light brown. The woman bagged it for me and I paid the bill.  
 
    My next stop was at the women’s underwear store. I needed to start from the core. I couldn’t simply slip some girl clothes over my boxers and call it a day—I needed to be able to feel the snug embrace of the satin and lace. I needed to have different options that I needlessly matched with my outfits, the way women tended to do. No, there was no point in having a pair of panties to match your shoes unless you planned on getting down and dirty (and even then, it was superfluous), but it was important to get into that mindset. “Shopping for your girlfriend?” the store clerk asked. I gave her a dirty look, too. 
 
    “For myself. Do you have this bra in my size? Preferably padded.” 
 
    “Um, I can get your measurements and then I can go look in the back,” she said. She looked over at her co-worker friend, who looked equally as perplexed. She measured my chest. It would have been easy to become flustered and embarrassed, but that’s the biggest challenge of the Meisner technique—staying out of your head. You have to remain in the moment and in character, despite any embarrassments, despite whether a whole film crew is staring at you or just the minimum-wage workers at the underwear store.  
 
    The woman returned with a few different bra options, all padded, all my size. Some were colourful, but I wasn’t a colourful-bra kind of chick. I liked the simple white lace option, and the black option in the same style. I took both, and I found panties that matched. I bought a thong for good measure, because every girl should own at least one thong. Before leaving, the lingerie section of the store caught my eye and I found myself browsing.  
 
    I could feel the employees watching me. That embarrassment I’d tried so hard to suppress was creeping in, but I pushed it away. I had to stay true to the Meisner technique. I had to learn to stay out of my head no matter what the circumstances were. It was the whole reason this becoming a woman for a few days thing was such an amazing opportunity.  
 
    I had no intention of ever wearing any of the lingerie, but I felt like I needed to own it. I felt like I couldn’t be my character—who was a bit sexy, a bit bubbly, and a bit flirty—without owning a pair of white stockings and a little white teddy. If I didn’t own those things, I would just be lying to myself, and I wouldn’t be immersed in my character. It is absolutely necessary for a Meisner-trained actor to immerse themselves in their character, otherwise the performance isn’t genuine.  
 
    At the end of the day, when I finally returned home from the mall, I did my best to not get hung up on the fact that I’d just emptied half of my bank account into clothes I would only wear once or twice—some I may never wear at all. I had to ignore it because it was vital, not just because I needed wardrobe but because dropping large sums of money on clothes is, in a way, a female right of passage. If I was going to be Bobby’s cutie girlfriend, I needed to be the part, and Bobby’s cutie girlfriend would drop half of her bank account on clothes without batting an eyelash.  
 
    It dawned on me that I didn’t have a name. What about Sandy? No, Sandy wouldn’t be a redhead. What about Laureen? No, that sounded too dated. Jenna? Too porn-ish. Amber? I liked Amber. The more I thought about it, the more I felt like it suited me. Amber King. I liked the name. It sounded like I could be a famous actress, playing superheroes in blockbuster movies. Amber King. The more I said it aloud, the more I liked it. “Hi, I’m Amber,” I said to myself in the mirror as I got my wig on just right. “Hey, I’m Amber. Amber King.” I tested out different inflections. 
 
    The wig looked good, and I probably could have gotten away with just the wig, the clothes, and a touch of makeup—that’s all I would have done for our skits—but I needed to go further. I wasn’t just trying to fool an audience from afar. I was going to be up close and personal, improvising, and I had to be convincing. I spent a good thirty minutes in front of the mirror plucking my eyebrows, shaping them carefully. If you take a picture of a man and a picture of a woman and you put them side by side, you’ll see that the biggest difference between the genders is the eyebrows. Sure, most guys had broader jawlines and most women had softer features, but it wasn’t true in all cases. For instance, I had soft features and a soft jawline. Even my Adam’s apple wasn’t terribly noticeable. But with the eyebrows thinned out and shaped just right, the look was just right. You could have put my picture right next to any girl’s and anyone would have struggled to pick the man out of the lot.  
 
    I stripped down naked. It was time for hair removal. I thought about simply shaving my legs, and then I thought, What would Sanford Meisner do? I needed to do a full shave—arms, legs, chest, pits, even my crotch. I decided to shave a cute little heart above my cock, because that’s what Amber would have done—and it’s what Amber did. I tucked my cock and balls between my legs and I stood in front of the mirror. The illusion was frighteningly feminine.  
 
    A Russian filmmaker named Lev Kuleshov once edited a small film where he showed a shot of an actor followed by a different image that the actor was supposedly looking at. In one image, he showed a baby in a casket, and the actor looked sad. In another, he showed a beautiful woman on a bed, and the actor looked excited, and in another, he showed a bowl of soup, and the actor looked hungry—at least that’s how the audience thought the actor looked. It was the same exact shot of the actor. Audiences refused to believe it because they were sure the expression had changed from shot to shot. They call it the Kuleshov effect.  
 
