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LIGHTS, LIPSTICK, ACTION!

It’s true that you can sleep your way to the top in the film and television industry. Dale didn’t believe it, until he tried it. After rolling around with a few old producer ladies, he’s found himself with a top agent and a major role on a new television series. His future is looking bright.

But he’s so excited to sign onto the show that he doesn’t bother to read the stack of scripts sent directly to his house, so he has no idea that he’s agreeing to playing a male-to-female transgender—and he’s completely oblivious to the few on-screen intimate scenes.


CHAPTER I

There’s an old saying in the film industry: you need to fuck your way to the top. In just a few months, I’d learned that old saying was very true—even for men.

I was standing in an expensive penthouse suite, at the top of a Vancouver skyscraper, staring at a sixty-year-old woman who was almost completely naked on a California-King bed. She only had a red thong covering her pussy, and she was slowly pulling that off now to reveal a surprisingly tight slit.

And I was frozen with a mixture of excitement, fear, and confusion. I couldn’t figure out why an older woman would want to fuck a twenty-year-old like myself. I was young enough to be her son—hell, I was young enough to be her grandson. And just an hour before, she’d been showing me pictures of her grandchildren.

She even smelled a bit like my grandma. I think they used the same perfume—or something very similar. Though my grandma didn’t have quite as much plastic surgery: facelifts, boob jobs, and so on. The old cougar in front of me had lots of work done, and I have to admit: she didn’t look bad. Her skin was still tight in most places, and she clearly kept good care of her body. I was still impressed by how tight her pussy appeared to be—and I was still confused as to why she wanted to sleep with me.

Maybe it was just because I made myself available. I flirted with her and subtly let her know that she could have me if she wanted me. And I was finding out quickly: that’s what most of these old film producer ladies wanted. They were just looking for young men to validate the hard work they were putting into their aging bodies. Apparently actors aren’t the only vane ones in the film industry. Apparently that low self-esteem permeates through the whole complex.

“What are you waiting for, darling?” she asked with her light British accent. “Are you going to eat me out or would you prefer to watch me play with myself?” She didn’t wait for an answer. She just reached down and started rubbing that tight pussy. She gently pulled her lips apart, revealing a warm glisten. She was wet and horny. I wondered how many other actors had plunged that hole for a role in a TV show. And then I wondered how badly I really wanted that role.

It was a good role—the best role I’d ever auditioned for. The show had already been picked up for a whole season. The pilot received amazing ratings, but the third-billed actor had dropped out, leaving a prime spot open for an eager actor like myself. I wanted that role—and if getting it meant eating out an old lady, that was fine. At least she was hot.

I stepped forward and I crawled up onto that large bed. I felt awkward being naked in front of her. It felt like being naked in front of a teacher. I felt like she would be judging me. She’d been fucking since long before I was born and she probably knew exactly what she liked. What if I couldn’t give it to her? I’d only ever had sex twice before, and both times were quick and under the influence of alcohol.

I was inches from her pussy now. She took both of her hands and used them to spread her lips wide, showing me that deep hole that held my destiny. I bent forward and ran the tip of my tongue around that gape. She moaned.

I remembered my audition. It wasn’t fantastic, but it was enough to get me a call back. I was thrilled when my agent told me I had a call back, but that excitement went away when I walked back into that studio the next day and saw that fifty other actors had also landed a call back. I sat in the waiting room for almost an hour before they called my name. I was so nervous that I ended up forgetting my lines during my first read. Thankfully, they gave me a second read. But it wasn’t great.

And I was just about to leave when I remembered what my friend told me: ‘If it is a woman in the room, just flirt with her. Film woman are all horny as hell.’ And I would have thought that he was kidding when he told me that, had I not already tested his theory a few weeks before.

I managed to land one of the best agents in town. How did I land one of the best agents in town? She was an older woman. It was the day my friend gave me that little bit of advice. The meeting with the agent didn’t go great, but I ended it by telling her that I loved her dress.

“Thank you,” she said with a little rosy-cheeked smile.

Then my heart bounced as I built up the courage to say, “I’d love to see under it.” I winked at her and then I watched as her eyes became wide. I thought that I’d ruined my chance of landing a decent agent. I thought that I’d ruined my chance of having an acting career. I was ready to call my friend and cuss him out. But then, the agent went to her door and turned the lock. She turned to me and said, “Let’s be quick.”

So I fucked the agent, who was now my agent. And now I was eating out a producer, who was about to be the producer of my television show. So it really was true: you can fuck your way to the top. I fucked my way into a top agency. That agency got me a top audition, and now I was fucking my way into a roll. What was next? Would I fuck my way onto the big screen? Could I fuck my way into a Bradley Cooper movie? How far could I fuck myself?

The producer’s slit was wet and dripping onto the bed. She moaned and squirmed as I plunged my tongue in and out. She clamped her thick thighs against my head and squeezed, reaching down and grabbing my hair with her recently painted fingernails. “Just like that,” she said. My nose was nestled into her thinning pubic hair. She was grinding her wet cunt against my face, loving every second of our time together. But it still felt a bit weird. She was still old enough to be my grandmother. “Don’t stop,” she said. So I didn’t stop. I just kept the image of myself standing on a big-budget set in my mind while she mashed her clit against my face, smearing her warm wetness all over my lips.

And I wondered: could I fuck my way to the very top? All of those actors who win Academy Awards—who are they fucking? This wasn’t so bad—I could do this with a new cougar every couple of weeks. In fact, it was kind of hot. I could see myself developing a thing for older women.

But what if I had to fuck a dude? What if there was some big gay Harvey Weinstein character at the next checkpoint in my career? I shuddered at the thought of having to go down on some large hairy man. I pushed that thought out from my head. I would see how far I could go fucking women, and I’m sure that would be enough.

“Are you going to fuck me or what?” the producer asked.

So I crawled up on top of her and I gently pinned her wrists at her sides as I slid my erection up the length of her wet slit. Her hands were clammy, as if she’d recently moisturized. I noticed a couple of rings on her ring finger, and I realized I was fucking some dude’s wife. Hopefully he wasn’t nearly as powerful as she was.

I didn’t have to use my hand to get my cock into her cunt. And I didn’t have to push very hard to penetrate her pussy. She looked tight—but she wasn’t very tight, especially on the inside. Though she was unbelievably wet, as if she’d just come down a waterslide. Every time I pumped her, her pussy made a squishing noise, and after just a few pumps I could feel moist spattering against my thighs. Her stiff tits were trying hard to bounce on her chest. It wasn’t until I was hovering over top of her that I noticed her nipples were pointed in slightly different directions, as if the plastic surgeon had made a little mistake when putting her back together. I didn’t mind. My cock was still rock hard.

My heart was still pounding with excitement. In just a few days, I would be on a real TV set, playing a real character on a real show—not just some walk-on character with one or two lines. I would actually get to chat with the director and I would have my own trailer. I would be living my dream. Though I still didn’t know what the show was about… My agent said it was something like a ‘modern day Game of Thrones’, whatever that means. Who cares what it means? It was a huge opportunity and a huge paycheque. And I just had to finish fucking this old lady to get there.

She groaned and threw her head back. Her chest heaved and her body convulsed. She was coming. She pressed her loose thighs against my hips and tried to push her hips up off the California-King mattress. I kept fucking, pounding down harder and harder, proving just how badly I wanted this part.

Then I felt the warm tingling. Colours flashed in my eyes as my legs trembled. Suddenly, I was filling her post-menopause cunt with a flood of hot cum. And she loved it. She groaned with the biggest smile on her face. After I pulled out, she stuck a finger into her stretched pussy and pulled out a fresh finger of my load. She brought it to her lips and tasted it. It was a strange sight, but I pretended like it turned me on.

I waited a moment before saying, “So I should be on set Monday morning, correct?”

She nodded her head. “The call sheet will go out tomorrow or the next day. A car will pick you up from the address you gave to the production.”

“Great!” I said, hopping to my feet. I went to grab my clothes so I could leave, but then she stopped me.

