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LEADING LADY


Casey Ellis was one of the biggest movie stars of the decade… ten years ago. But Casey hasn’t been in any movies since his big hit, White Rider. Nobody really knows where he went, but Stanley is determined to find him, and cast him in the movie he’s producing.

In fact, his job depends on him tracking down Casey.

He spends a small fortune, hiring PIs and buying plane tickets. Finally, he finds the reclusive actor living in the mountains of Switzerland—and as luck would have it, Casey is interested in the project.

There’s just one issue: Casey isn’t a man anymore, and Casey hasn’t left her hidden house in over a decade.
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Casey Ellis’s performance in White Rider was just so fantastic. The fact that he never acted in another movie was just… shocking.

“What year did White Rider come out?” I asked Lewis, my co-producer.

He peered up from his desk and glared at me for a long moment. “Are you watching White Rider again? We have work to do, mate; quite watching movies.”

“Do you know the year or do I have to look it up?” I asked.

“I think it was 2011,” he said. “In fact, I’m sure of it. I remember seeing it in theatres with Erica, and that was right before… Well, you know.” Lewis had been briefly married to a girl named Erica; they were married after just three months of dating, and they were divorced by the end of the year.

“Damn. That long ago, huh?” I said. It was mind-blowing: it had been over ten years since Casey Ellis had acted in a movie. Now, I was navigating over to his IMDb page, and I was stunned to see that he’d only starred in five movies: three major blockbusters and two indie movies that had since become huge cult classics. “What do you think happened to him?” I asked.

“Can you please get back to work,” Lewis groaned.

“I am working.”

“You’re supposed to be finishing the brief for the casting call. Martin wants to cast on Tuesday, and if it ends up being any later than that, we’re all fucked.” He glared up at me with an annoyed look. “So please, Stanley: get back to work.”

“Oh, but I am working!” I said, standing up with a big smile on my face. “I have a fantastic idea that will save us all a lot of time and headache.”

He rolled his eyes. “Please just make the casting brief, Stanley.”

“We don’t need to put out a casting call. I just went over the script notes, and I went over Martin’s casting notes. Casey Ellis would be a perfect fit for this role. He is the perfect fit, Lewis.” I turned my screen to him to show him Casey in White Rider, who was now in the middle of a monologue. “He’s got the exact look that Martin wants. He’s got that cool vibe Martin wants. He’s even got the dark hair that Martin put in his notes. Plus—he’s got a name. Star power.”

“We can’t afford him,” Lewis said.

“Says who? They managed to cut a million at the last budget meeting by scrapping the car chase scene. Plus DeMarco said he would consider a pay cut if there was enough star power. If we bring in Casey Ellis, that’s star power. That will motivate DeMarco to drop his rate by a million—which he already almost did because he’s friends with Martin… That’s two million that we offer to Casey. The budget stays the same, we get another big star actor—plus the publicity of being the first Casey Ellis film in over a decade—and Martin doesn’t have to bother flying out to Toronto for a week of casting, which he will be thrilled about.”

There was a long silence while Lewis stared at me. “I’m guessing there’s a reason Ellis hasn’t been in a movie for over ten years. You’re not just going to send him a script and get him to leave retirement.”

“Who says he’s retired? It doesn’t say that anywhere online,” I said, waving Lewis off. “It’s very possible that he just stopped accepting roles he doesn’t like. Maybe he took a break, and then offers stopped coming in.”

“Do you honestly think that Casey Ellis hasn’t gotten a decent movie offer in ten years, after staring in a few of the biggest hits of his decade?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m just saying it’s possible.”

Lewis stared at me for a long moment and then sighed. “Go to the boardroom and I’ll get Martin onto a Zoom call.” He shook his head and groaned. Ten minutes later, I was in the boardroom with Lewis, two associate producers and one executive producer. We got the other two executive producers onto a screen using Zoom, and then Lewis got Martin’s contact information ready. But he waited before dialling. “What all this about?” asked one of the executive producers.

Lewis looked to me. A pang of nervousness made me hesitate, but I went on and explained my plan. At first, there was some quiet apprehension. Then, there were a few smiles in the room. “White Rider was such an awesome flick,” said one of the executives.

“Didn’t that Sweet Kiss movie make, like, four-hundred million dollars?” asked another. “That was Casey Ellis, right?”

“Yes sir,” I said.

“Has he really not been in any movies since then?”

“No sir.”

“And you said Casey Ellis is available for this movie?”

I paused. “Um, no. Well—maybe. I don’t want to reach out to his agent until we get Martin’s approval.”

“I’m going to put Martin into the meeting now,” Lewis said, and a moment later, the up-and-coming director was on the screen.

Martin had never directed anything this big. He had spent a decade directing music videos before an executive producer discovered him and financed his indie feature debut, which was a big hit—even getting a small theatrical run. That was the extent of his directing history. That indie only had a budget of $350,000. Now, he was dealing with a budget of 15 million.

But you wouldn’t know he was so inexperienced. Even now, as he answered the Zoom call, he was walking the streets of LA in what appeared to be a fur shawl, with big sunglasses over his eyes. He had an annoyed look on his face, as if he was about to say, ‘What the fuck are you bothering me about? Don’t you know who I am?’. Instead of all that, he simply said, “What?” and he continued walking towards his destination.

I was told to explain my plan. I was timid as I explain what I had explained to Lewis, and subsequently to the executive producers who had to answer to the investors. Martin listened to every word without saying a word of his own. Then, after a lengthy pause, he waved his hand and said, “Okay, get Ellis. He’s a good fit. I’ll cancel my flights. Call my assistant and let her know the dates of the table read so that she can book my flight out.” And a moment later, he hung up.

The room was abuzz with excited chatter… as if we had Casey Ellis attached to our project. I even heard one of the executive producers suggesting we send out a press release about Casey Ellis’s return to film.

“W—Wait,” I said. “We don’t have Casey Ellis. This was just an idea.”

Everyone stared at me, as if they were waiting for me to say more. But there wasn’t more to say.

“W—We just made that call to see if Martin was okay with us reaching out to Ellis’s camp.”

And they continued to stare at me.

Then, breaking the silence was one of the older executive producers: one of the most experienced men in the industry, with credits dating back to the 70s. He had an Academy Award in his New York City office, which I could now see in the background of his Zoom screen. “Get Ellis.”

“I can try.”

“You make it happen,” he said. “Or we risk losing Martin. And if we lose Martin, we lose DeMarco.”

I guess this is a good time to establish that Martin had already threatened to abandon this project a month earlier. He claimed that he didn’t feel he was being given enough creative freedom. To keep him on board, we had to fire the production designer and the director of photography, letting Martin bring in his own people. Then, a week later, Martin threatened to leave again, claiming that his directing fee wasn’t high enough—so we had to drop one of our supporting stars to accommodate Martin’s fee increase. Then, a few days later, Martin threatened to walk because we weren’t getting enough star power into the film.

I’ll just say it: Martin was a pain in the ass to work with.

But the investors insisted that Martin was the director we needed for that film. Apparently, there was no film without him, so we had to bend to all of his demands.

So the old producer was probably correct when he told me that I had no choice but to find a way to get Casey Ellis on board, or there would be no movie. Now, I was really regretting making that suggestion in the first place.
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Finding Casey Ellis’s representation was not easy. The agent listed on IMDb Pro hadn’t been his agent for ten years. When I asked that agent who was now repping Ellis, he said, “I have no fucking clue. He fired me out of the blue and didn’t even come to the office to pick up his last cheque. It’s still here. Half a million dollars.”

My stomach churned. My situation seemed more and more hopeless by the hour.

I found the information of his old manager. “He dropped me… I think eleven years ago or so. He said he’d rather manage his own career.” Then he scoffed. “Look how far that got him.”

“Any idea how I can reach him?”

“I’ll tell you the same thing I tell the other producers that reach out to me on a weekly basis: I have no fucking idea where Casey Ellis went.”

I groaned. I tried to get any information that I could get from him, but he had nothing.

So I reached out to the producers of White Rider. I felt a bit star-struck when I actually got them on the phone. “Make it quick,” said Robert Edwards, one of the most powerful producers in Hollywood.

“So, uh, hi. My name is, uh, Stanley Smith. I’m, uh, producing—I mean, I was a producer for Butterfly Notice, and now, uh, I’m producing… By the way: I’m a big fan. White Rider is one of my favourite movies, and uh…”

“I said make it quick,” he snapped.

“Okay. Uh, so, presumably, you still pay dividends to Casey Ellis, which means you probably know how to get in contact with him. I really need to contact him about a role.”

“Casey doesn’t act anymore, as far as I know,” he said, and I could hear him reaching for the button to hang up the phone.

“Wait!” I gasped. “But you pay him, right?”

“Our accountant does.”

“Can I talk to him about this?”

“Her,” he corrected me. “Our accountant’s name is Cheryl Jackson. Cheryl will surely chat with you, and you probably won’t get her to shut up. She loves to chat. But she surely won’t tell you a damn thing about Ellis, because it would literally be illegal for her to give you any of Ellis’s personal information.”

I groaned. “There must be some way you can help me.”

“Sorry,” he said. He hung up the phone.

My situation really was hopeless. I got a memo letting me know that Martin had booked a flight to Africa: a little vacation that he wanted to squeeze in before he had to return for the table read. So now, even if I wanted to put out a casting call, Martin wouldn’t be around to even watch callback tapes.

“You’re fucked,” Lewis said to me.

“I’ll figure it out,” I said.

I kept trying: day and night. I was sitting at the computer for nearly twenty hours each day, trying to track down Casey Ellis. I even looked into hiring a hacker who could break into Paramount’s financial records, just to get banking information that might have an address or phone number attached to it.

I didn’t end up going quite that far. But I did hire a PI who specialized in ‘celebrity work’. He worked mostly for rich tabloid companies. He was one of the most hated names in the industry, so I met with him in private one night at a bar. He came in dressed like a cartoon character: with the hat and the trench coat and the leather black boots. He kept his hat tipped, even when he was sitting across from me. Then, he smiled, showing his teeth, but still not his eyes. “Stanley Smith. Producer of Butterly Notice. Toronto Film School graduate 2015. Pearson High School grad 2013. Grew up on Finlay Avenue. Blue house, white shutters. First job was cleaning motel rooms for your uncle’s cleaning company.”

“Wow,” I said. “How did you know all of that?”

“What can I say?” He lifted up his hat and showed his eyes for the first time. “I’m the best in the biz.”

I hated this cheap character he had created… Well, I shouldn’t say created. He was a living trope, and it was corny as hell. And he had probably spent hours gathering that information on me—but for what? I would have happily told him all of those details if he just asked. “I need your help.”

“You don’t say,” he said with an annoying chuckle. He leaned back into his chair, then it nearly fell back. He gasped and clutched at the edge of the table to catch himself. The jolt made his beer spill onto his lap, which made him shriek. “No! These are new pants!”

I just sat there, stunned by the scene. Now, he was standing up, trying to swat spilled beer off of his new pants. “It looks like I pissed myself!”

“I’m, uh, sorry,” I said.

“I was going to wear these to the discotheque tonight. Now what am I going to wear to the discotheque?”

“Another pair of pants?”

He eyed me with a scowl. I tensed up and bit down on my tongue to fight back the smile. I needed him. He was, quite possibly, my only hope. He was this film’s only hope.

“I need you to find an actor,” I said. “I kind of promised the director of this movie that I would get him attached… but I didn’t actually; everyone just seems to think that I did. And now I need to just get him attached so that I don’t lose my job over this.”

“Who’s the player?” He asked, getting back into that smarmy character.

“Casey Ellis,” I said. “The lead in White Rider.”