    With my wig, my soft, smooth skin, my cock tucked between my thighs, and my meticulously shaped eyebrows, it looked like I had breasts—small breasts, but breasts nonetheless. I reached up and cupped them and gave them a little lift. It looked like I was playing with my own set of A-cups. I smiled.  
 
    I hadn’t even gotten into the makeup or the clothes that I’d bought. “Hey, have you seen Bobby anywhere?” I asked myself in the mirror. The voice was becoming more and more natural. I couldn’t wait to show myself off in front of Bobby’s classmates. I couldn’t wait to have them swooning over me, throwing themselves at me, begging Bobby for forgiveness. Hey Bobby, do you want to come to our party this weekend? Say—why don’t you bring that girlfriend of yours? What’s her name? Amber King. Yeah, bring her, it’ll be fun. 
 
    I got into my white lacy bra, but I felt like it was missing something. The pads gave the illusion of a decent bust, but it was missing that mouth-watering boob-jiggle. I went to my computer to do some more research. I found a little tutorial on how to create fake breast inserts that fit into the slots designed for pads. Just plop the pads out and slip in little Ziploc bags filled with gelatin. I double bagged the gelatin so there wouldn’t be any accidents, but sure enough, the effect was convincing. I did a little jump and I watched my tits bounce and then jiggle slightly as they settled into place. I cupped them gently and gave them a squeeze. It was so realistic, it made me wonder how many girls I’d seen in public with gelatin under their bras.  
 
    I slipped on a pair of panties and then I slipped into one of the dresses I’d bought. It was a perfect fit, and the soft satin felt so nice against my skin. Why couldn’t men’s clothing feel this soft? Why did we get stuck with cheap cotton and rough denim and nothing else? Where was our satin? Even the panties felt way nicer than my boxers, the soft fabric hugging my cock and balls firmly in place. The only downside was that my package slipped out a few times, so I was going to have to be careful when I was out in public.  
 
    It was getting late, so I finished my night with a quick makeup test. I went simple, just a touch of eyeliner, some light eye-shadow, a nude lipstick, and a dab of eyebrow filler. I knew there was so much more I could do, and would do when the time came, but for now I was satisfied. I was looking at a woman in the mirror. I’d successfully become a lady—I’d become Amber King. Until my duty with Bobby was finished, I would be Amber King.  
 
    I slept that night in nothing but my panties and I dreamed in lace.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Bobby didn’t know who I was when I took the seat next to him in his chemistry class. He looked over at me briefly and then looked back down at his textbook, his cheeks red. It was still a few minutes before class started, and the classroom was mostly empty. “Aren’t you going to say hi?” I said with a little smirk.  
 
    He looked up at me and forced a smile. “Hi,” he said, “How are you?” 
 
    “I’m good—happy to see you,” I said.  
 
    He looked at me with a slight tilt of his head, and then said, “Sorry, do we know each other?” 
 
    I gave him a playful shove. “Oh c’mon, don’t be like that,” I said. His cheeks turned even redder, and then his face flushed completely as he realized who he was staring at.  
 
    He looked around to make sure no one was listening and then he leaned in close. “Ryan? What the hell are you doing? I told you not to do this,” he said. 
 
    “Ryan? Who’s Ryan? It’s me, Amber. Silly.” I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. Now his face was red all over again.  
 
    “Look, I told you that I didn’t want—” Before he could finish speaking, a couple of guys took the seats behind us. He looked back at them, smiled, and nodded. He sunk low into his chair. Then he looked at me with wide eyes and tried to motion for me to go. But I wasn’t going anywhere. I knew he wanted this—and I knew that he needed it, too. I wasn’t going to let everyone walk all over him.  
 
    I turned and looked at the two guys behind us. They looked back at me. “Hey,” I said.  
 
    “Hey,” one of the men said back to me.  
 
    “I’m Amber—nice to meet you,” I said with a big smile.  
 
    “Tim,” one man said. “Lars,” said the other. They looked at me for a moment and then they looked at one another.  
 
    “Amber,” Bobby said. He was looking at me with a stern face, as if trying his best not to shout.  
 
    “Yeah?” I said. 
 
    He stared at me for a moment, trying to tell me something with his eyes, and then he said, “Maybe those guys don’t want to be bothered right now.” 
 
    “It’s no bother,” said Tim. I turned back around and smiled. “Are you new to class?” Tim asked. 
 
    “No, I’m just sitting in. I don’t actually go here, but I’m thinking I might next year. I’m just here visiting my boyfriend,” I said, and then I grabbed Bobby’s arm and gave it a playful hug.  
 