“Spend the night with me. You can hold me, and then maybe you can have your own sloppy seconds,” she said with a big grin. And I managed to force a big, fake smile. It was some of the best acting that I’d done in my entire career, and there wasn’t even a camera in the room. I put my clothes back down and I crawled back into the bed with her. And fifteen minutes later, I was sticking my cock back into her pussy. I could feel my old cum, squashing against my shaft—it was still warm in an off-putting way. But I still managed to fuck her senseless, and I still managed to come a second time.


CHAPTER II

I still hadn’t read the script for the first episode. I’d hardly even read the e-mail from the assistant director, explaining the show’s shooting format. There was so much technical mumbo-jumbo. I just wanted to act. I didn’t want to think about technical details.

The production planned to shoot a new episode every week: five days per episode, shooting nine pages per day. I would have to memorize all of my next day’s lines each night, and according to that technically e-mail, there would be a few ten-hour turnarounds, which meant I had ten hours to get home, learn my lines, and sleep. But the production would provide three meals per day, and I had the option of sleeping in my trailer overnight, which was equipped with a twin bed.

They sent me the first twelve scripts in the mail: five hundred and forty pages of script. It was a heavy stack of paper, and my agent urged me to read all of it before agreeing to the show’s terms—but even the agreement contract was a heft twenty-page document, crammed with legal jargon. I just wanted to act. I just wanted to play Benny, the loveable best friend of the main character.

Ken Hurt was cast to play the main character—and yes, I do mean the Ken Hurt. I was so excited to meet him. I’d never met a famous person before. The man was friends with Tom Cruise for crying out loud! Maybe Tom would swing by the set one day and I would get to meet him too.

It was Sunday afternoon when I got that first call sheet, just fourteen hours before my call time. Along with the call sheet came my sides: an edited version of the script that only included my lines and the lines of the actors in my scenes. For my first day on set, I only had two short scenes, with only a few lines in each scene—still more than I’d ever had in my life. I spent the next couple of hours marching around my apartment memorizing the lines. Then I looked at that pile of scripts and wondered if I should at least read the script for the first episode, so I could understand the context of my first few lines.

But I was hungry, and I still had a few friends to call, to share the amazing news with. I didn’t end up getting around to that first script that evening. I didn’t read that script at all before I showed up on set that next morning.

The makeup girl that met me at the parking lot—called the ‘circus’—was a cutie. She was freshly out of cosmetic school—and it looked like she was also freshly out of high school. She had short black hair with straight bangs cut just over her eyes. She was tiny, child-sized, and she wore a tiny black dress, which only barely covered her young perky tush. She led me to her makeup trailer before I was even able to explore my own trailer, which was just two trailers down. She sat me down in front of a large mirror and then she started staring closely at my face, inspecting me, as if she was thinking very hard about which products to use on my face.

“I’m Dale, by the way,” I said.

She was slow to respond. “Katie,” she finally said. “I think I see what they’re going for here.”

“You see what they’re going for?”

She nodded her head. “The next few episodes should be interesting.” She nodded her head, as if she was agreeing with herself. “Luckily, today will be easy—just basic corrective. And your skin is pretty much clear, so we’re just going to brush on a bit of powder.”

“Okay—sounds good,” I said. I didn’t really know what she was talking about, but I didn’t bother asking. She seemed busy. Since we’d sat down, a few of the extras had streamed into her trailer, and they were all waiting patiently behind me to have powder brushed onto their faces. The assistant director kept appearing in the doorway every two minutes to ask for a time estimate, as if he couldn’t keep track of the time himself. And in case that wasn’t enough, Katie’s walkie-talkie kept crackling with various voices. “How’s makeup coming along?” “Is Hurt through makeup yet?” “Can we get Benny’s double on set.” “Benny—is he through makeup yet? B-Camera wants to get some inserts while we’re waiting. Is that possible?”

I was used to student film set: crews of three or four people, working slowly and meticulously. I wasn’t used to this fast-paced chaos. But I did my best to pretend like it was all good. I smiled and sauntered casually, making everyone think that I was a seasoned pro, and that I was meant to be on that set.

They got me in front of two cameras with a microphone dangling over my head. Crew members fluttered around me like moths for a minute, and then the king moth called out, “Let’s lock it down and go for picture!” and that sent all of the little moths scurrying away, behind the lights, leaving that set suddenly vacant.

Then, Ken Hurt stepped onto the set. He was tall in real life, and his body seemed to radiate a special aura. He was intimidating, with a big presence. His sudden existence seemed to make the whole set become quiet. I probably wasn’t the only one who grew up with him on my television screen. He was a famous child, appearing in some seriously big movies. He was the star of one of my favourite all-time childhood movies: Puck Boys. In that film, he led his hockey team to one of the greatest screen victories of all time, beating the young Russian team in overtime. And of course I know that the movie wasn’t real, and that they got a stunt double to do all of the skating scenes—which was about half of the movie—but that didn’t make me any less star struck when Ken Hurt stepped up in front of me and looked into my eyes.

“Okay, let’s skip rehearsal and go right to picture. I think everyone’s ready. Let’s roll sound.”

I suddenly forgot all of my lines. I could feel the gaze of every single crewmember staring at me—though I knew they were probably all looking at Ken. The pressure was intense. I was worried that I was about to vomit all over Ken’s chest. Would they fire me? If I couldn’t remember any of my lines, how long would it be before they brought in another actor to fill my role? Would it be done before the end of the day?

“And action!” the director yelled. Now the set was dead silent.

“So have you told your dad yet?” Ken said.

“My dad?” I said, confused.

Ken’s eyes narrowed. “You did talk to your dad—didn’t you?”

I stared at him, and then I looked around. Weren’t we supposed to be going for picture? Why was Ken asking me about my dad? Why did Ken even know anything about my dad?

“Benny—you’re acting funny. Is everything alright? You were going to talk to your dad. Did you talk to him yet, or what?”

“Cut!” the director shouted. “What the hell’s going on? Why isn’t Benny talking?”

And then I realized Ken was doing the scene. He was supposed to ask if I talked to my dad, then I was supposed to tell him that I hadn’t. Those were the lines. But Ken’s acting was so good that I thought he was just casually chatting with me at the worst possible time.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I just—I blanked. It won’t happen again.”

“Okay, let’s roll sound and try again.”

“Sound is speeding!”

“Camera’s rolling!”

“Scene twelve, take two!”

“Mark it!”

The slate clapped and we were alone on the set again. Ken looked into my eyes and said, “So have you told your dad yet?”

I shook my head. “Not yet,” I said. I still couldn’t believe that Ken Hurt was talking to me. Ken Hurt was looking into my eyes. We were working together. It was a dream come true! I could still picture that iconic scene: Ken gets the breakaway pass and darts down the middle of the ice. The crowd stands up and the place becomes silent. He nearly trips on his broken blade, but somehow he manages to stay up on his feet—

“Benny?” Ken said. “Earth to Benny—you in there?”

“Um, yeah—sorry—say that again,” I said.

He sighed. “I said: you’re going to have to tell your dad at some point. He’s going to be mad, but you have to do it.”

“Yeah, yeah, I’ll get around to it. I just—I need some more time,” I said.

“I ran into Marsha at the store the other day. She was asking about you.”

“What did you tell her?” I said.

“I told her to ask you. I still don’t know what I’m allowed to say.”

“I’ll reach out to her at some point.”

Ken scoffed. “At some point,” he said. “Just like with your dad?”

And that was the scene. I just finished doing a scene with one of my childhood heroes. I had to strain to fight away the smile. The director finally yelled cut and I was able to let that grin crack. We had to do the scene again because of my fuck up at the beginning—but the third take went smoothly, and then we were moving onto a new angle, and then a new scene.

Ken didn’t stick around to chat with me. Once they were setting up for a new scene, he was gone, off to his trailer to be by himself. So I did the same thing. I wanted to be just like him. I wanted to be on that same professional playing field that he was on… And technically, I was. We had identical trailers and we were acting in the same show. Of course, he had a bigger role than me and he was being paid much more—but still, we were there together, and surely that meant something.