His eyes widened. “Casey Ellis? Wow—there’s a name I haven’t heard in a while. White Rider was a great flick. How long ago was that now?”

“A while back,” I said.

“Have you tried his agent?”

“He doesn’t have one.”

“His manager?”

“Doesn’t have one. He’s apparently self-represented now.”

“Did you reach out to SAG?”

“Yeah. He’s no longer a member. Hasn’t been for ten years.”

He stared at me for a long time. “And you want me to track him down?”

“No. I need you to track him down,” I said. “My job basically depends on it. And… well, I was told that if anyone can do it, you can do it.”

“My upfront fee is five grand,” he said. “You pay me another five if I find Ellis for you.”

My heart skipped a beat. Five-grand was about all I had in my bank account… but there was a big payout coming for me if I could get this film from development-stage to green lit. “Okay. Fine,” I said as a nausea swirled into my gut.

He smiled. “Leave it to me. I’ll find you Ellis. Though I can’t promise he’ll act in your movie. The guy hasn’t acted in a decade. I doubt you’re going to be the one to convince him to spring out of retirement. But that’s your problem.”

I said nothing. He made me use Venmo to send him the money right there in the bar.

I was awake all night, suffering from the dread of having just given away five-grand to some cartoon character PI. And worse: even if he found Ellis (which seemed hard to believe), he was right: Ellis probably wouldn’t come out of retirement for us. So basically, I’d just wasted a bunch of money, and I was still going to be without a job in a week.

I was absolutely miserable in the morning, dragging my feet into my kitchen to make myself a coffee. I wasn’t sure how I was going to get anything done without any sleep. Then, I got a message that totally revitalized me. “Found Casey Ellis.” It was from the PI. A minute later, he sent me an email address.

It was hard to believe.

“What about a phone number?” I asked.

“Got that too. I can give it to you, but apparently Casey doesn’t answer unknown numbers.”

Still, he sent it to me. I tried calling it a couple of hours later, but got no reply. I messaged the PI back. “Where is Casey living?”

“Small town in Switzerland.”

“How sure of this are you? Can you prove that this email is real?”

“I’m one-hundred percent positive,” he replied. “Please use the same Venmo address for your final payment.”

My gut rumbled. I didn’t want to pay the money. I had no idea whether or not to believe any of this was true… but I was desperate. So I paid the money, and then I sent an email.

The desperate dread that was churning inside of me was like concrete cramping in my gut. I felt like I was being punished—but for what? All I did was make a suggestion that I thought could save Martin a bit of trouble, and now I was taking personal losses.

I sent the email. It was a desperate plea, and honestly, it probably came off as extremely desperate. It wasn’t an hour before I began to panic, and I started to type out a followup, but that came out as another desperate plea, so I deleted it, and thankfully didn’t press send.

I got an email back. No—it wasn’t from Casey Ellis. It was from Martin. He was sending it to the whole production crew.

“Just re-watched White Rider. Looking forward to working with Ellis.”

That concrete in my gut churned. “Oh God,” I groaned.

Then, after I fell onto my back, on my bed, I heard the ping of my email inbox: another new email. I sat up slowly, assuming it was a reply-all to Martin’s email…

But it was from Casey Ellis’s alleged email.

I gasped, clicking fast to open it up.

It was a four-word reply: “Send me the script.”
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Of course I sent Casey Ellis the script, along with some information on Martin. “And Leo DeMarco is the lead,” I wrote. “The budget is good. Lots of Oscar buzz already around the script. It’s going to be a great flick.”

But Ellis didn’t reply that night—and he didn’t reply the next day either.

The stress was consuming me. That dreadful sense of the unknown was weighing down on me, crippling me.

“When is the table read?” Martin wrote in an email to the whole production crew. “If it’s not scheduled yet, schedule it for next Friday.”

Nobody messaged him back to tell him Casey Ellis wasn’t attached, and that the second-billed role was still left unfilled. Without an actor reading for that role, there would be no useful table read.

I felt sick.

Why was nobody telling him? I knew why: they were waiting for me to break the news to him, so that I could be the scapegoat and take the hit. Somehow this was all my fault. Why was I chosen to be sacrificed?

Finally, at 2:30 AM the next morning, Casey Ellis replied. “Interested, but would want a few changes.” It was another short, simple answer.

I bounced up and down, ignited by that glimmer of hope. Though I settled down slightly when I remembered that I had absolutely no proof that this email really belonged to Casey Ellis. This very well could be that PI pretending: stringing me along to justify that second payout that I sent to him.

But I just had to cling onto that hope. I had nothing else. “Can we speak on the phone?”

“You can text me,” the person claiming to be Ellis replied, and they gave me their phone number; it was different from the one I had previously tried calling, making me wonder if that number was legitimate.

I tried phoning him in the morning, but the call didn’t get through. Then I texted him. “Hi Casey. This is Stanley. We’ve been speaking via email. I tried calling you just now, in case you’re wondering about that missed call. I wanted to talk to you about the changes you wanted to see in the script, so I can communicate them with Martin, the director.”

“My reception here is too lousy for phone,” Casey replied just minutes later. “I don’t like some of the lines; they come off as cliche.” Then, he started sending line numbers from the script. “Scene 54 seems out of character. And I’d prefer that my character’s love interest be a male.”

I paused. The first few requests were fine—but changing the gender of the love interest? I had a feeling Martin wouldn’t be interested in that… But if we were going to get Casey Ellis attached, we had to entertain his ideas. “I can run these changes by Martin and get his thoughts,” I wrote, and then I went to call Martin.

“We already cast that little blonde chick,” Martin said to me as soon as I told him about the proposed gender change.

“That’s just what Casey requested, sir,” I said.

“That blonde chick—what’s her name again?—She’s smoking hot. I imagined her on the poster, even though she’d not top-billed. A face like that will get guys into a theatre.”

“Her name is Billie Brighton. She’s lovely, but, uh—she’s a small price to pay to get Ellis on board.”

Martin grunted. “A gay romance, huh?” he said.

“It’s not even the main romance. It’s just the supporting role romance,” I said. “We still have the main romance with DeMarco and Annie Todd.”

“That’s true,” he said. He was in a surprisingly good mood—actually considering the changes that had been proposed.

“All things considered, he isn’t asking for much,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue to contain my excitement. Maybe I wouldn’t lose my job. And maybe I could slip the PI bill to the associate producers and get that cash back. “Just think about the marketing angle here: Ellis’s first role since White Rider. That’s big news.”

Martin grunted. “What about the sex scene?” he asked, presumably referring to the sex scene that would now be between Ellis and a male partner. “Can we even show that in a theatre?”

I knew, from Martin’s previous film (and from some of his music videos), that he liked to include fairly graphic sex scenes in his work.

“We could, uh, film it, and then decide on whether or not we keep it when we get to that point in post.”

“You’re right,” he said. “Okay. Get the writers to make the changes, and let Casey know we’re moving forward.”

I jumped off of the floor. I don’t think I’ve ever jumped that high in my life; my head damn-near hit the ceiling. “That’s amazing, sir,” I said. “I’ll get the wheels turning ASAP.”

I got off the phone and buzzed around the room, skipping like a little girl on her way to her first day of school. I even did a little spin like a ballerina, and then I passed to see Lewis standing there with a dull look on his face. “What’s wrong with you?” he asked.

“I got Ellis,” I said.

“Really?”

I nodded my head. “He likes the script. He wanted a few changes—and Martin approved them. So… we have Ellis!”

He cracked a rare smile, which was about the limit of his enthusiasm. I bounced by him, into the hallway.

“Where are you going now?” he asked.

“To make the confirmations—and to get Ellis on a plane to Toronto!”

The next forty-eight hours were filled with excitement—and loads of work. I had to schedule meetings with the writing team and a great deal of work went into making the necessary changes. Of course, changing one detail wasn’t as simple as just replacing a few words in the script; the whole thing needed to be tinkered for everything to make sense and be cohesive. Then, the new version of the script had to be delivered to the various departments, and they needed to make their own changes, which meant more meetings.

I tried to email the contract to Ellis, but his reply was simply, “My internet isn’t fast enough to download the file.”

“It’s only 2 megabytes,” I replied.

“Could you just have someone bring me the contract?”

I groaned. I started looking into courier services in Switzerland. I hired a company to bring the contract to him. I even paid for the immediate service…

But I got a message two hours later letting me know that the owner of the home did not open the gate, and there was no mail slot or box to leave the form. I paid them again to try again later that afternoon. They tried again, but sent me the same thing.

I got them on the phone. “How long are you waiting at the gate? Can you go again, and I’ll let him know that you’re going to be there?”

We tried again… but no luck. “Are you not able to answer the gate?” I messaged Ellis. I was starting to get annoyed with the difficulties he was bringing to the table. I had a feeling the whole show was going to be like this now, dealing with this reclusive behaviour.

“I saw the men at the gate,” Ellis replied to me. “I didn’t recognize them, and wasn’t sure I could trust them.”

“It’s a courier service. You don’t even have to open the gate; just take the paperwork through the bars or something.”

“I just don’t know if I can trust them. How do I know they aren’t paparazzi?”

“Because I hired them myself,” I said. “They’re a very expensive and reputable courier service. They will happily show you identification if you want.”

“I just don’t trust them,” Ellis said.

I groaned. I nearly threw my phone against the wall in a fit of frustration. Why was he doing this? Why was he being so difficult?

At this point, I’d spent nearly $500 on couriers. I could have flown to Switzerland myself for that money…

Maybe that’s what I needed to do. “Would you trust me?” I asked in a text message.

“I would be more inclined to trust you than some strangers,” Ellis said. I figured Ellis had seen my photo on my IMDb page, or on the production company website.

“I can be on the next flight,” I said. “I’ll bring you the contract myself.”

“That would be great. Then we can also talk about the production. It’s too hard to discuss details over text message like this.”

I buzzed through the office, past Lewis again. “Where are you off to now?” he asked. “There’s a production meeting in fifteen minutes.”

“I’ll have to Zoom it,” I said. “I’m heading to Switzerland.”

He looked at me strangely, but I didn’t have time to explain. I’d looked into flights, and there was one boarding in one hour. I just had to race off to the airport. Once I was boarding the plane, I hopped onto Zoom and got into that meeting. The flight attendant made me hang up the call ten minutes later. Luckily, they were just going over some upcoming dates, which were going to be emailed out by the end of the day.
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I’d never been to Europe. It was a shame that my trip was going to be so short—at least I thought that it was going to be short.

The plan was to get the documents to Casey Ellis, get a signature, talk through some details for a couple of hours, and then race back to the airport so that I could be home before breakfast… but that wasn’t at all how things turned out.

I rented a car and started the long drive from Geneva to Casey Ellis’s house. It was an hour on the highway, and then I reached the steep alps and started down the narrow winding road that wasn’t even on some map apps.

I lost service with an hour still left to drive. The country was beautiful; I had no idea that Switzerland was so sparse and rugged. I always just assumed it was tiny and condensed with some nice mountains and expensive ski resorts. But really, it reminded me of driving through the Rocky Mountains as a kid, when my parents would take me to Nelson to visit my grandparents.

I drove for an hour without passing a single car, or seeing a single house. I now understood why a single courier delivery was so expensive—and I understood why the courier people didn’t want to make the trip a third time.

The road eventually got so narrow that I was worried my rental car wouldn’t be able survive. My heart raced as I peered over the edge, looking down the steep face of an endless mountain.

But I carried on. Eventually, I came to a fork in what was now a dirt road. To the left was the continuation of the road. To the right was a road that said, ‘DO NOT ENTER,’ in three different languages.

I went down the DO NOT ENTER road. My heart raced with excitement. I knew that I was close. I could sense Casey Ellis’s presence. And who had seen him in the past ten years? Had he been a recluse since White Rider came out?