    “You’re Bobby’s girlfriend?” Tim said, his eyes suddenly wide.  
 
    Bobby remained frozen, his eyes forward. I have to admit, his arm was more rigid and muscular than I was expecting. I could tell he wanted to throw me off and deny knowing me, but even he knew deep down that this was best for him. It was what he had asked for, after all. He was just worried it would backfire, but I was prepared to do everything in my power to make sure that didn’t happen. His reputation was safe in my hands. I was a tremendous actor, after all.  
 
    “I guess I should say we’re just dating,” I said. “Have been for a few weeks now.”  
 
    “Wow—I mean, that’s great. Bobby’s a really lucky guy,” Tim said.  
 
    “Or am I the lucky girl?” I said, and then I turned to Bobby. I leaned into him, resting my face on his shoulder.  
 
    I felt somewhat guilty throughout that chemistry class, not just because I was undoubtedly distracting Bobby from learning, but because he was pretty much defenceless, forced to accept whatever I had in store for him, unless he wanted to out me as not his girlfriend, which was effectively outing himself as a liar. So he put up with me, but it was for his own good. A few minutes into the professor’s lecture, I slipped my hand down the armrest and my hand found his. I slipped my fingers in-between his and clasped my hand shut. He had no choice but to reciprocate, or the guys behind us might question our relationship and possibly even his sexual preference. He held my hand throughout the class. 
 
    It felt strange holding Bobby’s hand, but I did my best to stay in character, stay in Amber’s head. Amber would hold her boyfriend’s hand and she would enjoy it, so I needed to enjoy it, even though it felt terribly unnatural, holding my best friend of many years’ hand. He had bigger hands than I’d ever realized before, and he had a strong grip. Every summer he worked for his brother’s landscaping company, which explained that.  
 
    After class, I tagged along with him down the hall. Once everyone was out of sight, Bobby looked over at me and said, “I’m so mad at you.” He couldn’t look me in the eyes for more than a second without looking away. “I told you not to do this, but you did it anyway.”  
 
    “Oh, babe, it’s just harmless fun.” 
 
    “Don’t call me babe. Go home and never do this again, or I’ll never talk to you again—and I mean it,” he said. 
 
    I stared into his eyes. “What? But what about me and you?” 
 
    He sighed. “There is no me and you—you’re delusional. You need to drop this character now, because it’s starting to piss me off.”  
 
    “Are you breaking up with me?” I asked. 
 
    He planted his face into the palm of his hand. “Yes, fine, I’m breaking up with you. Now get out of here.”  
 
    Even though I knew it wasn’t real, I felt heartbroken. I’d spent days getting into that character, getting emotionally invested in Amber and her hobbies, her goals, her life. I stood there feeling crushed as Bobby walked away. I was losing out on a huge opportunity to hone my acting chops. In a way, I felt like I’d failed—I’d failed to convince the one person that really mattered: Bobby. If I was truly a great actor, I would have been able to convince him that I really was a woman, and I really was his girlfriend. Marlon Brando would have pulled it off, and it would have been epic. As for me, I was just another hack—another wannabe Brando.  
 
    I started to walk down the hall and then I heard Bobby’s voice from around the corner. “Who? Amber? Oh, she’s just a friend,” he said.  
 
    “You guys looked like more than just friend,” said whoever he was talking to—a male with a smooth, deep voice.  
 
    “Just friends,” Bobby said. 
 
    “Well if you’re just friends, do you mind passing on her digits to me? You have to admit, she’s pretty hot.” 
 
    “Um, I don’t know if she would be interested. No offence.” 
 
    “Oh, c’mon. Or is that your way of saying there really is something going on between you two?” the man asked. 
 
    “No, there’s nothing. She’s just a friend, visiting from out of town. That’s it.”  
 
    “Well why don’t you bring her around tomorrow night. We’re having a party at my place. It would be good to see the two of you there.”  
 
    There was a short silence, and then Bobby said, “Yeah, maybe. I’ll let you know.”  
 
    Before I turned to leave, I overheard another interaction between Bobby and one of his classmates. “Hey Bobby, way to go with that cute little redhead.” I heard the high-five.  
 
    Maybe my role wasn’t for nothing. Maybe I’d managed to complete my goal in less time than I thought I needed. By the sounds of it, Bobby’s reputation was rescued.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    There was a mix of pride and sadness as I removed my wig and placed it down on the bathroom vanity once I was back home. It wasn’t needed any longer. As much as I wanted to carry on the acting challenge of being Amber, I didn’t want to burn the bridge between Bobby and me, which was already singed along the edges.  
 