My next scene was much smoother than my first. It was a simple scene, where I see my dad on the street. He walked over to me and asked, “What’s new?” I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Nothing at all.”

“You still with that girl?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No. We split up.”

“Why? Your mother loved her. C’mon, Benny—you can’t keep disappointing your mother like this.”

“Alright, dad. I’ll see you later. I have to get to a meeting.”

And that was my final scene for the day. One of the production assistants led me to a car and then I was en-route home while dozens of crewmembers buzzed around set, burning off the last of their coffee-energy.

The driver of the car was a Middle Eastern man with a thick accent. He didn’t say much, until we were just a few blocks from my apartment. Then he broke his silence and asked, “Are you one of the actors?”

“I sure am,” I said. “Are you one of the drivers?”

He laughed at my dumb joke. “I was just hired this morning. I’ll be your driver all week. My name is Mohammed.”

“Nice to meet you, Mohammed. I’m Dale.”

“So what’s this TV show about, Dale?” he asked as we pulled up to my apartment building.

I opened my mouth to reply, and then I remembered that I still had no idea what the show was about. I thought for a moment, stuttering slightly, and then I said, “It’s like a drama about friends.”

“So like the show, Friends, but not funny?” he asked.

“I guess kind of like that. And there are some companies that are fighting. I work for one of the companies, but my best friend works for another one. To be honest with you, Mohammed: I’m not too sure myself. I still have to read through the scripts.”

“Well I’m sure it will do very well,” he said.

I got out from the car and made my way up to my apartment. And as I was climbing the stairs, I found myself trying to figure out the answer to my driver’s question: what was the show about? I really didn’t have any clue. What was the deal with my character and his dad? What was it that my character was supposed to be telling him?

When I got up to my apartment, I had a new e-mail in my inbox: tomorrow’s call sheet. I looked at the scenes and then I grabbed the episode script. I flipped through to the scenes I had to memorize. And then I became cold and speechless as a lump formed in my throat. In the scene, I was dressed in lingerie and a wig. The scene opened with me putting on makeup, and then Ken walked in. He came up to me and kissed me, even though I wasn’t quite finished with my eyeliner.

So that was the secret I was keeping from my father: I was a cross-dressing homosexual—or possibly a transgender. Maybe I should have read the script before agreeing to the show. And now I was in a horribly awkward position.

I couldn’t just drop out of the production now. A thousand man-hours had already been spent on that first day—and probably close to a hundred thousand dollars of production money. If I dropped out, I would probably never find work again. I would be blacklisted. But I couldn’t let my friends and family watch me dolled up like a chick, making out with a dude! When I decided I wanted to be an actor, I wanted to be like Bruce Willis. I wanted to swing from buildings and I wanted to shoot guns and say cool one-liners. I didn’t want to play a closet homosexual!


CHAPTER III

I called my agent. “Do I really have to do this? Can’t they do re-writes or something?” I asked. “Please tell me they can get a double in for me—right? It’s not actually going to be me dressed up like a girl.”

“I told you to read the scripts before you signed the agreement,” my agent said.

“Well I didn’t, okay? So sue me.”

“Well if you drop out now, they’re going to sue you. So you’re going to show up on set for your call time tomorrow and you’re going to wear whatever the wardrobe department wants you to wear, and you’re going to let the makeup girl put whatever she wants on your face. And you aren’t going to complain, unless you want to throw your whole career into the gutter. Is that what you want?”

I groaned. Why did no one tell me about this before I signed those papers? They couldn’t seriously expect me to read all of those scripts between my callback and my meeting with the producers. No one could read that much in such a short period of time!

“I don’t want to kiss another man,” I said.

“It’s part of being an actor. You want to open doors to other roles, then you’ll kiss whoever they tell you to kiss.”

“But Ken is my childhood hero!” I said.

“So what? Get over it,” my agent said, and then she hung up the phone. And I was starting to think that she knew about the whole gay aspect of my character before she even sent me out for the audition.

I went to my bed and I threw myself down. I planted my face deep into my pillow and I groaned loudly. I was going to look so stupid. My friends would mock me endlessly. My parents were going to be so disappointed in me. They wanted me to go to business school, but I begged them to send me to acting school instead. That was already enough shame for them. Now they would have to deal with having all of their friends seeing their son making out with a man on camera, while dressed in what the script described as ‘sexy lingerie’. I groaned again.

And I didn’t sleep much that night. I paced around my apartment, trying to think of some sort of solution to this nightmare. Maybe I could go to the producer whose pussy I ate and fucked repeatedly, and I could beg her to get a double in my place. Then I could warm my parents, and make sure they knew they were about to see a double, and not me at all.

It was around midnight when I decided to take a peek at the other scripts. I went to that deep box and pulled them out. I flipped through the many pages, finding my scenes. I had lots of scenes in episode eight—and I was a chick in all of them. By episode ten, I didn’t have any male scenes left. My character was set to become a full-fledged woman. So I couldn’t tell my family that a double was doing my female scenes—then they would just assume that I was lying or unemployed!

But it was a scene in episode two that made my heart sink into my stomach. I had a sex scene with Ken, set in an office. The scriptwriter described us as naked, rubbing our crotches together. ‘We don’t see their penises, but we do see their hips grinding,’ the writer wrote. ‘Ken teases Benny’s nipples with the tip of his tongue,’ was another line. I felt sick. How were they going to film that scene? What kind of protection could they put on us so that our cocks wouldn’t actually be touching? We were on top of a desk—with no blankets or clothes. And the writer kept describing wide shots…

I ran to my computer and did some research. ‘How do they film sex scenes in movies,’ I asked Google.

I found a filmmaking website with the answer I was looking for—and the answer I was dreading. ‘Most films use special angles to hide the action. Usually, directors will have the actors covered by blankets. But in wide shots where there is nothing covering the talent, usually the actors are really pressed together and naked. They understand that it’s just for the shot, so there’s usually not any arousal. But sometimes actors do get aroused. Professionals understand that rubbing can cause arousal, so they know not to judge.’

So unless the production had some sort of special harness, I would be rubbing cocks with Ken Hurt, my childhood hero.

I didn’t get any sleep that night. I read through the many scripts. Episode two wasn’t the only episode with a sex scene. There was another scene, where I cheat on Ken with my boss. And again, the scene was described with wide shots. He takes me from behind and rams me while ‘Benny moans in ecstasy’. The writer even described my butt cheeks rippling from the impact of my boss’ pelvis. I nearly gagged.

So not only was my character a transitioning transgender—he was also a complete whore. It was 4:00 AM, two hours before my call time, when I found myself in front of my bathroom mirror, staring at my reflection, trying to figure out how stupid I was going to look. Maybe I would get lucky and the show would be cancelled before the second episode even aired. Or maybe something would happen with the production and none of these episodes would air. Wouldn’t that be perfect? Or maybe the show would get sold to another TV channel, in some other country, so none of my friends would ever see it. A man can hope, right?

Mohammed buzzed my apartment at 5:55 AM. I was exhausted as I crawled into his sleek black car. “How did you sleep, Mr. Dale?” he asked with his thick accent.

“Just fine,” I said with a hoarse voice.

“Are you ready for another day of filming?” He was chipper, as if he’d slept for twelve hours and subsequently consumed four cups of strong coffee.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. My body felt colder and colder as we became closer and closer to the set. My mind was spinning. We were only filming the kiss scene today, but I knew what was coming.

When we pulled onto the lot, I saw that little makeup girl waiting for me. She watched as the car pulled up and came to a stop, and then she waited by my back door—waiting for me to emerge. But I was too afraid. I wanted to stay in that car forever. I didn’t want to show my face. I didn’t want anyone to see how humiliated I already was.

“Do you need me to open your door, Mr. Dale?” Mohammed asked.

“No, Mohammed,” I said. “I can do it. I just need a second.”

“Okay. I think they’re waiting for you though.”