I approached a gate: huge iron bars rose twenty feet up, and there were cameras mounted every thirty feet or so. In the distance, I could see a house. It was a modest house for a man who made twenty million dollars off of his last film—and not to mention the royalties he was receiving every year from all of his projects.

I parked the car and stepped out. The cool mountain air was surprising. I’d been in the warm car for so long, I didn’t realize how crisp the air out here was.

I walked over to the intimidating gate. I looked down the fence line, which went on infinitely, stretching into the woods on my left, and up the rocky cliff to my right. This place was designed to ensure intruders wouldn’t make it far. At the top of the fence was a long strip of something that looked like barbed wire, but more frightening: like oversized razor blades that looked like swords from some angles.

Then there were the floodlights mounted on tall flag poles, pointed in every direction.

I wondered if it was legal to own firearms in Switzerland. If so, Casey surely had an arsenal at the ready for any intruders.

There was a black box next to the gate, which had a single button. I pressed down on the button and a red light started flashing. A moment later, a camera above me started to pan towards me. I could feel the hidden gaze of Casey, scanning me, deciding whether or not I was worth trusting. I figured there was a microphone somewhere, so I held up the documents and said, “Hey Casey, it’s me: Stanley. I’ve got the contract here for you to sign!”

I waved at the camera that was pointing at me.

It was still now, aimed right at me… silent. That silence was truly remarkable. I’m not sure I’ve ever experienced silence quite like that before. There was no breeze; just still air, far off in the middle of nowhere. I swear I could hear the earth turning on its axis, like a barely-audible low hum: the only noise existing to fill that vacuum.

Then, there was a loud clunk as a the gate unlocked. It swayed open slightly, but it didn’t open all the way; I had to push it, making it groan loudly as if it was the first time in years that the gate had been opened. I opened the gate all the way and then I got into my car. I drove forward and then, even with my windows closed, heard the grinding of rusted metal behind me as the mechanical gate pulled closed.

I will admit that my heart fluttered. I was nervous about the situation that I was putting myself into. I still hadn’t confirmed that I was talking to the real Casey Ellis. Maybe that PI gave me the information of some psychopath. Maybe this whole thing was just a scheme to lure me far away from civilization so they could torture me in a place where nobody would hear me scream.

The property really didn’t seem like something that would belong to a multi-millionaire celebrity. The house itself was hardly a thousand square feet. The property was only about three or four acres—and that was including the wooded areas that skirted the cliffs. There were no swimming pools or hot tubs, no tennis courts or helicopter pads. I’d visited the properties of a few rich actors before, and this just didn’t fit the mould.

Though there were signs of money: that security system, for instance, must have been worth half a million dollars. There were cameras absolutely everywhere That gate alone was probably eighty thousands dollars worth of rugged cast iron—and all of those tall poles hoisting up the flood lights were serious business.

So much money into security, but none put into yard maintenance. There were flower boxes along the side of the house, but they were overgrown with weeds. The grass lawn had never been cut—at least not that year. There were thick bushes growing around parts of that long winding fence, and the only areas of those bushes that had been trimmed back were the spots where cameras were mounted.

The door of the house was another hint of money: a massive, thick wood door with intense steel brackets. It looked like something from some medieval castle, slapped onto a modest little bungalow.

I peered down the side of the house before knocking, and that’s when I noticed that the glass windows were all frosted—or maybe it was plexiglass.

Before I could knock, the door opened. I was expecting Casey Ellis, but instead I was met by a young woman. She was wearing a black hoodie. Her long brown hair was dishevelled.

I assumed I was looking at Casey’s partner. Maybe he’d met some equally reclusive woman who was happy to live off the grid with him. Or maybe I was looking at some assistant—maybe a housekeeper. “Is Casey home?” I asked.

The woman stared at me for long moment before looking down at the manilla folder in my hand. “Stanley?” she asked with a raspy voice, as if she had just woken up.

“Yes. Is Casey home? I have some forms for him to sign.” My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. Suddenly, it seemed very clear that I’d been fooled. This property did not belong to Casey; it belonged to this woman, who was clearly crazed. Her skin was pale as if it hadn’t seen sunlight in ages. Her eyes were pretty, but sunken. I hate to even mention it, out of respect to her, but she smelled quite stale: like body odour and unwashed clothes. It was hard to believe a rich celebrity like Casey Ellis would keep a woman like her around.

“Come on in,” she said, stepping aside. She held the door for me. I entered nervously. I really should have taken a production assistant along with me. I would have gladly paid the extra plane ticket, just to have a sense of security.

The young woman motioned for me to hand her the contract. I had a copy in the car, so I wasn’t too worried about her damaging it or stealing it. “Is Casey going to come and meet with me?” I asked.

The woman looked up at me. She stared at me for a long moment before saying, “I am Casey.”
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Isimply didn’t believe her. I let out a sigh of frustration, realizing that I’d been duped. No—I don’t think that this person was acting maliciously. I don’t think they were getting some sort of kick out of this. I was convinced that this woman was legitimately crazy and had convinced herself that she was Casey Ellis.

“Y—You are Casey Ellis?”

“Yes,” she said.

To be fair, Casey was a unisex name. So I said, “The lead actor of White Rider?”

She nodded her head.

“Okay,” I said calmly, nodding slowly, as if I was talking to a toddler who was convinced that he was Spider-Man. “Well, Casey, there’s the, uh, form for the big movie. I’ll let you take your time reading it over, and, uh, I’ll come back in a few days to pick it up. Okay?” The depression was hitting hard. Another thousand dollars evaporated from my pocket—and another big problem that I now had to bring to Martin.

“I really am Casey,” she said.

“I know,” I said with a smile. “And it’s very nice to meet you, Casey. I’m a big fan. I hope that you find everything in that contract agreeable. And, uh, we’ll see you in a few days, alright?”

“I am Casey,” she said sternly, putting her foot down.

I sighed. I stared into her eyes. She stared back at me, looking annoyed; I guess it was obvious that I didn’t believe her—but I wasn’t an actor.

She rolled her eyes. Then, she took her long unkempt hair and pulled it around to the back of her head, scrunching it into a tight ball.

I stared at her, still seeing a woman… though I did have to admit that there were some similarities—but similarities were to be expected from a crazed person who wanted to assume the persona of someone else. She probably spent a good deal of time trying to ‘be’ Casey Ellis. She probably spent good money to have procedures done to look like Casey. I’d seen those shows about botched plastic surgeries, where they showcase nutcases like the one before me now: girls who are determined to look like Kim Kardashian, guys who want to look exactly like Ryan Reynolds… And now, I was starting to wonder if the chick before me had something to do with the vanishing of Casey Ellis. Maybe I was looking at some female version of Buffalo Bill.

“Okay,” I said. “Well, it was a great first meeting, Casey. I should be heading back to the airport now.”

She groaned. Then, she started to take off her hoodie.

“What are you doing?”

A moment later, a topless woman stood before me. I blushed all over, not sure what I was supposed to do or say—or even where I was supposed to look. She took her boobs and gently lifted them up, showing a pair of red scars. “They’re implants,” she said.

“They, uh, look very realistic.”

“They were done by one of the top plastic surgeons in the world. The same guy that did Taylor Swift’s.”

“Okay,” I said.

“I am Casey Ellis. I’m trans.”

“Okay, Casey.”

She growled gently, and then rolled her eyes.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked when she reached down for the drawstring of her sweatpants. “Stop that.”

But it was too late. She yanked her pants down and showed me her cock.

I was really blushing now. I looked away and cleared my throat. “Okay. You, uh, didn’t have to show me that.” Then, completely naked, she marched over to her messy kitchen and grabbed a handful of letters. She marched them back to me: breasts jiggling, cock swaying from side to side. She thrusted them towards me and I awkwardly took them as I recoiled. I looked down. They were dividend cheques.

Okay, so maybe I was starting to believe her a little bit. Maybe there was a little bit of evidence to suggest that she was really Casey Ellis… but it still seemed so hard to believe.

“After White Rider came out, I transitioned,” she said. “I kept it private, thinking that I would come out and reveal myself once all of my scars healed… but once I was healed, I got scared. I didn’t feel like I was… convincing enough to come out. I’d been on hormone pills for a few months, so I told myself that I would wait a few more months before coming out to the public…”

I had no idea what to believe. I kept staring at her. The more and more I stared, the more I could see Casey Ellis behind those feminine features.

“I got a couple more things done… Facial feminization surgery. Adam’s apple shaving… and I was almost ready to come out, when…” She paused, turning pale. “I went out one afternoon, in Germany where I had been living while I was healing from my operations. Someone pointed at me and called me a freak. They said ‘You’ll never be a woman!’. So I went back to my house and hid. I didn’t want to go out again until I was sure that I would pass as a woman. I waited months. Months turned into years. The paparazzi desperately tried to track me down, so I moved as far away as I could from everything.”

I was speechless… mainly because I was totally torn between believing her and thinking that it was just the mad imaginings of a lunatic. Either way, I didn’t think she was lying; it was either a true story told by Casey Ellis, or some psychotic woman had convinced herself that it was true.

“And you… have been here ever since?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “I have groceries delivered. I literally haven’t been off of this property in… years.”

I shook my head. Then, she looked at me. “You’re the first person who has been inside since… 2015.”

“That’s nearly a decade,” I said.

She nodded slowly. “But it’s weird. That sounds like such a long time, but it doesn’t feel like it’s been that long. Like… that could have been last month. I guess time just moves so fast when… you’re doing nothing at all... when you do the same things every day, the days just seem to blend together.” She paced over to the window. It was one of few windows that wasn’t glossed with frosting. She moved the curtain back and peered out. She looked nervous, ready to jump back at a moment’s notice, as if she was a soldier scanning for snipers on a battlefield.

“They come every now and then,” she whispered.

“Who?” I asked.

“The paparazzi,” she said, recoiling from the window. “I’d say once a month, they come here and linger around with their cameras. They take pictures of the house. They walk along the fence. I think they’ve all heard the rumours about my transition… but the story hasn’t been confirmed yet; they all want to be the one to confirm it. So I just hide in here. It’s just not safe to go out there. On my surveillance system, I saw a guy in a ghillie suit once, holding a camera. He stayed in the same spot for over forty-eight hours. I just laughed; he thought he could wait me out. I can stay in here for years without a problem.”

Her eyes widened and she smiled, looking frightening, like a crack head on the downtown east-side. I noticed that she was picking at her fingernails a lot, and that made me think that there was a good chance she was on drugs… or off of her meds. She was still ass-naked, with her pecker dangling between her legs, and her surprisingly perfect boobs perky on her chest.

Now, I had no idea what the hell I was supposed to do. If she was really Casey Ellis, we couldn’t actually cast her; she was totally insane, and she was… a woman now. The role was written for a man.

And if she wasn’t Casey Ellis, then I really needed to get the hell out of there before I found out just how crazy she was.

“Well, Casey,” I said. “Uh… none of us knew that you’re a woman now, so… well… the part was written for a man, and I’m not sure the director will approve a gender change for a major character. I mean—we have Annie Todd attached, and I don’t think her party will be okay with her being the second billed female, and Martin won’t be happy to lose her. I really just need to get to service so that I can talk to the director about all of this. I hope that you understand.”

I was still in disbelief. The story was so crazy—and Casey was so… insane. Casey truly was one of the great actors of the last decade. Some of those movies—especially White Rider—were so fantastic. Those performances deserved all of the awards they got—plus more.

And now… Casey was just a paranoid recluse, hiding in the mountains of Switzerland.