    A famous acting coach once told me, ‘There’s no such thing as a small role. Treat every role as if you’re the lead. If the writing is good, every character plays a vital part.’ I lived by those words, partly because I believed them to be true, and partly because I only got small roles. But as far as I was concerned, Newspaper Man #2 was the lead in that feature I was in, back in the springtime. Amber King may have only been a bit part in Bobby’s life, but that was all that was needed. The writing was good. There was no more need for Amber King. 
 
    And then I got the call. It was Bobby, and he wanted to apologize. “I may have overreacted,” he said. 
 
    “It’s no problem,” I said, and then I realized I said it in my female voice, which was hard to slip out from. I cleared my voice and said it again in my proper voice.  
 
    “You were right. It got those guys off of my back, so I guess I owe you one,” he said. 
 
    “Anytime.”  
 
    “But I was wondering if you could do me a big favour. I was hoping you could come to this party with me tomorrow, as—you know—maybe you could come as Amber,” he said. He said the last bit in a quieter voice, as if he didn’t want anyone to hear him, despite the fact he lived alone.  
 
    “Really?” I said. I looked down at my redhead wig and got excited. The challenge wasn’t dead, and the role lived on. It was like finding out your character scored well with test audiences, and the studio wants you back for the second season—maybe in a recurring role. No, there would be no paycheque for my portrayal of Amber King, but the fulfilment was just the same. Amber King tested well with the audiences and now she was coming back.  
 
    “I’m just worried people will think the whole thing was staged if they never see you again. Maybe if we go to this party, they’ll all get it out of their system.”  
 
    “Pick me up at eight. I can’t wait,” I said. 
 
    “Just please don’t get too over the top. They just need to see that you exist, and that’s it—nothing more than that. Please.” That was the end of our conversation, and I disregarded that whole last bit. Of course I was going to go all out. People couldn’t think that Bobby’s girlfriend, Amber King, was a bore. Amber doesn’t simply go to parties and blend into the crowd. If Bobby didn’t want his classmates to think our relationship was staged, then I needed to show the world that it wasn’t staged.  
 
    I went to my closet to pick out an outfit. I had a few different options, but there was one option—one I didn’t think I would actually wear when I bought it—that was just perfect. It was a little black hootchie dress, with an opening in the centre of the chest, and it only extended a couple of inches below my crotch. I was going to have to find a way to keep my manhood out of the picture. One little slip and it would have been hanging down for everyone to see. I could figure that out later though. 
 
    I laid out the dress and I thought about trying it on. I couldn’t wait to try it on, along with the pair of cute black heels I bought. 
 
    Before going to bed that night, I put on a facemask (moisturizing), put the E! Channel on the television, and I sat on the couch, painting my nails a shade of pure white. I thought it would contrast the dress nicely. I found myself staring at the dress. I couldn’t wait to put it on—but I wanted to wait. I wanted to save the fresh excitement for the party.  
 
    I was an extra on a big film shoot with Bruce Heyburn once. I was only on set for two days, but in those two days I got to watch his process first hand. There was a big set-piece that his character was supposed to stumble upon in the film—a magical tower. Bruce had a PA guide him around the set while he kept his eyes closed, whenever he was near the tower. He didn’t want to see it until they went to picture, so his reaction would be its most genuine—like a true Meisner actor. I was doing the same thing with that little hootchie dress. 
 
    But my desire to get all sexy was too overwhelming. Luckily, I had that lingerie teddy and those stockings. I went to my bedroom, stripped down, and got into the little lacy outfit. God, it was so soft on my skin, and it looked so sexy. My legs looked fantastic in those stockings, like they belonged in the movies—and they did belong in the movies, as far as I was concerned. My little gelatin inserts even fit perfectly into the cups of the teddy.  
 
    I did a few poses in the mirror, and I got myself so excited. It was a shame no one would ever see me like this. It seemed like such a waste. And then I got an idea. 
 
    I set up my camera on a tripod and I set it to take a photo every five seconds. I snapped a few dozen shots of me in different poses, looking sexier than ever. The photos were good, except there was a problem: my cock. I was getting too excited in the lingerie and I was making myself erect whenever I caught myself in the reflection. I tried tucking myself in every way possible, but it wasn’t happening. I needed to deal with the issue. 
 
    I found myself in the bathroom, in front of the mirror, with my erection in my hand. I jerked myself off while staring at my own body. God, I was so hot—it almost made me wish I could have been born a woman. I wouldn’t have had any issues finding roles with this God-given beauty. Producers would have been drooling the moment I walked in the door.  
 
    There was something strangely hypnotising about the sight of a gorgeous redhead in skimpy lingerie, stroking her big, throbbing cock. I stared at my hands, my painted nails, sliding up and down so elegantly. I even jerked off the way Amber King would, with grace and elegance. I bit my lip as my legs started to tremble. My climax was approaching.  
 