“I know, Mohammed,” I said. I slowly reached for that door handle. I wanted to throw up. I didn’t want to know what I would look like as a tranny slut. But I had to think of those doors that my agent was talking about: the opportunities that would be created for this little portion of humiliation. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe none of my friends would even tune into the show. I was pretty sure that none of my friends had watched any of the student movies that had been tossed up on YouTube—so why would they watch this? And as for my parents—I could just tell them not to watch… They would listen, right?

Katie tapped on the window. “You coming out? We’ve only got thirty minutes before they need you on set.”

I groaned one last time, and then I opened that door.


CHAPTER IV

I closed my eyes as soon as I was in the makeup chair. People kept filtering in and out of that makeup trailer, getting their faces touched up by the other artists—but Katie was assigned to me and only me for that morning. She worked quickly but carefully. I felt her many products gliding over my face. It was hard not to twitch when she was drawing on my eyelids. And she kept saying things like, “Oh, this is starting to come together,” and, “you’re looking so good.” But I didn’t believe her for a second. I didn’t want to open my eyes and see my embarrassing face.

By ‘good’, I assumed that she meant that I looked like a ridiculous tranny. Was that not the goal? Maybe this was a comedy and my ridiculous appearance was supposed to be the comic relief.

“How close are we with Benny?” a male voice asked behind me.

“She’s five minutes away,” Katie said. Then that same voice crackled through the walkie-talkies: “Benny is five away! Over!” Did I just hear Katie say ‘she’? Were they doing that for me—because they thought it would help me get into character? Or did they really think that I was suddenly a girl?

And I still hadn’t opened my eyes. I was too afraid. They were better off shut. Maybe I could keep them closed for the rest of the day. Maybe Katie could draw pupils on the backs of my eyelids.

“Okay. You need to get into wardrobe quickly,” Katie said.

“Hey, Benny. I’m here to take you to wardrobe,” said another female voice behind me. But I was still too afraid to open my eyes and face my fate. I wanted to stay blind. I didn’t want to know how embarrassing I looked.

But I knew the humiliation was inevitable, so I forced my eyes open. And then I found myself staring at my reflection. And shockingly, I kind of looked like a chick. My eyes appeared large and bright. My lips looked full and my cheekbones were prominent, thanks to a bit of contouring. I had to reach up and feel my skin, to make sure Katie hadn’t slipped a prosthetic mask onto my face. But that was really my face—though it wasn’t really my hair. It was a blonde wig with straight-cut bangs. It was cute, covering my forehead, making me look a little bit more like a girl.

“Benny—c’mon. We’re running behind,” said the costume girl, calling me by my character name. I stood up slowly, keeping my gaze glued to the mirror. I just couldn’t believe that I actually looked like a chick.

Did that old producer woman know that I would look like a chick? Is that why she cast me? And was it better that I looked like a legit woman? Or did that just make this whole thing even more embarrassing? No—I don’t think it made it more embarrassing, though it didn’t make it any less embarrassing. I’d already reached maximum embarrassment.

The costume trailer was three doors down from the makeup trailer: a short walk that took a lifetime. Buzzing crewmembers slowed down to look at me. Gazes from all directions fell upon me, making my skin crawl with coldness. One of the grips even stopped and stared right into my eyes. I had to look away quickly as my heart stuttered.

I felt relieved once I was inside the costume trailer, alone with that single girl. “Take off your clothes,” she said bluntly as she started searching through a long rack. I noticed my name printed on a tag on the end of that rack. Were all those outfits for me? There were a few male shirt and pairs of pants at one end, but the vast majority of the rack consisted of dresses, skirts, and lingerie. Now I knew why that original actor dropped out after the pilot got picked up for an actual series—he was probably hoping that it wouldn’t, or maybe this transgender thing was added once the series got the green light.

The girl pulled a tiny red dress off the rack. “Put this on,” she said, even though I was still wearing my clothes. Her eyes narrowed and she gasped. “What are you doing?” she snapped. “I told you to get undressed! Are you trying to get me fired? Because they’re going to fire me—not you. Please—take off your clothes!” Her face was turning red. So I quickly pulled my shirt off, and then I slipped down my pants. “Boxers too—c’mon. I’ll need to find you a pair of panties.” She started digging through little drawers frantically.

I awkwardly pulled down my boxers. I felt so exposed and vulnerable—and that feeling only got worse once I started wriggling into that tight red dress. It wasn’t even long enough to cover my dangling cock. I held a hand between my legs until the costume girl gave me a pair of red panties, which matched the dress. I slipped them up quickly, happy to have something holding my cock from dangling down in plain sight.

And now she was holding out a pair of heels. “Put these on. Quick. They’re coming for you.”

I really didn’t want to be dressed up like a chick. And I really didn’t want to wear a pair of high-heels. But more than anything, I didn’t want to get anyone in trouble—not even that costume girl who had a terribly annoying, high-strung personality.

The shoes fit surprisingly well, though I nearly fell over as soon as I tried to stand. I grabbed onto the edge of a nearby counter and gasped.

The costume girl sighed. “Please tell me you know how to walk in those.”

“Why the hell would I?” I said.

“Hmm, let me think…” she said, scratching her chin in a condescending way. “Oh right! Because you were cast to play a girl, maybe?”

I was liking her less and less. And I was almost tempted to take the shoes and the dress off, just to get her into trouble. But I bit down on my tongue and tried to remain professional. Ken Hurt would remain professional under the same circumstances, so that’s what I did.

I tried to stand upright, wobbling slightly as I extended my arms out to my sides for balance. I took a step and nearly twisted my ankle. I heard the costume girl scoff behind me, but I fought back the urge to look back and give her a dirty look. I took another step. This one wasn’t so bad. And then I took another. Maybe the heels weren’t so bad. Maybe I would get used to them after a few minutes.

I took a step towards the door and then the assistant direction appeared in the doorway. “Is Benny ready? Can we take her to set?” He looked into my eyes and then he looked down my body. “Is that hair? Didn’t you shave her legs? She can’t be on camera like this. And her armpits! You didn’t shave her at all!” The assistant director slipped into the trailer and slammed the door behind him. He grabbed his walkie-talkie and said, “We’re two minutes away—there’s been a delay in the costume department.”

“What? So that’s my job now?” the costume girl said with her hands on her hips.

“I don’t care—just do it!” the assistant director said. “Go grab a razor and some shaving cream. Get it done!” He buzzed for assistance, and then ten seconds later, I was being swarmed by girls with shaving cream and razors. They were all working on different parts of my body. One girl was on her knees with her hands under my skirt. She grabbed my package and lifted it up so that she could shave underneath it. I’d never felt more humiliated and violated in my life. I was starting to wonder if being an actor really was something that I wanted in life. Maybe accounting was more my speed.

“Okay, now let’s get her to set! Quickly!” the assistant director shouted. Everyone fluttered away, like a pack of seagulls being chased off. I looked down at my smooth legs. They were strangely shiny.

Someone grabbed my wrist and started pulling me towards set. My mind was racing too fast that I couldn’t even process who was pulling me—maybe the AD, or maybe the costume girl—or maybe just a PA looking for a raise.

I saw the crowd of crewmembers appearing in the distance. They were all standing, all waiting, and now they were all looking at me. My legs trembled and tried to collapse. I took a deep breath in and my whole body felt suddenly cold. I felt naked in that little dress. I kept reaching down to make sure it was covering my cock—and to make sure the little panties were still holding my cock in place.

The set light seemed brighter than ever before. I squinted as I stumbled onto the set. Then I saw Ken standing by the doorway, ready to do the scene. He looked at me with wide eyes, up and down my body—and then I realized I hadn’t quite reached the climax of my humiliation before—that was happening now. My childhood hero was seeing me in a wig and high heels. And if he was ever going to remember me, this was probably the image he would have in his mind. I felt so stupid, and I was starting to feel very ill as well.