“I want this part,” she said with intensity in her eyes. “I like the script. And right before you sent it to me, I was thinking about coming out. I was thinking about heading back to America. I’m getting tired of hiding. I’m ready to face the world again… I think. I really feel like a woman now, and I want people to see me as a woman—not as a man, and not as something in-between.” She was really picking at her nails now, which seemed to be a nervous twitch of sorts.

“I, uh, would just have to run it by Martin.”

“Tell him that I’ll waive my fee,” she said.

I hesitated. I had a feeling it wouldn’t matter. As soon as Martin found out that Casey was a reclusive trans woman, there was no way he would still want Casey in the film. The part was, after all, written as a charismatic ladies man. There was a sex scene—and fight scenes. To think of the woman in front of me (especially naked as she was now) in a film like that, was just… weird.

“I’ll go and call him.”

I left, happy to be out of that stuffy, stale house. The fresh Switzerland air was a massive relief after being so close to her naked body odour. I got into my car, and I thought about making a straight shot for the airport. I thought about waiting to see Martin in person, and then telling him that Casey was totally insane and we had to look into other options.

And that really was the plan, until I got my first bar of service on my phone. Then, I groaned and made that dreadful call.

“Martin?” I said.

“Make it quick. I’m going into a lunch.”

“I’m in Switzerland. I just met with Casey Ellis.”

“Fantastic news. Is he all signed off then? He’s happy with the script changes?”

“Um… He’s a she now, and she wants a pretty considerable change made to the, uh, character’s gender.”

Martin was silent, and I can’t say that I didn’t see that silence coming.
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My conversation with Martin was almost as shocking as my conversation with Casey Ellis. In fact, Martin actually managed to leave me absolutely speechless when he said, “We’ll make the script changes for Casey. Shouldn’t be an issue. Get her flights scheduled and make sure she’s at the table read. Thanks for the hard work, Stanley.”

I really had no words, because I was really convinced that Martin was going to scream into my ear and then fire me, and then spit on every document that had my name on it.

But he was happy to cast the trans female Casey Ellis. He was happy to change the character’s gender. He didn’t even seem to care when I said, “I’m not really sure that Casey is in the right state of mind to play a big part in a major motion picture.”

“We’ll make it work,” was all he said to me. And now, I had to go back to Casey Ellis’s house: an hour back in the other direction. I had to face the crazy recluse again.

There was a sense of relief in terms of my job security: Martin was happy and I wasn’t about to be fired… But now, I was pretty sure that Casey Ellis was going to turn our very serious Oscar-contending film into something… gimmicky.

And don’t get me wrong; I’m not saying that Casey’s transgenderism was going to ruin the film. I’m not saying anything about Casey’s transgenderism at all. I’m speaking entirely of Casey’s mental state, which was questionable. The image of Casey’s naked body was now etched into my mind, as she zipped from window to window, peering out, spying for paparazzi. Her dishevelled hair… her careless nakedness… her crazed buggy eyes… her constant picking at her fingernails… and that smell! Now, I had to face her again.

I spent ten minutes at the gate before she let me in.I drove my car in and the gate locked behind me with a heavy clang. I went up to her great door, and she let me in through a gap that was no bigger than my body. She closed the door firmly behind me.

Now, she was dressed, wearing that stale black hoodie and those grey sweatpants. She was holding a printed copy of the script, which was already marked all over with red markers. She had her dialogue underlined—and changed. Many words were crossed out and replaced by words of her own choosing. I had a feeling Martin wasn’t going to care much for her creative input.

“Am I in or what?” she asked quietly, like a druggie asking their dealer for the good stuff.

“Martin is, uh… fine with changing the gender for you.”

“Good!” she said. “So I’m in! I’m back!” She started to pace around the room, hunched over slightly, looking like she belonged in some bell tower. She rubbed her hands together and started mumbling. In her mumbling, I heard, “… so much to get ready. So much. So much to get ready.”

I realized in that moment that I could not rely at all on her getting herself to Toronto. I realized I was going to have to stay in Switzerland and escort her to the airport. “Do you even have a valid passport?” I asked.

She stared at me for a long moment and said, “No,” in a very blunt voice.

“Are you able to go to the passport office and get one?”

I saw the terror on her face, and realized that I was going to have to help her through that process as well.

And more than that, I was going to have to get her cleaned up before Martin laid his eyes on her. If he saw her how I was now seeing her, he would surely axe her from the show—and me with her. “I’ll take you to the passport office in the morning,” I said. “It won’t be busy if we go early. You’ll be in and out fast.”

“Do I need some sort of ID to get a passport?” she asked softly.

“Um, yeah. You’ll need something. Like a driver’s license. Or a birth certificate… or something.”

“I have nothing,” she said. “I burned everything that said that I was male.”

“You have… nothing?”

She stared at me. I eyed her mail. I sighed. Luckily, before I was a producer, I was a personal assistant for an actor named Lawrence Freeman. Lawrence was a terrific actor in his prime, when he was a child star, but he was a helpless adult who had never learned to take care of himself. My first month on the job, I helped him to renew his driver’s license, and I showed him how to make sense of his mortgage agreement. Now, I was going to have to do the same with Casey. I spent the next hour on my phone, on Casey’s wifi, looking into Switzerland’s licensing practices.

“Okay, Casey. We can take a few pieces of mail to the US embassy,” I said. “They can file for a replacement birth certificate, which you can use to file for a Change of Gender Designation. There’s a small fee to have it processed faster. Then, once we get that, we can renew your driver’s license with your, uh, female gender. There’s a small fee to expedite that, so that we can use that to get you a valid passport with your correct female gender.”

Casey had a small smile on her face.

I paused for a moment before saying, “Does that work for you?”

She nodded her head. “And you can do all of that for me, right?”

“No,” I said. “You’ll have to appear in person at the US embassy, and then at the licensing bureau, and then the passport office.”

She had that look of horror on her face, and I knew if I left her to facilitate it on her own, it wouldn’t get done. So I said, “I’ll walk you through each step.”

“Guest room,” Casey said suddenly, eyes widening. “I have one.” She darted across the living room and threw open a door. A plume of dust made me recoil, and then it made me sneeze.

“You can stay here.”

“I don’t mind getting a hotel room in Geneva.”

“That’s too far. That’s too much driving.”

“I don’t mind,” I said.

“I want you to stay with me. In fact… I insist. She motioned for me to go into the room. There was no bed: just shelves. And on the shelves were awards: glimmering golden statues from wall to wall. There were photos of Casey, as a man, posing with various celebrities. Those photos were signed. Along the wall were 35mm prints. “Are those original screenings?” I asked.

Casey nodded.

Then, I saw a 35mm print labelled White Rider. “Is that… the original screening?” My heart bounced. I wanted to keep my composure, but my fan-boy was trying desperate to come out.

“Yeah,” Casey said. “That’s it.”

“Amazing,” I said, bending over to inspect it.

“That’s the reel they used when they screened it at Cannes.”

I ran my fingers along the cool metal rim. “Incredible…” It was such an amazing movie, and that reel was a serious piece of cinema history. Next to the reel was one of the iconic outfits from the film, preserved behind glass, in a frame. And then there were boxes with different movie titles, including White Rider. I peered into one box and saw all of the costumes from the film.

Immediately, I started thinking about how cool Casey was in the film. Then, I looked back at Casey now, with her hair all messed up and her skin all pale.

How did this happen to Casey Ellis? How did Casey Ellis go from being a cinematic hero to… this?

“We’ll go in the morning to get the first part of the process started,” I said. But looking at her, I began to wonder if there was any point to any of this. It was going to take so much work to get her over to Canada so we could film… but could she even act anymore? Was she even mentally stable enough to stand in front of a camera and deliver lines?

I looked down and saw a row of scripts. I recognized all of the movie names, except for one: Bristol Dawn. “Was that a working title or something?” I asked.

She said nothing. I looked more closely at the script, and noticed that it said ‘Written by Casey Ellis’. “You wrote that?”

“I’m feeling exhausted,” she said suddenly. “This is all so overwhelming.” She began pacing around. “I—I need to go to bed.” She snatched that script from the shelf so that I couldn’t see any more of it.

I checked the time. It wasn’t even 4:00 PM. “We should talk about our plan for tomorrow.”

“I don’t want to talk about that,” she said, and then she flew out of the room. I heard a door slam. When I went out to the living room, it was quiet. “Casey?” I called out. But she didn’t answer. I gently tapped on her door.

“What?” she barked.

“We should have a small talk about tomorrow’s plan.”

She didn’t answer. I tried saying it again, but again, she didn’t answer. So I gave up.

I spent the next hour looking around her house for bed sheets, which I found in a dusty box. I put them over a small mattress that I found and dragged into that trophy room. Everything smelled stale, so I stripped the bed, found her washing machine, and did a load of bed sheets. Then, I tried to make myself dinner, but there was nothing to eat: just quarter-full bags of chips and some half-eaten microwave meals. I groaned. I couldn’t believe she lived like this!

I saw the phone number on the fridge for her grocery delivery, so I made a call. Using the production credit card, I ordered enough food for the next week—food to make real meals. I had come to the conclusion that I would be fully responsible for Casey’s well-being over the next week, like a parent. And I needed to make the most of that time to get her into filming shape. “Can I get it delivered now?” I asked the woman on the phone.

“The charge for express delivery to your area is… $480.”

“No problem. You take Visa?”
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It was 9:00 PM when Casey came out from her room, smelling the lasagna that was cooking in the oven. She blinked a few times and then narrowed her eyes. “What is that smell?”

“Dinner,” I said.

“Where did you get it?”

“I made it.”

She looked completely stunned. “With what food?”

I explained that I ordered food to the house. Then, I opened her pantry, which I’d just finished cleaning and stocking. Her eyes widened.

“What’s that sound? Is there a truck pulling up to the house?” She flew to the window and peered out, suddenly panicked; I was almost sure that I could hear her heart pounding into her emaciated chest.

“No. It’s your washing machine. I’m washing your clothes—and your dishwasher is cleaning your dishes.”

She peered around, starting to notice the dent I’d made in the massive cleaning project that was certainly going to take me the better half of the next week.

She looked at me nervously. I went and pulled out the lasagna. “This is probably ready,” I said.

I cut a piece and put it on a clean plate. I put it on the table and she approached it slowly, like a wild animal moving in on an unconfirmed kill. “You can eat as much as you want,” I said. I also poured her a glass of milk; she needed the calories—and especially the protein. I didn’t tell her that I’d dissolved a multi-vitamin into that milk. My goal was to get a bit of colour back into her skin before the week was through.

“You don’t have to cook for me,” she said, taking a seat. She still looked too nervous to eat the food.

“I want to,” I said. “Try it.”

She kept staring at it.

“There’s nothing wrong with it.”

Finally, she took a bite—and then another, and then another. She was suddenly eating quickly, as if she hadn’t eaten in days… and that made me wonder if she had eaten anything in days.

I cut her a slice of cheesecake and slid it in front of her as she was finishing her last bite of lasagna. She eyed with it a beaming look. I wanted to ask her why she didn’t normally eat like this; she certainly had the money to buy whatever she wanted—and she had the money to pay a chef to cook for her full-time.

But I knew that she trusted no one. She couldn’t cook because she’d always had people cooking for her—until she moved here. Secluded in those mountains, she wouldn’t order much food; the longer she had to be outside collecting her food delivery, the more she put herself at risk of being photographed by paparazzi. So she made small orders and lived off of small amounts of food.

She ate every bite and chugged the milk down. I heard her stomach churning loudly as the food settled in her belly. Then, I revealed the pack of ‘White Strips’.

“What’s that for?”

“Your teeth,” I said. “Wear them for thirty minutes each night.”

“Why?”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that her teeth were quite yellow. “We’re just going to get into a routine, okay?”

I also insisted that she take a shower—and that turned into a bit of an awkward argument. She didn’t think it was necessary. “I haven’t been around any germs or anything,” she insisted.