    With my free hand, I reached up and squeezed one of my breasts. It felt strangely pleasant, as if it really was my breast and not just a gelatin insert. Everything felt so good. My body was warm and weightless. I was on a whole different plane of— 
 
    I came. My white, hot load spewed out all over the vanity, the mirror, and my hand. I watched my cum dripping off of my feminine fingers. Shit, it felt good.  
 
    Once my situation was taken care of, I returned to the living room to continue my photo shoot. 
 
    The photos turned out great, so they went straight to the internet, under an anonymous username. I watched as the comments rolled in. “I’d love to eat our your sweet pussy,” one man said. “God, I wish you would show your tits.” “Have mercy!” “I know what I’ll be jerking off to tonight.” If only they knew they were swooning over a man… 
 
    It was so much fun—no wonder so many girls post nudie photos on the internet. The reception was addictive. I found myself reading through comments all night long, flirting with strangers. But I finally stopped myself, remembering that I was in a relationship. I had a boyfriend: Bobby. I wouldn’t want him flirting with other girls online, so why was it okay for me to flirt with other guys? I turned off my computer and went to sleep. I slept in my lingerie.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I set aside a few hours to get ready for the party. It was probably more than I needed, but I wanted everything to be perfect. I took my job seriously, after all, whether I was being paid or not.  
 
    My first task was finding a way to get my package to stay in place under my little hootchie dress. I tried on different pairs of panties, but none of them were strong enough to hold thing together. Strangely enough, the thong I’d bought did the trick. The little triangle of fabric was stronger than the flimsy cotton panties, and it was slightly wider, before it shrunk down to hardly more than a thread.  
 
    My heart was beating fast when I slipped into my little black dress. It was everything I’d dreamed of, fitting perfectly, complimenting the curve of my ass and the curve of my bust. Bobby was going to take one look at me and fall in love. How could he not? Everyone at that party was going to be looking at me, wishing they were Bobby.  
 
    I did my makeup slowly and carefully, getting each little line and flick just right. I was going for a sexier look. I was imitating a picture I’d found when I looked up ‘clubbing makeup styles’. I played around a little bit with contouring and I darkened up my lips. I looked good, ready to rock that party, ready to make everyone drool with jealousy.  
 
    The doorbell rang and I answered it. It was Bobby, dressed in a clean dress-shirt and jeans. His eyes lit up when he saw me. He looked down my body quickly and then his eyes darted back up. “Hey, are you ready to go?” he asked. 
 
    “Let’s do it,” I said, and he led me down the steps towards his car.  
 
    He looked at me for a moment and then he looked forward again. “You look good,” he said. His cheeks were turning a shade of pink. I didn’t blame him—I looked good. He was lucky to have a girlfriend like me. I don’t think he knew just how lucky he was.  
 
    Staying in character takes a lot of practice. In a lot of ways, it’s like meditation. If you let your mind slip for just a couple of seconds, you can ruin the whole process. You need to stay focussed and you mustn’t let the actor come through ever—only the character. 
 
    I reached down and slipped my hand over Bobby’s. He let me do it, at least for a few seconds before he pulled his hand back. “What are you doing?” he asked. 
 
    “Just holding my boyfriend’s hand,” I said, and then I smiled.  
 
    “Maybe just save it for the party,” he said. His whole face was now a shade of pink. 
 
    “Sure, babe,” I said, and we continued on.  
 
    Whenever I turned my head to look out the window, he would look down at my thighs. I had great thighs, so again, I couldn’t blame him. He didn’t know I could see him through the window reflection. He was quick to look back forward before I turned my head back. I wished he would indulge just a little bit, put a hand on my thigh, have a little bit of fun before we got to the party. It was hard staying in character with him being so determined to stay out of it.  
 
    When he pulled up to the party, he was slow to get out of the car. He took a deep breath and stared at the party house, which was teeming with his classmates. If there was potential for disaster, it was here—but I wasn’t going to let it happen. I’d never been more into a character in my life. Until my Amber character, I’d never truly understood what Meisner was saying when he said you needed to become the character. For the first time ever, I truly believed I had become the character. “C’mon, let’s go,” I said, and I stepped out. He took a few more seconds before he followed suit. 
 
    I walked next to him as we approached the door. There were clusters of students on the front lawn, drinking and smoking, casually looking our way. I smiled and nodded at some of them. Bobby just kept his focus on the door. He wasn’t a partier, and this wasn’t his kind of scene. But I was determined to make him feel comfortable, like any good girlfriend would. I slipped my hands around his arm, feeling his hard muscles through his shirt.  
 
    “Let’s find a drink,” I said. We walked through the house. The music was loud and the flashing lights were distracting. We had to push past a number of people to get to the kitchen. The kitchen island was buried beneath liquor, and the fridge was overflowing. “Help yourself to anything,” a man said to us. He was tall and handsome. He turned to me and smiled. “You must be Amber. Bobby was telling me about you yesterday.” 
 