“Okay people!” the director shouted. “We’re way behind schedule this morning, so we have to be efficient. I have a lot of shots I want to get. So we’re going to skip rehearsal and the actors are going to nail this scene. So let’s get quiet on set so we can get started.” That silence came quickly. Now, I swear I could hear my heart pounding into my ribcage. “Someone show Benny to her first position!” the director shouted. And there was that ‘her’ again; the more I heard it, the more my gut turned.

Someone guided me to a green X on the ground. Then the assistant camera hopped in with the slate. “Scene fourteen, take one!”

“Mark it!”

The slate clapped and the set cleared.

“Everyone quiet—and action!” the director shouted.

And I quickly tried to remember what I was supposed to do. I closed my eyes for a second and remembered that I was supposed to be getting ready. I turned and saw the mirror: my own dolled up reflection. There was a clean makeup brush sitting on the little desk, so I picked it up. Then I looked up at myself again. I brought that brush to my face, and then I gently started brushing my left cheek. I saw the camera in the mirror, moving in closer on its track. And then I saw Ken approaching from my right. I looked over.

“Are you finally going out?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No,” I said, putting on my best female voice. And then I tried desperately to remember the rest of my line. “I—uh—I’m doing this for you.”

“Why don’t you come out with me? No one will recognize you.”

“Why don’t you come to the bedroom with me?” I put my hands on his shoulders. My heart dropped into my stomach as I looked into his eyes. He was looking down at my chest. He gently moved his hands up and down my sides, sending chills through my body.

“What about Tony?” he said.

“Tony isn’t here, is he?” I leaned forward and closed my eyes. I puckered my lips and then I felt his lips press against mine.

I was kissing a man. I’d gone twenty years without letting a hint of gayness into my life—and now I was practically drowning in it. And the kiss wasn’t ending. He was really kissing, gently sucking my bottom lip while his nose nestled in comfortably against mine. His hands gently clutched my sides. The director wasn’t yelling cut. Why wasn’t he yelling cut? How much kissing could he take?

I had to keep acting. I couldn’t just stand still like a fool. I so started moving my hands up and down his body. He was rigid and muscular under his clothes. I could feel the subtle bumps of his ribs, and then I could feel the bulging of his shoulder muscles.

A bit of his tongue gently slipped into my mouth, rendering me frozen. Was he just method acting—or was he enjoying the kiss a little bit too much? The camera couldn’t see that tongue, so why push it forward? What was I supposed to do with it? I wanted to spit it out and wipe my face, but I didn’t want to ruin the scene. Why wasn’t this goddamn scene ending?

Finally, the director called cut. And he was happy with the shot. “Let’s move on!” he said with excitement. But that wasn’t the end of the kissing. He wanted to get four more shots of that same scene: different angles of that long kiss. And for the next shots, we weren’t so lucky to get it perfectly in the first take. “Let’s get a second take for the camera!” the director said. “Let’s get a third for sound. Apparently the lavs are muffled.” I lost track of how many times I kissed Ken Hurt that morning—at least fifteen times.

And that was my only scene for the day. I only had one other scene that week—just the four scenes in that first episode.

Mohammed drove me home after I was finished lunch—and after I’d cleaned off my makeup and changed into my male clothes. “How was shooting today, Mr. Dale?” he asked.

“Fine,” I said. But my voice was far from convincing.

“Did something bad happen?” he asked, apparently picking up on the dread in my voice.

“No. Everything went fine. They’re on schedule and they got exactly what they wanted.”

“That’s good, Mr. Dale. No?”

“I guess so,” I said, sinking into my seat.

“You have a few days off now, no?” he asked.

“One day off,” I said.

“Well, if you need me. Here’s my card. My number is on the back.” He handed me his card and I slipped it into my pocket.

I could still taste Ken on my lips. I could still feel the sensitivity on my chin from his rubbing stubble beard. I’d just spent my whole morning making out with a man while dressed like a chick. And now, I had one week to prepare myself for much worse. In one week, Ken and I would be rubbing our naked bodies together for a simulated sex scene.


CHAPTER V

Memories from that morning on set tormented me for the next twenty-four hours. I showed and brushed my teeth multiple times, but I could still taste Ken on my lips, and I could still smell his musk on my body. I was starting to think that it was just in head—lingering permanently in the front of my mind.

But it was the next night—the night before my final day on set for that first episode—when I remembered what my agent told me: a professional actor sometimes has to do things that he doesn’t want to do. Sure, this character made me uncomfortable, but it was creating opportunities. Now I had a credit on a TV show that would play on actual TV channels—channels that people around the country actually got, and not just obscure public television channels. I wasn’t the first straight actor to kiss a man on camera. Hell—some people won Oscars for playing homosexuals. Maybe I would win some awards for my portrayal of a transitioning trans chick.

If I was going to win any awards, I was going to have to learn to bite my tongue a little bit harder. I was going to have to get used to the idea of being a chick on a TV show, and I was going to have to learn to be comfortable with people seeing me in drag.

I found myself thinking about the actor who got me into acting: James Raco. He had multiple Academy Awards and he was always playing big characters. No two roles were ever the same for James Raco. He was apparently an intense actor. Actors who worked with him called him ‘strange’ and ‘quirky’, and he embraced that strangeness. And maybe it was time for me to take a page from James Raco’s book.

So I called up Mohammed and asked if he could take me to set. He was at my apartment ten minutes later. “Did they change the schedule, Mr. Dale?” he asked as I stepped into his car.

“No—I just wanted to spend a few hours on set,” I said. “To get ready for tomorrow and next week.”

“Sure thing, Mr. Dale.” He took me to set. They were in the process of shooting scenes that didn’t involve my character. Everyone was busy, as usual. I wondered if that set ever died down, or if it was crawling with caffeine-fuelled crewmembers twenty-four hours of the day. I was lucky to be an actor and not a grip or a PA. Some of those guys must have been working eighteen hours shifts!

No one noticed me sauntering through set towards the makeup trailer. The trailer was empty as a shot was underway. Katie was probably on standby for final touches. So I just let myself in and I sat down in my usual spot. The desk was covered in makeup supplies—far more than I knew what to do with. But I needed to learn, because every girl knows how to do her own makeup. So how could I play a convincing girl if I didn’t even know what ‘primer’ was for?

I spent the next two hours in that trailer while they nailed off shots on the nearby set. I read the directions on all of the products, and I experimented on my face, cleaning myself off constantly as I screwed up over and over. I was surprised when two of the makeup girls returned to the trailer with actors, and they didn’t even seem to notice me as the actors took different seats. I just kept practising.

And after two hours, my work wasn’t nearly as good as Katie’s, seeing as I didn’t go to school for cosmetics, but I was still impressed. I managed to get a similar dark look around my eyes. I even did a pretty good job at matching Katie’s contouring around my cheekbones.

I got into my wig and then I sauntered over to the costume trailer. I got a few looks from passing crewmembers, but I pretended not to notice—though my legs still trembled and my heart still ached. I needed to get used to that feeling. I needed to overcome my humiliation for the sake of my acting career. If I wanted to be one of the greats, I was going to have to learn to handle my vulnerability better.

The costume trailer was empty. I went over to my rack and I picked out a dress. It was a green cocktail dress. I had no idea which scene it was for, but it didn’t matter. It would do fine for my little practise session.

I got into the dress and then I found a pair of black strappy heels. I finished the outfit with a bit of costume jewellery, and then I stepped out of the trailer, back into the open where everyone could see me. And once again, I got a few looks. But instead of turning my gaze towards the ground, I forced myself to look into their eyes. I forced myself to smile back at the curious crewmembers, and then I forced myself to casually stroll over to the craft service table. A few male extras were grazing on snacks when I walked up. One of them looked over at me and smiled. “Hey there,” he said.

I smiled and nodded. “Hi,” I said, with my feminine voice. I was prepared for him to snicker, but I was surprised when he held himself together.

“Are you an extra or one of the actresses?” he asked.

I grabbed a bagel and popped it into the toaster. “I’m just visiting the set,” I said.

“A producer?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Just visiting.”