There was no easy way to say it, so I just had to say it bluntly: “You smell quite bad. And, uh, I noticed that you don’t have any shampoo or soap in your bathroom.”

“I ran out a few years ago,” she said.

“Why didn’t you buy more?”

She just stared at me—and I knew the answer was quite simply: What’s the point in shampooing and soaping if you aren’t going to be around anybody?

Finally, I convinced her to get into the shower. While she was showering, I slipped into her room and stripped the stale sheets from her bed. I put clean sheets on, and I lit some of candles that I had delivered with the groceries.

I tiptoed away before she was out of the shower, wanting to give her some privacy. I heard her leave the bathroom and go into her bedroom. Then, the house became quiet. It was late now, so I went to bed.
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I woke up fairly early, and had a feeling that Casey wouldn’t be up anytime soon, so I got to work. I made breakfast casserole and slipped it into the oven. I got to work cleaning her living room, and that’s when I found a slip of paper with the gate code written on it. I went outside and tested the gate code, and it worked. So I decided to make a drive into town while I waited for Casey to wake up.

She needed new clothes, and she needed some makeup. She needed to look half-put-together for her passport photo and license picture. Not to mention, I would never get her to leave the house if she wasn’t confident in her appearance—so my goal was to make her feel confident.

Casey looked quite rough, but I could see some potential; she had pretty eyes. Her figure was fine—though emaciated from years of malnourishment.

I spent about $1200 on clothes (including fresh new panties). I spent another $400 on hair products. As I was heading out of town, I saw a lash studio, right next to a nail salon. I paused, and then decided to make her an appointment for later that day. Then, I made the long drive home to get Casey ready.

But Casey was still asleep. I set some clothes out for her and took the casserole out of the oven, hoping the smell would wake her up—and it did. She sauntered out of her bedroom a few minutes later, rubbing her eyes. She was ass-naked, with her perky tits hanging out—as well as her long half-erect cock. I blushed and looked away. She bent over to smell the food. “Where did you learn to cook?” she asked.

“I don’t know. My mom, I guess,” I said.

She took a bite and then purred as if it was the best thing she’d ever tastes. She looked at me with a glare that I can only describe as complete admiration. It was a nice little look of appreciation—something I wasn’t really used to. I’d done a lot of work for rich celebrities before, only to be ignored—or maybe, at best, a quick ‘thanks’.

But the look on Casey’s face was worth so much more than a thousand little ‘thanks’. She was in heaven, and she was looking at me as if I was the greatest person who had ever stepped into her life. Well, I suppose I was the greatest person in her life in the past ten years, seeing as I was the only person to enter into her life in the past ten years.

I could already see a difference in her face. Eating a full meal and getting some vitamins into her body had helped to bring up her sunken eyes slightly, and her cheeks no longer looked quite so pulled-in. I knew that she would look even better after a few more days of eating right, so I kept sliding food in front of her.

“I don’t know if I can eat a second serving,” she said to me.

“Just try,” I said. While she was eating, I set out an outfit for her. She eyed it and her eyes narrowed. “Where did you get that?”

“The store, this morning,” I said. She reached out and held it up: a small yellow dress with little off-white dots. “I don’t think it’s my style.”

“It will look nice to go out in,” I said. “And while we’re out, you can pick something out that is more your style.” I had to be direct with her. I had to act like her boss… or maybe I was acting more like her dad. Either way, she needed someone to be dominant with her, or she wasn’t going to make it to Canada.

“Out?” she said, suddenly as pale as the day before.

“I made an appointment for you to get your nails done,” I smiled. “And your lashes. Nothing serious.”

“You want me to go out?” Her voice was hardly a whisper now.

“I’ll be with you. It will be fine. Nobody will recognize you.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ll be diligent.”

“But how can you be sure?” Her hands were shaking now. Then, she shook her head. “No way. I’m not doing it. I’m not going out.”

I groaned. I tried to argue, but I made no headway. She was starting to get into the same mood she was in before vanishing into her bedroom the day before, so I eased up. “What if the nail and lash ladies came here? Would you let them into your house?”

She paused. She was considering it, and I suppose that was a step in the right direction. “Maybe,” she said finally.

It was good enough for me. I made the calls. I sent more money: hundreds of dollars to have these people close their businesses to come to us. I even had a hairdresser come up to the house.

The house was busy that afternoon, and I only had to fight Casey a little bit to allow the strangers inside. She made me go out and pat them down, ensuring they weren’t wearing hidden cameras. She had me walk around the property for an hour, ensuring there were no hiding paparazzi.

The nail tech was there for almost three hours, working on toes and fingers. The lash girl spent nearly a full two hours meticulously glueing on false lashes. Then, at 5:00 PM, the hairdresser came, and she didn’t leave until 10:00 PM, once Casey had her hair styled with a full head of highlights, done in Casey’s bedroom.

Sadly, I didn’t get to see the final outcome. I knocked on Casey’s door after letting the hairdresser out, but Casey didn’t answer. “Can I come in and see how you look?”

She didn’t reply. I didn’t let myself in. I had a feeling that she was overwhelmed and needed space, so I gave it to her. I cooked her a meal and left it at her door, and then I went off to bed, hoping that I could make more progress the next day.


CHAPTER 8
[image: ]



Abig part of Casey’s problem was that she was dehydrated. She was on a cistern system, but her cistern hadn’t been cleaned in over a decade, so the water was surely contaminated—and it smelled and tasted nasty. Because the water was so bad, she only drank when she really felt she needed to.

But when I had four flats of water bottles delivered, that changed. I noticed her drinking much more often. I would make sure she always had a bottle in her hand—and I think that made the biggest difference to her complexion. When she came out of her room the next morning, I hardly recognized her. Her face had filled out. Her eyes no longer looked sunken. Her cheeks no longer appeared pulled into her skull. Her eyes were bright and vivid. Her skin wasn’t red and blotchy.

And she was dressed, wearing one of the little dresses I’d bought for her, which looked a lot shorter on her than I was expecting. I also couldn’t help but notice that she’d shaved her legs (before, her leg hair had been untouched for years, as well as her armpit hair).

But more stunning than the way she looked was the way she smelled: like flowers. She actually smelled like a woman! A pretty woman! Staring at her in that moment, I was struck with the biggest pang of hopefulness I’d had yet.

Maybe there was hope for this film after all. “Do I look okay?” she asked softly, brushing her soft hair to the side.

“You look fantastic,” I smiled. “I hardly recognized you.”

“Sorry about last night. There was just… a lot of big changes in a short period of time. I was just overstimulated and I needed to hide for a bit.”

“It’s fine. It’s going to be an easier day today. Not much planned today—just one little trip to town.”

“For what?” she asked with that nervous countenance.

“Birth certificate,” she said. “It will take thirty minutes at most. We’ll drive there, and we’ll drive back.”

“O—Okay,” she said. I was surprised that she agreed; I’d been expecting a fight. I’d mentally prepared myself to argue with her for at least thirty minutes. But she put up no fight.

I slid a mug of steaming coffee to her. It had vitamins crushed into it—as well as collagen, to help plump her skin up a little bit more. She took a big sip and let out a sigh. A few minutes later, I caught her glaring over at the mirror, admiring herself with a blushing smile. She was clearly happy with the way that she looked—and if she was happy to see herself looking so put-together, maybe she would be more inclined to allow strangers to see her.

Getting her out of the house was still no easy task. I had to go out and secure the perimeter, walking through the woods and long the cliffs of that mountain habitat, ensuring there were no creeping paparazzi. Then, I had to drive down the road to ensure there were no paparazzi encampments, waiting to catch her leaving.

Then, she was still nervous to leave. She stopped at the doorway and froze, and I realized this would be the first time sun truly touched her skin for more than a few seconds.

“You’ll be okay,” I said.

She took that first step. My heart raced with a bubbling hopefulness. There was potential here. I watched her getting into my car, and I thought to myself, ‘I can imagine that in a movie.’

Hell—maybe she would even create a whole new fanbase. She was actually quite cute. I could see her being popular with men around our age. Most probably wouldn’t even realize she was a woman. It wasn’t exactly easy to tell.

As we drove off of her property, she groaned. “You’re doing great,” I said. “This is a big step.”

“I want to go back,” she said, beginning to tremble.

“Casey. You’re fine. Just breathe. We’re going to fill out a form at an office, and then we’ll head right back to your house.”

She took a deep breath and held it. Then, she nodded slowly, accepting that she had to do this.

And it went so much better than I expected. She went into the office and filled out the paperwork, only looking over her shoulder a few times. She spoke with the woman behind the counter and answered all of the necessary questions. Then, on our way to the car, she eyed a little mall and said, “Can we go and buy a few things?”

“Absolutely,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue to suppress my excitement. We went into a clothing store and she bought a few skirts, a few dresses, and some tight leggings. She bought herself a pair of shoes at another store, and then a pair of leather heeled boots at the next. Then, she looked at me and said, “Can I buy you lunch?”

“Um, you can—or we can bill the production,” I said, showing her the production credit card. She smiled.

“Let me treat you,” she whispered.

We went to a small restaurant and requested a private table in the back corner. She kept a pair of sunglasses on the whole time, but it was still a step in the right direction. We had a fantastic meal, and I could tell that Casey was warming up to the idea of being out of her house.

But after eating, she said, “I really need to get home. I can’t be out like this any longer.” And I could see the stressful tension filling her body—so we left. We headed back to her place, and that’s when we ran into some serious trouble.

There were three cars parked outside of her gate. And as we came around the bend, three men holding cameras spun towards us.

Casey quickly covered her face and sunk low. I parked the car and took a step out, but Casey screamed: “No! Get back in and drive away! Quickly!” The men were now rushing towards us. I wanted to fight them off, but I knew one would get to the window and snap a photo of Casey, so I had to act quickly. I jumped into the car and spun it around as if I was the star of White Rider and not Casey. I managed to speed away, hugging the curves of that mountain highway—but the paparazzi pursued.

The whole scene was surreal: a car chase down a dangerous mountain pass. I was driving faster than 110 km/hour around tight mountain curves, with a rusted sedan almost touching my bumper. “Watch out!” Casey screamed, pointing out the alpine chamois (a type of mountain goat) that was on the road. I swerved and managed to miss it by some miracle. The sedan racing behind me struck the poor creature hard, making the car swerve and smash into the rocky ledge—thankfully not swerving the other way over the cliff.

The car wreck stopped the cars behind from passing, so we were able to slow down to a safer speed. I took out my phone and called the police.

It took the cops and firefighters and tow trucks a few hours to sort out the mountain pass accident scene, and then we had to wait while police officers travelled to Casey’s house to ensure there were no more paparazzi stalking around, waiting. We had a police cruiser escort us back to the property. Casey hid with a jacket over her head. The cop stayed there while I walked around the property, and the woods surrounding, for the next forty minutes, ensuring that we were truly alone. Then, I rushed Casey inside and she went to her room to cry.

I cursed those damned paparazzi. We had made so much progress—and they had ruined it in such a short period of time.


CHAPTER 9
[image: ]



Iwoke up early to receive the document delivery to the house, which we’d paid quite a lot of money for. I was at the gate when the courier handed me the envelope containing Casey’s new birth certificate, with her updated gender. As I took the envelope, I heard a clicking sound. The courier heard it too. We both looked over to see a man in the far treeline, holding a camera with a very long lens. He was now taking photos of me.

“His car is parked about a mile up the road,” the man said. Now, the man was about 100 yards away, which was exactly the distance he had to stay according to the restraining order issued by the Swiss police.

I had to awkwardly tell Casey about the stalking paparazzi. She turned white when I told her. “Why won’t they leave me alone?” she groaned. I saw that her eyes were wet as if she was about to burst into tears.