    “Really?” I said, turning to Bobby. 
 
    “He wasn’t lying. You really are quite beautiful. I have to admit, I didn’t believe Bobby when he told me.” 
 
    “Awe,” I said, snuggling tight into my boyfriend. He blushed. He looked me in the eyes for a  brief moment and then he looked away. I wondered if it was true, or if he was just adding legitimacy to his white lie. Did Bobby really think I was beautiful, or was I still just convenient?  
 
    Bobby got a beer from the fridge, and then he got me a vodka water in a red solo cup. “Here,” he said, handing it to me.  
 
    “Thanks, babe,” I said.  
 
    We wandered around the party. We stayed close—my arms still wrapped around his arm. The wandering was aimless. Bobby didn’t seem to know what to do. He wasn’t interested in talking to anyone. Whenever we were near any of his classmates, he would avoid eye-contact. “Why don’t you go say hi?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t want to bug him. He’s talking to someone,” he said. “Maybe we should just go.”  
 
    “Nonsense. You just need to cut loose a little bit—enjoy yourself.”  
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really want to,” he said. 
 
    “If you do, maybe you’ll get lucky later,” I said with a wink. Once again, his cheeks turned red. It took a few seconds before I realized I’d just offered to put out, and I’d offered it to my best friend, who knew that I was actually a man. He didn’t say anything, ignoring what I’d said completely. Though he never suggested leaving again.  
 
    “Hey Bobby,” someone said behind us. We turned around. It was Tim, from his chemistry class. “Hey Amber—you made it,” he said. 
 
    “Sure did—wouldn’t miss it.”  
 
    “Great. You know Bobby’s a really a great guy.”  
 
    “Oh, I know.”  
 
    “Be good to him—and Bobby, be good to your girl here. It seems like you’ve found a good one.” 
 
    Bobby simply smiled and nodded his head.  
 
    We ended up back in the kitchen, getting another round of drinks. Bobby mixed mine again for me. This time, there was a significant amount more vodka than water. “Whoa, are you trying to get me drunk?” I said, giving him a playful little shove. 
 
     “Just trying to cut loose, like you said.”  
 
    We made our way out onto the back lawn, which was equally dense with party-goers. We found a little spot that was somewhat removed from the action, and Bobby looked into my eyes. “Thanks again for doing all of this. I know it seems super fucked up, but it’s really helping me out.”  
 
    “It’s my pleasure,” I said. “It’s the least I can do for my boyfriend.” 
 
    He laughed. “You really are sticking to the character, huh?” 
 
    “I’m just being myself, baby.”  
 
    He stared into my eyes for a moment and then he looked away, looking around at all the college students having a good time. I couldn’t help but wonder if that’s what he wanted, if he was just too shy to go for it, to let himself free. There were a few couples nearby, some holding hands, some laughing together, and some kissing. Bobby looked at them with a strangely sombre look, and then he looked away. “What do you want to do?” he asked. 
 
    Maybe Bobby had never had a girlfriend before, not because he never liked anyone, but because he was too shy to put himself out there. He never had any friends to push him. I’d never pushed him. It isn’t easy, building up the confidence to put yourself out there—especially when you aren’t a trained actor. “Don’t you ever want that?” I asked, motioning towards the couple kissing on the bench by the fence. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I dunno,” he said. 
 
    “Isn’t there a girl you like? Maybe I can help you out.” 
 
    “I don’t need help. There’s no one I like. I just like being by myself,” he said. 
 
    “C’mon, Bobby. You’ve been saying that for years and I just don’t believe you anymore.” 
 
    He looked at me and shrugged again. I could tell I was pushing him out of his comfort zone, but it needed to happen. By dragging me around and telling everyone I was his girlfriend, he was just putting a Band-Aid on the issue. In fact, he was making it harder on himself, making all the available girls think that he was off-limits. He was sabotaging himself to protect his feelings. It was time to push him out of his little bubble.  
 
    “If you don’t tell me, I’m going to pick someone and set you up myself,” I said. 
 
    “I really don’t like anyone here,” he said. “Can we just let it go?” 
 
    “No. I’m not letting it go. I’ve let it go for the last decade. I want to see you happy, Bobby. Tell me what you’re looking for. Describe your perfect girl.”  
 
    He looked down at his feet and he sighed. “Well, I want someone outgoing, but not over the top. If they had some of the same interests as me, that would be nice.” He looked around. “I’ve always liked redheads. I like girls who look natural—not too fake, who aren’t afraid to be themselves… I don’t know, this is stupid. Do I have to do this?” 
 
    I laughed. “Careful what you’re describing, Bobby. That sounded an awful lot like me.” I kept laughing until I realized he was looking at me and he wasn’t laughing. Wait—was he describing me? Did he like me? But—but I wasn’t actually a girl. I was just his friend.  
 