He nodded his head. “Well you’re pretty enough to be one of the actresses,” he said with a little wink. And still, he wasn’t snickering. Did he actually think that I was a chick? Could he not tell from my appearance or my voice that I was a dude in a dress? He stepped closer to me. “You know, before I became an extra, I would do the same thing. I would just walk onto sets and eat the food, and I would try to spot famous actors—just like you’re doing.”

I nodded my head, waiting for my bagel to finish.

“One time I saw Tom Cruise,” he said. “You know that they can’t actually kick you off the set when you’re on public property? They can kick you off if you’re on private property, of course. But if they’re filming on the street—there’s nothing they can do. But they’ll pretend like they own the place. They’ll tell you to leave, as if they’re allowed to. But they’re really not. I’m Walt, by the way.” He extended his hand out towards me. “You know who’s on this set? Ken Hurt. I saw him a couple of times. He only leaves his trailer when he’s going to set. But I bet he’d let a girl like you into his trailer.”

“Ken Hurt, huh?” I said.

“Yeah. The Ken Hurt. I heard he made out with some gay dude yesterday. I don’t think he’s gay though. He doesn’t come across as gay to me.”

And I realized in that moment that Walt really had no clue that he was talking to a man. My bagel popped. I quickly spread on some peanut butter, and then I excused myself from our conversation. I had nowhere to go, but I wanted to keep going. I wanted to continue my practise—with the heels and with my mannerisms. I found myself watching the actual actresses on the set. I studied the way they walked and the way they sat. Even the way they reached for door handles was different: careful and elegant. I tried to mimic they way they maneuvered the set.

Then I noticed the crowd forming across the street from where the crew was filming. People were coming to try and catch a glimpse of Ken Hurt. They had their phone cameras out and they were eagerly nudging one another for the best possible spot.

Suddenly, one of them pointed at me, and then everyone turned to look at me. More fingers pointed in my direction, and I suddenly became rigid. Did they recognize me? Or were they pointing at me because they thought I looked ridiculous?

“Hey,” a voice said behind me. I turned around and saw Ken walking towards me. “Do we have a scene together today?”

It took a moment to break free from my paralysis. The crowd wasn’t pointing and staring at me—they were pointing and staring at Ken, of course. “No,” I said. “I just came to, uh, try and get into character.”

He nodded his head. “Smart,” he said. “That’s rare these days. Most of the actors I work with just learn their lines ten minutes before filming and they spend the rest of their time playing video games in their trailers. It’s nice to see someone committed to their role.”

I smiled. “Thanks,” I said. Did I just receive a compliment from one of my childhood heroes? I wondered if the makeup was hiding my blushing cheeks.

He smiled and nodded and then he continued towards set. A warm sensation was left buzzing inside of my chest. I felt strangely proud and unnaturally confident. I walked over to a window to look at my reflection, and I saw that my face had turned a shade of dark red.

Then I noticed Walt standing nearby, leaning against one of the trailers. He was staring at me with a big grin. “So did he invite you back to his trailer or what?” he asked.

I laughed. “Nothing like that,” I said. And then I remembered why I was on set: to get into character. But there was more to my character than just looking like a chick.


CHAPTER VI

I opened the door to my trailer and I let Walt in. He stepped in slowly and looked around carefully. “How did you know this trailer would be empty?” he asked.

“The actor I belongs to isn’t on set today,” I said.

He looked around with bright eyes while nodding his head. “It’s spacious. It’s bigger than the trailer they stuff all of us extras into.”

“So you’re just on set today, right?” I asked.

“Yeah. They only let you work as an extra once, sadly,” he said. “Tomorrow, I’ll be on that Marvel superhero movie they’re shooting on the other end of town. I’m going to be ‘Guy cowering from explosion’.”

I closed the door to my trailer and I flicked the lock. I went over to the mirror to check my makeup. My face was still a shade of dark red. My heart was pounding hard and fast. I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to figure out what the hell I was doing. Why did I just bring a stranger into my trailer?

And then I remembered: I was trying to get into my character, and my character was supposed to be a slut. She was supposed to approach sex casually and calmly—and there was no way that I was going to accurately portray that on film without a bit of practise.

But what did I plan on doing with Walt? Was I just trying to seduce him, and then once I had his interest, I would set him loose? It’s not like I actually planned to let him into my panties—did I? What would James Raco do? What would Ken Hurt do?

I looked away from the mirror and saw that Walk had already stripped off his shirt, and now he was getting out from his trousers. I paused as my heart skipped a beat. “What?” he said. “My scene is in fifteen minutes. We have to be quick.”

Did I tell him that we were coming to that trailer to fuck? Or did he just assume when I told him that I knew of an empty trailer?

“What’s wrong?” he asked. I was still standing still, consumed by frozen terror. I forced myself to take a deep breath in, and then I forced myself to smile.

“Nothing,” I said.

He shimmied his boxers down, revealing his short, thick cock. He was hairy, and his cock had more skin on it than it needed. I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, and then I tried to stop my mind from spinning in fast circles.

“Are you sure you want to do it?” I asked.

He laughed. “Of course I’m sure,” he said. “Look at you. You’re smoking hot. You’re probably the hottest girl I’ve ever been with.”

And I probably shouldn’t have taken it as a compliment, but I couldn’t help it. I ended up blushing. Then I looked down at his ugly cock. Could I do it? Could I force myself to touch it? Could I convincingly look interested in it? It was better that I get the nerves out of the way now, so that I wasn’t delaying the production again when it came to shooting my sex scene, which was just five days away now.

I stepped towards him and I looked up and down his hairy body. I tried not to gag at the thought of stroking his skin. I liked girls—not portly, hairy men. But would it make any difference once I was naked with Ken Hurt, in front of a whole crew? Would I be any more attracted to smooth muscles? What if Ken’s cock was just as fat and ugly? It was going to be rubbing against me, so I had to be ready for all the possibilities.

And maybe touching a cock wouldn’t be so bad. It’s just another part of the body, right? If anything, it’s cleaner than other parts of the body. It’s certainly cleaner than hands, and I let lots of people touch me with their hands. I slowly sunk down to my knees in front of Walk. I looked up at him and he looked down at me. I smiled and bit down on the edge of my tongue.

“Go ahead,” he said.

I looked down at his cock, which looked a bit like a deflated tube sock. I reached up for it and saw that my hand was trembling hard. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop my hand from shaking. I slipped my fingers around his loose skin and then I squeezed gently. His cock was warm. I gently pulled back, revealing his fat tip.

I bit down hard on my tongue again. If I could touch this man’s cock, then I could definitely endure a couple of hours naked on an office desk with Ken Hurt. But I didn’t just want to endure my time with Ken—I wanted it to look like I was enjoying that time. I was supposed to be a slut after all, and sluts love sex. So when I looked back up at Walk, I forced my dirtiest smile. I kept rubbing his fat cock. “Do you like that?” I asked with my most sensual voice.

“It’s nice,” he said.

I could feel his cock throbbing now: getting harder and longer. That loose skin was starting to stretch out, looking more and more normal. But his cock was extending to the side slightly, as if he spent a lot of his time jerking off with the same hand, permanently bending his shaft to his left.

I closed my eyes as my mind started spinning again. Was this really worth it? Was this really going to help with my performance? Or was I just doing something that I would end up regretting for the rest of my life? I opened my eyes and saw that his cock was long now: a lot longer than I thought it was going to get. It was thick, too—too thick for my short fingers to wrap around completely. I could feel lots of bulges along the long, uneven surface. It certainly wasn’t the smoothest cock.

“Suck it,” he said.

My stomach growled, as if it was threatening me, saying, ‘Don’t you dare suck that cock!’ But what else was I going to do? I couldn’t just sit on my knees jerking him off. Of course he was going to want more. So I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and I started to lean forward. Regret came in tall, powerful waves: smashing into me hard. And that regret was always followed by a very short period of relief, knowing that this was going to make my performance better. And then came the period of questioning: Was this really going to help? And then that regret would come back, continuing the endless cycle.