I tried to convince her to head to town with me, to get the driver’s license sorted, but she wouldn’t go. “I can’t do it. They will follow us. They’re going to take pictures of me everywhere we go.”

She was correct; they were definitely going to stalk us, no matter what. I’d dealt with paparazzi before: when I worked as an assistant for various celebs, and on the various sets I’d worked on. They were often aggressive, risking lots to get the photos that they wanted.

But most celebrities just accepted the paparazzi. They let the paparazzi get their photos so they would bugger off. Casey’s situation was different. She didn’t want to be seen, even for a second. “You could just… go out,” I said. “And let them get their photos, so that they go away.”

She stared at me with wide eyes and pale skin. Her lips parted slightly before she shook her head. “Are you insane? Then word gets out about my transition, and suddenly there are a thousand of them here.”

“Maybe it would just be better to let it happen. I mean—it’s going to happen eventually. Why not just rip the band-aid off now?”

She shook her head and started pacing around nervously: a sign that she was about to retire to her bedroom for the rest of the day.

Then, I had an idea. “What if I went out, dressed as you, and just let them take a few photos of me.”

She stared at me for a long moment. “Dressed as… me?”

“I mean—dressed as the old you.”

Her mind processed the idea for a moment, and then her lips began to curl into a curious little smile.
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She helped me find the right outfit. I even agreed to cut my hair, which had admittedly become quite shaggy (I’d been too busy to get myself a haircut). We spent a few hours transforming me into a Casey Ellis lookalike. She even handed me the iconic White Rider shades—the ones that she literally wore in the iconic car chase scene near the end of the film—and said, “Where these.”

“Really?” I said. My hands trembled slightly as I slipped them onto my face.

With a bit of hair gel, we slicked my hair back. She used some makeup to create some contouring, to make my cheekbones and chin look more like the old Casey Ellis.

I turned to the mirror, putting on one of her old leather jackets. We both had big, goofy grins on our faces. “This might work,” I said.

“It might,” she agreed.

“So what should I go out and do?”

She paused for a moment. “I don’t know…”

“I could… just walk around town a little.”

Her face turned red. “People are going to think you’re me when they see the paparazzi taking photos.”

“And eventually, they’ll all get bored and move on… right?” I said. That was the plan anyway.

I don’t know why I was so nervous; it seemed like such harmless silliness. I stepped out of the house and instantly caught the tiny gleam of the camera lens in the distant woods. I could even hear the faint snap of the camera as he snapped what he thought were priceless photos—and maybe they would end up in some magazine.

I walked over to the car and started the engine. I watched the paparazzi bouncing up to his feet to run half a mile to his parked car.

I didn’t try to beat him. I took my time. I pulled out slowly, and I even slowed down on that highway until he caught up with me. I watched him in the rearview, holding his steering wheel with one hand and his camera with the other. He really thought that I was Casey!

I led him all the way to town. He parked about thirty yards from me (carelessly breaking his restraining order). I walked casually into a cafe. He kept snapping photos. Some people noticed him at the cafe window, so they took out their phones and started to take pictures of me.

Then, a woman came up and said, “Are you Casey Ellis?”

I just smiled. She blushed. She bit her lip. “I’m a big fan,” she said in a French accent. “I would love to take a photo with you.”

I tried to stay calm as I posed for a selfie, keeping my shades on.

More people filmed me from afar, and then more came up to ask for selfies, for autographs, and to ask why I hadn’t been in any movies in the past decade.

I never spoke a word. I nodded. I smiled. I shrugged. I posed for photos. Then, I left with my coffee.

The paparazzi followed me. I went to a book store and sauntered around for almost an hour. I could tell the paparazzi was getting bored. I led him to another cafe and made him wait longer while I sipped a coffee.

Finally, close to dinnertime, he went to his car and drove off. Once he was gone, the public settled and stopped caring about the celebrity in their presence. Once the heat had died down, I made my way back to the real Casey’s house, and I told her all about it.

Then, her eyes beamed and she said, “You can pretend to be Casey, and I’ll be your girlfriend!”

My heart fluttered into the pit of my stomach. It wasn’t a bad idea… but I didn’t want to have that pressure on me. She was an actress; I was no actor. She knew how to play a part; I had a hard time smiling for strangers when they were taking pictures of me.

Suddenly, she moved in on me, putting her arms around me and pressing her frontside against my frontside. She peered into my eyes with a seductive kind of look on her face. “Want to be my boyfriend, baby?” she asked with a strangely sultry voice.

My heart skipped a beat. It took a moment to realize that she was acting and not actually coming onto me.
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Iwas way out of my comfort zone, but Casey seemed to be struggling much less—even when a paparazzo showed up to take some photos. When people started looking at us, Casey got closer to me, clutching my arm, squeezing up to my body. We both wore big sunglasses to cover our eyes.

I was just happy to have Casey out. We spent a couple hours at a cafe, until the attention died off and the paparazzi scurried off. Then, we made our way to the Swiss DMV to get Casey’s license renewed. There was extra paperwork to be done to have the license rushed, but we took our time.

As we were leaving, someone tapped on my shoulder and said, “Can I get a selfie with you?”

I smiled and said nothing. Casey said, “Take the selfie, baby.” She stepped off, blushing, looking happy to be out in public, free from being ‘recognized’, even though she was with someone who was being recognized. As I took the photo with the stranger, I saw a woman approach her. I could hear her ask, “Are you dating Casey Ellis?”

Casey smiled and nodded her head.

“Oh my God. Serious? What’s it like dating a famous guy?”

“It’s cool,” she said calmly, still smiling.

They both looked at me.

“But, like, are you actually dating? Like… boyfriend and girlfriend?” asked the stranger.

“Mhm.”

The woman looked to me as if for validation. I paused. I couldn’t speak, and I felt weird nodding.

Then, Casey came up to me and put her arm around me, leaning into me. I guess she hoped that would be proof, but apparently it wasn’t enough for Casey. She turned to me and suddenly leaned in for a kiss: lips puckered, stopping halfway.

I had to make up the other half, but I was frozen. Was I seriously supposed to kiss Casey Ellis on the lips? I had to act fast; I didn’t have time to think about it, so I went in, eyes closed, and kissed her on the lips.

It was supposed to be a quick peck, but it turned into a three-second ordeal, lips mashed together, noses tickling each other. We pulled away slowly and turned to the stranger, who now looked satisfied: blushing and smiling and excited to have learned the celeb gossip before the paparazzi could leak the news.

My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe that I’d just kissed Casey Ellis. And her lips were so… feminine. I don’t mean to sound ‘transphobic’ at all, but I really wasn’t expecting the kiss to be so… proper. It was really like kissing a girl.

She was a girl. So why was I surprised?

I didn’t mention the kiss, and neither did she. But it wasn’t the last kiss of the day. Another person approached us later and asked if we were dating, and Casey felt the need to plant a kiss on my lips to prove it. Afterwards, I awkwardly asked her, “Why not just tell them we’re dating?”

“A good actor knows how to show, not tell,” she smiled. But I was starting to think that she just wanted to kiss me. She really seemed into each kiss…

But she was an award-winning actress; it was her job to be convincing. I had to keep reminding myself that I was just playing a role temporarily while she got comfortable with the idea of being out as a woman.

We ate dinner out. We walked around the city, taking in sights. I was tired and wanted to go sleep, but I knew that this was good for her: the longer I could keep her out of the house, around people, the more likely she was to leave to Canada with me when the week was through.

And the week was almost through. We only had three days to figure out her passport. It was probably enough time—but was it enough time to make her confident enough to leave Switzerland, and be away from her home for a few months while we made the film?

“This is great,” she said to me, looking out at the sparkling Geneva lights. “I feel like I’m really starting to get into this role.”

“I think you’re going to be fantastic,” I said with a smile. I wasn’t sure if it was true yet, but I hadn’t forgotten that my job was to build up her confidence, ounce by ounce.

“I hope so,” she said.

“I know it.”

She turned to me and smiled. She stared into my eyes. There was a moment where I wasn’t sure what she was thinking. Did she like me? Or was this just part of her act? Finally, she said, “Any idea who they cast as my partner?”

“Um,” I said. “I’m actually not sure. I think we had someone temporarily filling that role, back when we thought you were, uh, a man.” I blushed. I wasn’t sure if it was a politically correct thing to say.

“It’s going to be weird, being fucked by a man on screen,” she said. The vulgarness of the statement caught me by surprise—though it shouldn’t have; she really didn’t seem to have any limits with her sexuality.

“It’s going to be simulated sex, of course,” I said.

“In Cruise Control, I’m actually fucking that girl in the bedroom scene,” she said. I blushed. “She was a method actor, and she asked me before we went to picture to actually penetrate her, so I did. Nobody knows that but me and her—and now you.”

I turned dark red.

Then she giggled. “I’m not suggesting we do the same thing for this movie,” she said. “But it is going to be weird.”

“Why will it be weird? You’ve shot a million sex scenes.”

“As a guy, with a girl,” she said. “But this is different.”

“It doesn’t have to be. Just act,” I laughed.

“But when I was shooting those scenes, I knew how to act. I’ve never been fucked by a man before.”

My heart skipped a beat as she peered into my eyes. I was speechless for a long moment, and then I managed to clear my throat. “B—But you’ve seen how girls are. You, uh, know what an orgasm feels like, I assume. So just… you know…” I could feel the redness in my cheeks.

She looked away and we kept walking. The whole thing felt almost like a proposition. First the kissing, then this… I felt like I needed to get to a sink so that I could splash some cold water on my face.

“I really can’t wait to start preparing,” she said.

And that night, she started. I heard her in her bedroom going over lines. She came out a few times and handed me a copy of the script. “Read Dylan’s part,” she said, so I read lines with her. She went back into her room. I heard her going over her monologue. I heard the scratching of a pen on her script as she made notes. She was working hard, which filled me with even more hope that this was going to work out.

I got the updated script late that night. I read through the changes to the dialogue, particularly concerning Casey’s character. Now, it no longer seemed so weird. It no longer seemed like some big gimmick. Her character was written as a female, and she was going to be a convincing female.

I was starting to wonder what I was ever even worried about.
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I woke up at 5:30 AM, long before my alarm, because I heard voices. I jumped to my feet, hearing Casey crying out, “Get away from me! Please! Get away!”

I rushed out of my room, grabbing a mop handle on my way. I burst into Casey’s room, ready to battle the intruder. Casey looked at me and gasped. She was clad in tight pink lingerie, which was see-through, showing her perky breasts and her penis. I spun around, looking for the bad guy, but he wasn’t there.

“Where did he go!?” I gasped.

Then, I saw the script in front of her, with the lines highlighted: ‘Get away from me! Please! Get away!’.

She was practising for the part.

I let out a sigh of relief. I knew the scene. In the scene, Casey’s character is waiting for her love interest to arrive when the antagonist shows up.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. I gazed at her again, hardly recognizing her. She was fully in character, with her hair tied into a pair of perfect curly pigtails. Her eyes had a smokey makeup look. Her lips were glossy pink. She looked like a perfect doll. It was honestly hard to look away from her.

The food and vitamins were clearly working. Her complexion had really smoothed out and her skin was plumped back to a healthy glow. The proper diet must have been helping her hormones too, because she was starting to look curvier; her breasts seemed plumper, and her hips wider.

She was stunning.

“Do you need anything, Stanley?” she asked, not even covering her exposed nipples or penis.

“N—No,” I said. “I’ll uh, get started with breakfast.”

Getting the image of her all dolled up in that lingerie outfit was not easy to banish from my mind. It clung there, waiting for me every time I blinked. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe I was looking at the same woman who greeted me a few days earlier: that emaciated recluse who smelled so foul and was living like a rat at the dump. She had transformed like a butterfly.