    “Maybe we should go,” he said.  
 
    “No, wait. Bobby, what are you trying to say?” I said. 
 
    “I just want a girl like you—except, you know, a girl.”  
 
    I smiled. “Am I not a girl enough for you?” I asked, grinning.  
 
    He blushed again, and then I realized he wasn’t kidding around. He was looking into my eyes, looking guilty, looking embarrassed. He was putting himself out there—he was pushing himself out of his comfort zone. But it wasn’t in the way I’d anticipated.  
 
    And then I thought back through our relationship—all the way back to when we were in that little comedy troupe together, and he would write female roles for me. Did he just like seeing me dressed up in drag? Did he like me when I was a woman? And when he asked me to pretend to be his girlfriend, was he trying to get more than just a reputation bump out of it?  
 
    “This was a bad idea,” he said, and then he began to turn around. 
 
    “Wait,” I said. He looked at me. There was a silence. “Do you like me, Bobby?” I said.  
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. His lips parted momentarily, as if he was trying to say something, and then his lips closed again. He couldn’t think of anything to say. Instead, he just leaned forward and kissed me. I froze. I wasn’t sure what to do. And then, out of fear of humiliating him more than anything, I kissed back—or maybe it was me trying to stay in character, committing fully, the way I was trained to do. Or maybe I wanted to kiss him.  
 
    The kiss lasted about ten seconds, and then there was a terribly awkward silence afterwards. He stared at his feet and I stared at mine. I just kissed my best friend—I just kissed a man. My heart was pounding. I was confused. Something inside of me was telling me it was right, that it felt good, but it couldn’t have been right—he was Bobby, and I wasn’t really Amber.  
 
    But if I was Amber, would it have been so wrong? If my true identity was Amber King, the bubbly little redhead, would the kiss have been so out of place? But it didn’t feel out of place, so what did that mean? Did that mean I’d truly discovered the secrets of the Meisner technique, or did it mean that, deep down inside, I really was Amber King. When those female roles were written into those skits, was my excitement to play them not grounded in the acting challenge, but something deeper? When Bobby asked me to be his girlfriend, was I just excited to become a woman for a few days? When I went shopping and bought all of those clothes and makeup and shoes, was I really just indulging in a suppressed fantasy of my true self?  
 
    Was Bobby in love with me?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    He led me through the house and to an empty bedroom. We closed and locked the door, and then Bobby said, “I think we should talk about this.” And then there was silence. We both knew there was nothing to say. The kiss had said it all. Now, there was only the decision—what would we do about it?  
 
    “I don’t know how else to say this, but… I like you,” he said. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue. There were so many emotions swirling around in my brain, I couldn’t tell one from the other. Was I sad? Happy? Embarrassed? Mortified?  
 
    Being Amber was fun while it lasted, and maybe it was a lot more than just fun, but it was time to be real. I needed to speak honestly with Bobby. “Do you like me, or do you like Amber?” I said. 
 
    He was silent, and that was enough for me to know the answer. He liked Amber. He wasn’t gay.  
 
    “I’m not Amber, Bobby,” I said. 
 
    “Aren’t you?” he asked. 
 
    I was speechless. It was a hard-hitting question. Was I really Amber? I felt more comfortable, more happy, and more alive in that wig and that little dress. I’d spent years trying to master the Meisner technique, and I was pretty sure it wasn’t a coincidence I finally figured it out when I got my chance to play a woman—a woman of my own creation. But I wasn’t a woman, unless men could become women. Can a man be a woman? What was the difference? Everyone at that party thought I was a woman, and Bobby clearly saw me as a woman—and at times, I saw myself as a woman. 
 
    “But—but what would people think?” I said. 
 
    “Who cares. If there’s anything I’ve learned in my life, it’s that things only go south when you start caring about what other people think.” I felt a clenching at my heart, as if something was trying to hold me back. I felt small and weak, like I was missing a piece of myself.  
 
    And then he stepped forward and kissed me again, and I kissed back. That clenching disappeared and I felt free. Finally, I felt free—I was out of my head.  
 
    The whole theory behind the Meisner technique is to get out of your own head. You can’t truly act until you stop caring about what everyone around you thinks: the camera guys, the producers watching eagerly, and the rest of the people in the world. Let go of those cares and let yourself be free. I didn’t understand freedom until that moment, when I freed myself from my own conceptions of who I was. I was whoever the hell I wanted to be, and I wanted to be Amber. I wanted to be Bobby’s Amber. 
 
    He lowered me down onto the bed and he crawled on top of me. His kiss moved from my lips down to my neck. He sucked playfully. It felt nice. I ran my hands down his strong arms and back up them again. Then I slipped my hands under his shirt.  
 