His fat cock pressed through my lips. Thankfully, it didn’t have any taste to it, though I could feel his veins throbbing against my tongue. It was a weird feeling, but also strangely satisfying, knowing that those veins were throbbing for me. I was making him aroused. He was staring down at me with lust. It was the same strange satisfaction I got when I saw the wet pussy of that older producer woman. Her pussy was wet for me—and in a way, that was very flattering.

I ran the tip of my tongue down the length of his shaft. He let out a long, satisfied groan. Then, he reached down and put his fingers into my hair. My heart stammered, worried he would accidentally nudge off my wig. I had to remain still, so that he wouldn’t screw up my disguise. I kept sucking—carefully now. As I bobbed my head, my nose pressed down into his dishevelled pubic hair. Thank God he was clean.

“That feels so good,” he said with a deep groan. “Don’t stop.”

I pressed my lips tight around his member and I bobbed my head quickly. I used the tip of my tongue to stimulate that sweet spot under the tip of his cock. Suddenly, I could taste a drop of saltiness. Was it pre-cum? Was he getting closer to his orgasm? He let out another long groan.

And then I turned my gaze to the side, without spitting out his cock, and I saw my reflection in my closet mirror. It was a strange sight: me on my knees in front of a chubby man. I still couldn’t get over how girly I really looked, with my long blonde hair rolling over my shoulders, and that dark makeup around my eyes. I especially liked the sight of my smooth legs, planted firmly on that trailer floor. My feet looked cute in those heels. The heels were open-toed, making me wish that I had my toenails painted. Maybe that’s what I would do once I was finished sucking this man’s cock. And maybe I would get my fingernails done as well. Would the production notice the change?

Walt’s legs started to tremble. I could feel his cock bloating thick and twitching hard. He was about to come. I clutched the base of his shaft with my hand and then I braced myself for the upcoming cumshot. I knew it would taste gross, but it was better in my mouth than on my face. I didn’t want to redo all of my makeup—and I certainly didn’t want any getting into my hair. I wasn’t sure if that wig could even be washes, so I had to be careful.

“Shit,” he grumbled. I closed my eyes and tried to prepare myself—but nothing could prepare me for the blast I was about to receive in my mouth.

It came suddenly and it came hard. His shots were fast: bang, bang, bang! Each shot seemed to go in a different direction: against my left cheek, then my right, then the back of my throat, then the roof of my mouth. He groaned throughout his whole climax: an uninterrupted sound to accompany his orchestra of jizz. It was a bad taste—much worse than the salty appetizer he gave me a minute earlier. I wanted to spit that cum out immediately, but I didn’t want to ruin my makeup or my dress. I had to wait until he was finished unloading.

And once that last drop had joined the pool on my tongue, I spat out his cock and I ran over to my little sink. I bent over and then I carefully let his sticky substance fall down the drain. I had to spit and rinse to get it all out while Walt got himself dressed by my door.

“Well that was fun. I never got your name. We should do this again sometime. Maybe you can swing around that superhero set tomorrow.”

“Maybe,” I said, forcing a smile. That wave of regret was hitting me hard now.

Was it worth it? Or did I just do something that I would spend the rest of my life wishing I didn’t do? Did I even care about this role? I hardly even knew what this TV show was about for crying out loud!

But that was one thing about being a professional: it didn’t matter if it was a stupid public television show or if it was some epic Showtime masterpiece: a professional actor treats every show with the same level of professionalism and expertise. So maybe sucking that man’s ugly cock wasn’t such a bad thing.

Technically speaking, it was just another step in my process of sleeping my way towards the top.


CHAPTER VII

I did as much preparation as I could before my sex scene the next week. I even snuck onto the set and stole a few outfits from my wardrobe rack, brought them home, and practised sauntering around my apartment like a girl. I even spent an entire night in one of the pieces of lingerie, sleeping with that soft satin against my skin. It was actually kind of nice, seeing as the satin was much softer than my sheets, and it was nicely fitted so it didn’t get bunch up like when I usually tried to wear clothes to bed.

I even took a few of my outfits onto the street. I walked around and tried to numb myself to the embarrassment of being seen by the public. But strangely, no one seemed to care—or maybe they just couldn’t tell that I wasn’t actually a chick. I even got a few casual smiles from people passing by. After being out for a couple of hours, my heart finally stopped pounding and I started to think: maybe casting me was a good call by that producer. Maybe I didn’t just get the part because I slept with her. I wasn’t sure if that was something to be proud of, or something to me terrified of…

But despite all of my preparation, nothing could prepare me for that sex scene with Ken. I thought I was ready and I was excited to show the director and Ken all of my hard work—and then the day came and my heart was slamming and stuttering all over again. I pulled myself out of bed slowly and realized I had cold beads of sweat all up and down the back of my neck. I got ready slowly, and at times I became lightheaded because I would stop breathing when I stopped thinking about breathing.

Was I really going to rub bodies with Ken in front of the whole crew? What if I got an erection? What would people think of me? What would Ken think of me? What if a take went on for too long and I ended up coming on him? Oh God—that would be so humiliating! I knew that they were going to frame the shots so that the cameras wouldn’t see our cocks—but that didn’t mean that the crew wouldn’t be able to see. The boom operator would still be standing feet away, from whatever angle was most convenient for the sound department.

Mohammed buzzed my apartment. I was slow to answer. “Mr. Dale—you’re going to be late for set. Are you not ready yet?” he asked with his thick accent.

“I’m coming down,” I said. And then I found myself frozen at my apartment door, with all of the same anxieties that I had before. Maybe all of that preparation was for nothing. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, remembering what an old mentor once told me. ‘Nervousness is good. It means that you’re excited.’ And was that true now? Was I excited? I certainly didn’t feel excited to rub cocks with my childhood hero—so what exactly was I excited about?

Mohammed zipped off the moment I was in the car, before I even had a chance to buckle up my seatbelt. His eyes were wide as he ran a few stop signs and blew through a couple of red lights. I held on tightly, feeling a little bit guilty. I knew that the production would blame him for my being late, and that was unfortunate. It certainly wasn’t his fault. If it was anyone’s fault, it was whoever wrote the episode—whoever wrote that sex scene in that office. Why couldn’t it just be a normal sex scene in a bed, with blankets?

Mohammed’s forehead was sweaty as he pulled up to the set. “I’m so sorry, Mr. Dale. You’re a few minutes late.”

“It’s okay, Mohammed,” I said. “I’ll see you this afternoon.” I got out from that car and could already feel the gazes turning towards me. I wasn’t even through makeup yet—but everyone knew what we were shooting. I saw a couple of grips carrying a desk towards the set: the desk that I would soon be laying on, with Ken on top of me.

Katie rushed up and grabbed me by the wrist. “You’re late,” she said, in case it wasn’t already obvious. “Let’s get you ready.”

This time, I watched as Katie did my makeup. I made careful note of which products she used and in which order she used them. I was surprised by how little of everything she was using: just a little flick of eyeliner and a little brushing of eye shadow. She hardly even touched my face with the blush, and she was very careful with the eyebrow filler. Apparently I was too heavy-handed with my own attempt. I ended up asking her how she got her eyeliner on so smoothly.

“The trick is to use your wrist while keeping your fingers still,” she said. Then she demonstrated the technique in the air. I tried to mimic the technique with my own invisible eyeliner. She looked at me curiously—it was the look I expected to get from everyone when I was out on the street the weekend before, but I was only just getting it for the first time now.

The costume girl was behind me, tapping her foot, waiting to take me away so that she wouldn’t get into trouble again. I followed her to her trailer and then watched as she ruthlessly dug around for an outfit. “Where is it?” she said. “It was right here—right at the end.” And then I remembered that I’d left a few outfits at my house.

“What are you looking for?”

“A little red dress. It’s just a tiny thing,” she said.

My heart stuttered. I had a little red dress lying next to my bed in my apartment. Was that the one she was looking for now? I took it off that rack—so it must have been. I forced a smile and pointed to a white dress on the other end of the rack. “What about that dress? Can I just wear that one?”