She came out to get some breakfast an hour later, still wearing that lingerie. Again, she covered nothing, apparently perfectly comfortable with me seeing her fully. Actors tend to be like that, I suppose; they don’t mind the whole world seeing their bodies, so why would they get weird around a single person?

It was hard to keep my gaze up to her eyes. It was hard not to get swept up in that amazing perfume she was wearing. And when she looked at me with that gaze of admiration when she took her first bite of breakfast, my heart soared. I wasn’t sure I’d ever made a person so happy before—especially not such a famous, pretty person. “You’re seriously the best,” she said with a mouthful. Normally, I would be grossed out if a person spoke to me with a mouthful of food like that, but when she did it, it was cute.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said—and it wasn’t a lie. This really was turning into a sort of satisfaction for me: making her happy, helping her to fix her life.

She helped me get ready to go out again, doing my makeup so I would look like the old Casey Ellis. I was actually excited to be seen with her, looking as beautiful as she looked when she put on a crimson red dress. She was turning heads everywhere we went, and she was loving those ogling looks. And every time she cozied up to me, I would blush and try hard not to break character.

We sorted out some paperwork at the embassy, and then we took some other paperwork to the passport office to get a request for a passport photo. Sadly, we weren’t able to get the photo done same-day, so we made an appointment.

We went back to her property. She dug an old camera out of a box and handed it to me. “I need your help,” she said.

“With what?”

“Character shots,” she said. “They help me to get into character. I’ll put on a few different outfits, and you just take some pictures of me. I’ll try to show different moods, and then I’ll attach them to my script.” I’d seen other actors with similar methods. I happily obliged.

We went outside and took some photos of her looking serious. We went inside and took some photos of her looking innocent. Then, she put on that lingerie again and we took some sexy photos in the bedroom, which got my heart racing. We went back outside and took some glamorous photos.

Back inside, we loaded the pictures onto her computer. She asked if I could pick out the best ones and put them on a hard drive for her while she went to practice lines in her room.

“I have to call Martin and give him an update,” I said to her. I saved a few of those photos to my phone and then I went to send Martin a big update. I sent him the photos. “Can you believe this is Casey Ellis now? You wouldn’t recognize her—but it’s her. And she’s really getting into the role. Great news. I’ve almost got her passport sorted out, and we should be able to make the table-read no problem. She’s made a ton of notes that she wants to go over with you. I think you’re going to have a really great time working with her.”

I sent the message and went back inside to make Casey some dinner. She came out of her room and hung out with me, leaning over the counter with a big smile on her face. That evening, she asked me questions about my life. She wanted to know about how I ended up in producing. She asked about the other movies I’d made. She looked them up on her TV and even put one of them on. She told me she thought the film was “super cute” and she said it was impressive how much I’d done in my life so far. “Most guys your age have hardly moved out of their parents’ houses,” she said.

I blushed. I wondered if this was just her getting into her role. I knew that she had used some method techniques in the past, and her character for this film was supposed to be sweet, kind, and loveable.

Maybe she was just genuinely curious about me. Maybe she was a genuinely sweet, kind human.

She asked about my childhood, about my family, about my friends. She asked if I had a girlfriend or if I’d ever been in any serious relationships. She was shocked when I told her that I was single. “Guys like you don’t stay single long,” she said.

I laughed. “I’m a busy guy. I guess I haven’t had time to date much.”

She was easy to talk to. The conversation just flowed and it didn’t stop. It was hard to believe that I was talking to someone who hadn’t practised conversing in a decade. We talked and talked.

Again, while she was eating dinner, she looked at me with those eyes that were so full of appreciation and admiration. God, I loved seeing that look; it felt nice to feel appreciated after so many years of being the ‘blame guy’ whenever something went wrong on a set.

She stared into my eyes after she was done eating. It was quiet for the first time in hours. Our gazes just met and didn’t part, until I managed to pull myself away.

I asked her if I could take a shower, mostly cause I wanted to pour cold water on my face to cool myself down, and to get those wrong ideas out of my head. I started the shower cold, and after a few minutes, turned it to warm. The cold water didn’t help to make my erection go away; I was probably going to have to rub it away.

Then, the bathroom door opened up and I covered my cock with both of my hands. “Still showering,” I said to her.

She was naked. She ignored my words and opened the glass shower door and slipped in. She took my wrists and moved them aside, revealing my erection. “Is that for me?” She asked, biting her lip and looking into my eyes.

I was speechless. I was frozen. Her body was so perfect, now dripping with water and steaming. She reached down and ran her finger along my rigid length. “You’re so hard,” she said, and then a moment later, she was on her knees.

I gasped when my cock entered her mouth. I looked down in awe at her beauty—even with her cock erect and pointing right at me.

She sucked me for ten beautiful minutes, and then she stood up, hair wet, makeup running, but still beautiful. I went down onto my knees and did the same for her. I gripped her cock firmly and pointed her tip down into my mouth, sliding it through my lips.

My heart raced. This was so far out of my comfort zone, yet I was acting totally on impulse. It felt so good, even though I knew it was so wrong. I kept sucking. Her veins throbbed. Her cock leaked sweet pre-cum as warm shower water dripped down my face.

I stood up and she grabbed both of our cocks together with both of her hands. She massaged them, mashing them together, pushing our tips together.

“You’re really beautiful,” I muttered. Maybe it wasn’t the hottest pillow-talk, but it was what came to my lips.

“You’re cute too,” she whispered. Then, she turned me around and pushed on my back, bending me forward. I bit hard on my tongue and closed my eyes, feeling her saliva-slicked tip gliding down to find my puckering hole. I took a deep breath, and then I felt her pushing into me.

I clenched hard at first, and then I managed to relax, letting her slide deep inside of me. I gripped a metal bar for support as she began to thrust into me. It felt so good. Her cock swelled and throbbed inside of me. She reached her manicured fingers around and gripped my cock, and with just a few strokes, she was making me cum on her shower floor.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

Then I felt it: her hard cock gushing deep inside of me. I threw my head back and cried out. She trembled all over and sunk her pretty pink fingernails into my skin.

Then she pulled out slowly. The cum came out with a loud gushing splat. It came out in four or five noisy gushes. I blushed and she giggled, and then we kissed. Kissing turned into making out. Ten minutes later, we were on her bed. She had me on my back, legs spread wide as she penetrated me once more. Rock hard again, she thrusted hard until my cock was gushing on my tummy and hers was gushing inside of me. There was no cleanup afterwards; we just rolled over, with her snuggled into me, and we closed our eyes and went to sleep.

It was a wonderful night that preceded a terrible morning.


CHAPTER 11
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Iread the text from Martin while Casey was still asleep. “That won’t work at all,” he wrote back to my big update. “She needs to look trans, not like a girl. Tell her to mess the makeup up. Boy up the hair. Maybe some shoulder pads to make her look a bit more masculine—stuff like that. Figure it out with her and send me more pictures by the end of the day.”

“Sorry,” I wrote back. “Why do you want her to look more ‘trans’?”

“The character is trans in my new vision—not a girl. Trans. If she looks too girly, it just doesn’t work for me. I love the idea of having a trans girl in this role. But she has to look trans.”

None of it made any sense. And the thought of bringing it to Casey’s attention just had me horrified. Casey had put a ton of work into making herself into a woman. She went into hiding because she was afraid of not people judging her level of ‘convincingness’. Now, Martin wanted to use her like some sort of gimmick?

While we were eating breakfast that morning, I tried to entertain the idea. “If the director wanted you to look more boyish, would you do it?” I asked awkwardly.

She paused. “Boyish?”

I didn’t know how else to put it; it seemed offensive either way.

“Not like play a guy,” I said. “But… look less feminine.”

She narrowed her eyes and said, “What does that even mean?”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that Martin thought she looked too feminine to play the part—even though, in a way, it would have been a compliment. I bit my tongue and tried to think of a way to frame the idea in a more positive light. “Like, right now you look really, really good. But, uh… Maybe you look too good, you know? Like—maybe it’s not realistic how good you look.”

She kept staring at me.

“Maybe we can just try some different makeup styles to see if there’s something more… relatable to the average audience member. You know?”

“Oh. Okay. I think I know what you mean. Well—Martin will direct the makeup artist on set. Or does he want test photos now?”

“I think he’d like some test photos,” I said, not mentioning that I’d sent the previous photos.

“Send him what we took yesterday,” she said.

“Oh—those? No, not those. I think those are too pretty. That’s exactly what I mean. You look too pretty in those. We should take more to make you look more… relatable.”

She had a confused expression, but she shrugged her shoulders and decided to go along with it. First, we went to the passport office to finish filing the paperwork for her new passport. Then we got lunch, and then we went back home to take a new set of photos.

She spent an hour doing her makeup. She put on a little blue dress and came out. She smiled. She had a more ‘girl next door’ look to her, with bright red lips and a lower-key eye-makeup style. She still looked stunning. “I think you’re still abnormally pretty,” I said.

Again, she looked confused. “You’re just trying to get into my panties again.” She blushed and grinned.

“No, no,” I said. “I really think Martin wants something more… subdued. Maybe, uh, less makeup.”

“I’m literally just wearing lipstick. Should I wash it off?”

“What about the mascara?”

“I’m not wearing any. It’s the fake lashes,” she said. “Should I take them out?”

My heart skipped a beat. They cost $600 and were supposed to last two months. “Maybe,” I said. “Just to give Martin the option. You know?”

She looked uncertain, and she was starting to look uncomfortable. She went to the bathroom and took off the lipstick and the false lashes.

But still, she looked pretty. In a way, she looked even prettier with that ‘nude’ style. She didn’t look boyish whatsoever.

Maybe it was the dress. “What about putting on, um… an old sweater.”

She tried it. But even in an old sweater, she looked cute. Hell—she somehow looked even cuter! “Like this?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Here. Put on one of my shirts.”

She looked at it as if I handed her a bowl of cockroaches. “You want me to put this on?”

“Just as an option,” I said, heart beating faster.

She changed in front of me, briefly showing me her perfect body before putting on my shirt.

Now, she looked a bit boyish. “Maybe my jeans too,” I said.

“Stanley,” she sighed. “I really don’t like this. This… This is what I ran away from. I just feel… wrong wearing this.” She took the shirt off and handed it to me. “I can put on some skinny jeans and a little black crop top. Maybe the skirts and dresses are just too girly girl for the role. But I still want to dress like a girl.”

I was afraid that we hadn’t even gone far enough—even without makeup, without the lashes, without the dresses, she still looked like a beautiful woman. Even in my clothes, she looked girly.

So while she was back in the bathroom, putting on makeup, I snuck outside and got Martin on the phone. “Did you take the pictures yet or what?” he asked.

“Um, yeah—we, uh, are working on it. But… um, sir—Casey really doesn’t want to dress more boyish for the role.”

“I didn’t say boyish,” he grunted. “I said more trans.”

“I guess that’s the confusion. We’re not really sure what that means. Maybe we can just clear that up a little bit, and we can figure this out.”

“Maybe her look like a guy who identifies as a girl. What’s confusing about that?”

“Well, sir. Uh, Casey’s been taking hormones for a decade, and she’s had operations. This is just how she looks. She looks like a girl.”

“Put some makeup on her brow. I don’t know: draw some fake eyebrow hair in to make it look bushier. I’m sure there’s some prosthetic jaw we can put on her. Did you try the shoulder pads I suggested? Just put some folded up rags on her shoulders for now, under her shirts. A bit of makeup to make some five o’clock shadow.”

“Don’t you think that’s a bit… offensive?” I asked.