    I wasn’t the only one who had freed themselves from their own artificial shackles. Bobby was like a new person, invigorated and happy. It was so uplifting, seeing him in that state—and he was happy because of me. I let him pull away the straps of my dress, leaving me in just my white, lacy bra. He squeezed my tits, and then he removed the bra. He bent over and sucked my nipples. I slipped my fingers into his hair and raised my thighs around his body. 
 
    I’d never felt so strongly about anyone before. What we had between us was powerful. Our bond was unbreakable. And I was floating away to a different universe, where I intended to stay. My new name was Amber King. 
 
    He pulled my dress down my legs, leaving me in just my thong. He ran his fingers over the bulge of my cock. “I like your thong,” he said. 
 
    “I bet you’d like it better off,” I said. 
 
    “You’re right.” He slipped it down my legs and tossed it aside, letting my half-erect cock flop over against my thigh. He lifted it up and stroked it gently, staring at it with lust in his eyes. He stroked it a few times before slipping it through his lips. He fondled my balls while he sucked me off. I let my head fall back onto the bed and I stared up at the ceiling. My God, did it feel good. And it felt right—more right than it had ever felt with any girl. I loved the way his tongue slipped around my girth, and the way his lips puckered up and down my hard rod. He had me throbbing and rock-hard within fifteen seconds. 
 
    He slipped my rod out from his mouth and started to jerk me off. His head went lower, to my butthole, which he began to eat out. My thighs closed in on his head. I couldn’t help it. The pleasure was too intense. “If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me cum,” I said. He smiled and then he stood up on his knees. He undressed himself. His cock was already hard, tall, his veins pounding. He slipped forward and took both of our cocks in one hand, pressing them together, stroking them as one. I liked the way it felt as our tips rubbed together. He was bigger than me, but I didn’t mind, seeing as he was the man. 
 
    He drew the tip of his cock down the length of my rod, over my balls, and up to my asshole. “Ready?” he said. I smiled, and then he began to push in. I’d never been fucked in the ass before, so I had no idea what to expect. I figured there would be some pain, but I was wrong. It felt amazing, every inch of it stretching my little hole wide. I could feel his veins throbbing, his rigid edges sliding against the tight walls of my anus.  
 
    “Fuck me,” I said. 
 
    He began to thrust himself in and out of me. It felt damn good. I watched my legs floating in the air, my heeled feet bouncing up and down. My heels, my makeup, and my wig were the only traces of my female self that were on my body, but still, I felt like a woman. I was a woman being fucked senseless by her man’s big, hard cock.  
 
    He held my thighs up to his warm, sweaty torso while he plunged me repeatedly. “Fuck, that feels good,” he muttered. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Don’t stop.” Every thrust felt better than the one before it. My body was being filled with warm jolts of pleasure; they were quickly overtaking me, making me weak, making me moan, making me come. Hot jizz began to ooze out from my dick, onto my belly. “Oh God,” I moaned.  
 
    He started pounding me harder and harder, faster and faster. Cum kept oozing out from my hard cock. “Please don’t stop!” I said, over and over, but I knew he was close. I could feel his manhood bulging and bloating, and he was beginning to grunt with every thrust, holding back with all of his effort.  
 
    “Fuck!” he grunted loudly, and then I felt his warm, hot jizz filling me up deep. I moaned and squirmed but he held me tightly, making sure every last drop ended up inside of my body. After one last deep breath, he released me and fell back, his cock slipping out from my bum, his creampie oozing out.  
 
    I met up with him at school the next day, taking the seat next to him, cuddling into his side as his professor went on and on about things I didn’t really understand. Bobby put his arm around me and embraced me, in front of everyone, without shame or embarrassment. I had no shame or embarrassment myself when I brought Bobby to hang out with my other friends. “Ryan?” one of my friends said to me. 
 
    “It’s Amber now,” I said with a smile. There was some confused glances at first, but they all got used to it, and soon enough, I was just another girl to them. That’s another thing Meisner said: Don’t worry about being embarrassed when you let go—everyone else is too concerned with their own matters to care about yours. He was right. No one really cared, not even my parents or my brother. There wasn’t much more discussion aside from, “Are you sure about this?” 
 
    I was sure. I was more sure about it than anything in my life. I didn’t want to be Ryan anymore. I didn’t want to be a struggling actor. I wanted to be a struggling actress—though I knew I wouldn’t be struggling forever. I wanted to be Bobby’s girlfriend, his own personal cutie, his arm candy, his little hottie to tote around in front of all his friends and classmates.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    KEEPING UP WITH 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue for free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
 
    Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser: 
 
    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s really easy! 
 
    Email:  
 
    nikkicrescent@gmail.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance. 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over. 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