“We have an opportunity here to do something really unexpected—and with a big star’s name attached to it. We aren’t letting this chance go, Stanley. If Casey looks all pretty in the movie, nobody will even know it’s her. Sure, maybe a few people will watch the credits and say, ‘Whoa, was that really Casey?’. But if Casey stands out like a sore thumb, then everyone is going to say, ‘Who is that?’. And they will look at the credits—and then we will have serious press.”

He was starting to sound more like the executive producers: more interested in promoting the film than making the best movie possible. “I think that would take away from Casey’s incredible performance. It just sounds… distracting.”

“That’s not your call, Stanley,” he growled at me. “Tell me before the end of the day if Casey is going to do it or not. Got it? If not, I’ll find someone who will.”

My heart sank as far down into my gut as it could go. I felt sick. I had to break the news to Casey somehow, but I was dreading it. I knew that it was going to break her spirits—and there was a very good chance it would make her walk away from the role entirely.
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Ijust couldn’t break the news to her. Every time I suggested she do anything remotely boyish or anti-feminine, a look of horror would creep into her countenance, and then a guilt would seep into my gut.

What Martin was asking was just so wrong, and I felt horrible for taking part in it.

Casey made herself beautiful again, using a touch of makeup and curling her hair. “It’s a ten-minute look,” she said. “It’s super accessible. Every girl knows how to do herself up like this, so I think it will be ‘relatable’ enough for Martin.” She handed me her camera. “So let’s take those test shots.”

But I knew this wasn’t what Martin wanted. I wanted to ask her to mess up her hair—or maybe hide it in a wig cap and put on a tom-boyish wig… or a toupee. I kept thinking about Martin’s suggestion, to put in shoulder pads, to make her stature more broad and manly—but how could I seriously ask that of her?

I took the pictures of her the way that she was: looking sweet and beautiful. “He’ll be happy with that,” she said. “I’m sure of it.”

I saved the pictures and I went off to send them to Martin. I paced around for a long time in my room before finally sending them. Five minutes later, my phone was ringing; it was Martin.

I answered it, bringing the phone slowly to my ear. “Hello?” I said quietly, knowing that the conversation could be heard from the other room with those thin walls.

“What the hell did you just send me?” he asked bluntly.

“That’s, uh… Casey. That’s her with a toned-down look,” I said. “She calls it a ten-minute look. A quick bit of makeup and a quick hair-curl. We, uh, took out her false lashes and really went light with the makeup.”

“I said shoulder pads,” he said. “And I know it’s not easy to find someone in Switzerland to make a quick prosthetic jaw, but—did you do anything to trans her up?”

“I’m sorry, sir, but… I just can’t ask her to do that.”

“You have to,” he said.

“It’s not appropriate.”

“That’s not your decision to make,” he snapped. “And I’m getting tired of this pushback. This was your idea, Stanley. I went along with this idea to entertain you, and now you’re refusing to budge on small details. It’s as if you think you’re the director here. You’re just a producer—one of many—on this project. You’re not in a place to be making creative decisions.”

“But Martin,” I said, shaking my head. “You can’t ask her to make a mockery of herself.”

“Who’s asking that? I’m asking her to look trans.”

“But your idea of looking trans is just… gross.”

“You’re fired,” he said.

I paused. Did he really just fire me? Could he fire me? “You can’t fire me, Martin,” I said. “A director can’t fire a producer.”

“This director can. I’m getting the executives on the phone now and telling them I want you gone.”

“Martin, you need to calm down and think about this rationally.” My heart was racing. Would I ever work again if I was seriously fired from this project? Probably not… The Canadian film industry was small, and word would quickly get around that I got into a fight with one of our most prominent up-and-coming directors over a creative decision…

Because sadly, Martin was right: these were technically his decisions to make, and not mine. My job was to organizing casting calls, to track down locations, and to get contracts signed. I had no business even making casting suggestions.

“Martin…” I said, and then he hung up on me. I tried calling him back, but he didn’t answer. I figured I could just give him the night to cool off, and to realize that this was going to be a bad look: firing a producer because he insisted on his trans actor looking more ‘ugly’.

We were eating dinner an hour later, and I still hadn’t told Casey about anything that happened, when I got a message from one of the executive producers. “Stanley, I just spoke with Martin about your exchange earlier. We’re letting you go, unfortunately. I’m having Lewis buy you a return plane ticket. Your services with this production are no longer needed.”

My heart sank low. I wanted to phone him right then and there, but I didn’t want to cause a panic with Casey. “Everything okay?” she asked me.

“Huh? Yeah. It’s fine,” I said.

But it wasn’t fine. That night, in Casey’s guest room, I looked at my phone again and noticed that I was still in the production group chat; they hadn’t removed me yet, and now I was seeing them discussing finding a trans replacement for Casey.

There was also some discussion about my removal from the team.

After an hour, someone noticed that I was still in the group chat, and then I was suddenly removed. It really was official: I was no longer part of the production.

And neither was Casey.

I could hear Casey now, going over her lines. I had to break the news to her, but I just couldn’t do it. This was the first time in more than a decade that she felt like she has a purpose. This was the first time in over a decade that she felt like people were accepting of who she was—and that who illusion was about to be shattered.

Casey knocked on my door. “Come in,” I said. She opened the door, and there she was, in that pink lingerie. “Want to do a scene with me?” she asked with blushing cheeks. “There are no lines for you.”

I blushed and went to her room with her. I thought she was just coming onto me—and she was coming onto me, but she was also seriously running her lines. She had me lay on the bed while she walked into the room. She delivered her few lines, and then she crawled on top of me and gently pulled down the top of her lingerie.

She was so sexy, so perfect… and so happy.

I had to ruin her happiness, because she needed to know the truth.

She started grinding on me, and it didn’t take much to make me hard. I whimpered. She planted her palms down on my chest and gently pushed her nails into my skin. “I want you inside of me so badly,” she moaned. That line wasn’t in the script.

“I have to tell you something,” I said as she took my shaft and started guiding it to her hole.

“What?” she asked with a warm smile.

“You were fired.”

She paused. She looked at me with a grin. “What?” she asked with a small laugh.

“You were, uh… fired. Martin wants to go with someone else.”

The smile faded from her face. Now, she was pale. “What?”

“Me too. I was fired too.”

She kept staring at me. “Are you messing with me?”

“No,” I said. “And… Well, I got you fired. I’m sorry.”

“What?” she said, shocked in her state of disbelief.

I explained to her what happened, even though it pained me to tell her that Martin wanted her to be a mockery of herself. I watched the pain on her face as I told her everything. “I mean… there might still be a chance for you to get the ob back, if you really want it. But you would have to give Martin what he wants. I’ll give you his number if you want to do that. I just… couldn’t ask you to do it.”

Casey stood up and awkwardly covered herself up. She was upset—and it appeared as though she was upset with me. “This was going to be my big coming out,” she said softly.

“You can still come out,” I said. “You don’t need a movie to come out.”

“I know…” She picked up a robe and slipped it on. Then, she eyed her script, which was filled from start to finish with notes. She took it and walked it over to a trash bin and dropped it in. “I should have accepted a long time ago that nobody is going to want me like this.”

“That’s not true,” I said, walking up to her, putting my hands on her sides.

“The truth is…” She let out a sigh. “It just makes people uncomfortable. People don’t want to see… me in a movie.”

“That’s not true.”

“There’s a reason Martin wants me to be manly and ugly,” she said.

“It’s because he’s a prick,” I said.

“No. It’s because if I was presented like this, it would make people uncomfortable. If I look like a beast, they can point and laugh. But if I look… normal, then they have to question their beliefs, and people don’t want to do that.”

“You’re wrong. There are loads of people who want to see you—man or woman—acting brilliantly in a movie.”

“People just don’t want me,” she said, with a tear escaping her eye.

“That’s not true.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I want you,” I said, and then I kissed her on her lips. I felt her body melt in my hands. She kissed me back, moaning softly. The robe fell down and my hands gripped her soft, dainty lingerie. We kissed for a long time, and then she turned her gaze to the floor.

“I still want to go to Canada,” she said. “I still want to get my passport sorted tomorrow.”

“If you want to contact Martin and be in the movie—that’s totally up to you. It’s not my decision to make for you.”

“I don’t want to be in that movie,” she said. “But I do still want to go to Canada. I have some friends there; I haven’t seen them in a long, long time. Maybe… you can take me with you.”

So we woke up early and drove into Geneva. We got her passport sorted out, and then we booked ourselves flights back to Toronto. We talked more about Martin and the film that could have been. Lewis ended up messaging me while we were at the airport. “I shouldn’t be leaking this information to you, but I thought you should see who Martin cast in Casey’s role.” He sent me a photo of a man dressed as a woman in a two-sizes too small dress: complete with body hair, balding mullet, and a serial killer grin; it was the gross stereotype that Martin wanted.

“And you’re okay with that?” I asked Lewis.

“Nobody is, but nobody is saying anything. The actor might be mentally unwell. This whole table read is a total train wreck.”

I showed the picture to Casey and she turned red, at first with embarrassment, and then it looked more like rage. We entertained the idea of taking this story to the media, knowing they would certainly ‘cancel’ Martin over this whole scene—but Casey didn’t want to be the subject of a big media controversy; that’s not how she wanted to come out as trans, and she’d been in the industry for long enough to know that the people who launch media campaigns like that, don’t end up working in the industry for long.

Casey was nervous being around so many people—but she remained true to her mission. She never asked me to take her home. She never went to hide. There were times she was visibly shaking, but she remained strong.

She did spent almost two hours in the bathroom at my place in Toronto, with the shower running. I think she was using that time to be alone and decompress. She needed to take the next day off as well, staying in the apartment. I couldn’t expect her to just hit the ground running after ten years of hiding.

But the day after, she was ready to go and visit her old friends. She asked me to join her, and I did. They were shocked to see her as a woman—but welcoming and supportive. And I was shocked to see that her old friends were some of the biggest producers in the country. I was almost just as star-struck meeting them as I was when I met Casey Ellis.

Bruno Cassidy shook my hand and said, “I think I’ve seen your work. You produced End Game, right?”

I nodded slowly.

“Good flick,” he smiled.

We sat down for coffee with Bruno and I was mostly quiet while Casey caught up with her producer friend. After about an hour, she told him about what happened with Martin. Bruno shook his head, looking disgusted. “It’s a shame that shit is still in this industry,” he said.

It wasn’t a topic of conversation for long. Casey didn’t want to dwell on being a ‘victim’. They mostly talked about family and old friends, and told some funny production stories. I just sat politely and quietly.

Then, Casey said, “I have a script I want you to read.”

“I’d love to read it,” Bruno said.

“I’ll send you a copy later.”

“That would be fantastic.”

We had a lunch with another one of her friends. Then we had dinner with an actor named Leah Huang, who I recognized from a number of big films. It was a busy day, but it was nice to see Casey with her old friends, looking happy—and satisfied. She was being accepted by her friend group—and that was one of her greatest fears.

I was happy for her.

I was even happier for her the next morning when she got a call from Bruno, who had read her script. “He loves it,” she said. “He wants to produce it.”

She hugged me tightly, filling my nostrils with that amazing perfume. “I’m proud of you,” I said.

“Bruno asked if you might want to help produce it,” she said, peering into my eyes.

I will admit that it was hard to keep myself calm and cool. I didn’t want to look overly excited and desperate… but I still ended up bouncing up and down like a kid on Christmas.

Casey giggled. She grabbed my hands to calm me down. “We’ll meet up with him on Friday to talk about it,” she said. “And you should probably read the script before you agree to anything.”

“Of course,” I said, putting my business face back on.

“Until then, maybe we can just explore the city a little bit—and have some fun.”

“Absolutely,” I smiled. She planted a small kiss on my lips.

THE END
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