She sighed and shook her head. “I guess so. What other option do we have?” She snatched the white dress off the rack and thrust it towards me. “Get dressed—quickly.”

So I slipped out from my clothes—boxer shorts and all—and then I shimmied the dress up my body. “Thanks for shaving yourself,” the costume girl said. And then I felt embarrassed, forgetting until that moment that I’d shaved my legs the day before, while I was playing dress-up and trying to get into character.

“No worries,” I said, already using my girly voice, trying to get into the right headspace for the upcoming scene—even though I only had a single line.

The white dress was tight, but comfortable. It had a cute lace strip at the skirt and a cute lace strip up the middle, connecting the bit between my non-existent boobs. For my feet, the costume girl gave me a pair of lace-up gladiator boots, which I really adored. They made my legs look so sexy, and it was nice to know that I would still get to wear something during my sex scene—even if it was only a pair of boots.

“Let’s get Benny to set!” the assistant director’s voice crackled through the radio. “Shooting in five minutes!”

“Do you want me to tie a string around your dick?” the costume girl asked as I moved towards the door. The question took me by surprise.

“What?” I said.

“A string—around your dick. So that you don’t get hard.”

I felt my face turning red. I should have said yes, but I was suddenly flustered and embarrassed. “No—that’s fine,” I said. I didn’t want her to think that I was worried about getting erect with Ken. I didn’t want her thinking that I was even a little bit gay. But I really didn’t want to get an erection. I should have swallowed my pride and said yes.


CHAPTER VIII

Ken wasn’t on the set when the assistant director told everyone to quiet down. “We’re going to go for picture. We’ve got a few angles to get through, so we need to be efficient this morning!” he said. I looked around for my scene partner, but he was nowhere to be seen. I was too afraid to ask the AD. I was too afraid to speak at all—even worried that I wouldn’t be able to say my single line before the sex scene started.

“Let’s get final touches!” the AD yelled. Katie rushed onto set and started brushing powder onto my face. Then she rushed away and the set became dead silent. “Let’s lock it up and roll sound!”

“Sound is speeding!”

“Scene eighteen, take one!”

“Mark it!”

The slate clapped, and I suddenly felt alone, standing in the middle of that fake office, next to that desk where I would lose my screen-virginity.

I stood completely still, even after the director said, “Action, Benny!” I just stood there, not sure what I was supposed to do. Was I supposed to have sex by myself? Were they going to add Ken in postproduction? Where was he? “Benny, let’s get a bit of movement. Explore the office a bit. Do some pacing—anything!” I took a deep breath and managed to break free from my terrified paralysis. I walked over to the desk and I inspected a few little trinkets. Then I heard the director shout, “Action, Ken!”

The office door suddenly opened, and there he was. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. So I had to fight through it. “Parker sold his shares this morning. It’s going to be in the news tomorrow,” I said. And that was my only line.

“Never mind that,” Ken said with a low, hoarse voice. He walked over to me and put his hands on my hips. Then he suddenly lifted me up onto the desk with impressive strength. I gasped: a real gasp and not just a bit of acting. Ken looked into my eyes and then he looked down my body. The lust in his gaze looked real—or maybe he was just a very good actor; I got goose bumps.

He took the skirt of my dress and tugged it up, revealing my panties. Then he grabbed them and pulled them down. I closed my eyes, feeling the gazes of dozens of crewmembers. I kept reminding myself that they didn’t care. They knew we were acting and they were all probably just thinking about lunch. They didn’t care about me or my cock. They weren’t interested in the fake sex that was about to happen on set. They’d probably worked through dozens of sex scenes before. Right?

I opened my eyes and saw that my cock was out in the open. Ken was caressing my sides, getting his fingers awfully close to my shaft. My heart skipped a beat. Could the camera see my cock? Was that okay? What was this show rated? Did I agree to nudity in my contract?

I felt my cheeks turning dark red.

Ken stepped back and started taking off his clothes. I watched nervously as my heart pounded relentlessly. My cock was still out in the open. I wanted so badly to cover myself up, but I didn’t want to ruin the take. I wanted to have as few takes as possible, and I was going to do everything in my power to make sure that was the case.

Ken dropped his boxers to the ground, revealing his long, thick shaft. I swear I heard a slight gasp coming from behind the camera. And I nearly let a gasp slip myself. Had Ken ever done a nude scene before? Was this his first? Was I his first?

He walked towards me, and I couldn’t take my gaze off of his cock, as it swayed gently from side to side. He climbed up onto the desk, suddenly on top of me, and he looked down into my eyes. He bent forward and kissed me. I was familiar with those lips—but I wasn’t familiar with that warm appendage dragging along my thighs. It was heavy and impossible to ignore. When it touched my cock, I flinched and nearly threw him off of me in a moment of terror.

But I had to stay in character. I closed my eyes and tried to force some elated sounds out from my mouth. He lifted my knees up and spread my legs, so that our crotches were pressed firmly together. At least now our cocks were hidden from the view of the crew around us.

He reached down and pretended to stick his shaft into me. Then he started to thrust, even though his limp cock was just pressed against mine. We were still kissing, still pressing our foreheads together, and still occasionally looking into each other’s eyes. It was terribly awkward—especially because I couldn’t stop feeling his warm, heavy cock against mine. I bit down hard on my tongue. I wasn’t attracted to him, but the rubbing was starting to create a tingling between my legs. I took a deep breath and tried to will that tingling away, but it was just getting stronger. I felt a pulsing, and I knew that I was getting an erection.

Oh God—this was already humiliating enough. Why wasn’t the director yelling cut? The script didn’t show the end of the fuck. It just said, ‘They have sex.’ Wasn’t this enough? How much did they need? And was this take good enough?

I wanted to reach down and cover my cock, so that Ken wouldn’t feel it growing and throbbing. I didn’t want to disgust him. I didn’t want him thinking that I was some sort of gay pervert.

“I’m so sorry,” I finally whispered—quiet enough that the boom wouldn’t hear it. He didn’t respond. He was in character and nothing could take him out. Unlike me, he was a total professional.

“Okay—cut!” the director finally shouted, after a full minute or two of cock rubbing.

Ken stood up and grabbed his boxers from the ground. Before he pulled them up his legs, I noticed his cock was semi-erect, sticking outwards as if he also got a bit aroused from our scene.

“Let’s move the cameras and get some new angles,” the director said. “And let’s be quick. I want to shoot in two minutes!”

I got up with a hand between my legs. I quickly pulled those panties up and then I bit down on my tongue, trying to will away the bulge that was no obvious in that tight dress. That bulge was still there when the 1st AC came onto the set with his slate. I tried to push it between my legs, so that it wouldn’t ruin the shot. It was a bit uncomfortable, but at least it was gone.

They rolled the cameras the they slated the shot. Then I was alone again, this time with an erection tucked awkwardly between my thighs.

“Okay. Everyone ready? And action!” the director shouted. I wandered towards the desk, toyed with some of the trinkets, and then Ken came into the room. The scene played out the same, with him walking over to me and lifting me up onto the desk as if I didn’t weigh any more than a pillow. He flipped up my skirt and pulled down my panties—and then my erection flipped up in the most humiliating way ever—slapping against my abdomen and throbbing where everyone on the set could see it. I just closed my eyes and pretended like no one was looking—but it didn’t help.

But Ken was a professional. He didn’t even flinch. He just rubbed my body the same way he did before and then he started getting undressed. I forced my eyes open, so that I wouldn’t ruin the take. I couldn’t take much more of this, so I needed each take to be perfect. I watched as he dropped his boxers, revealing that semi-stiff cock. Then he climbed on top of me and we played out the sex once again.

But this time we weren’t just rubbing flaccid cocks together. This time, he was rubbing his long shaft along my throbbing erection. I could feel his hot tip cruising down the length of my stiff shaft. I could feel his foreskin pulling back as he pulled mine up, and then vice-versa. The worst part about it was that it felt good. He reached down and pretended to stick his cock in me. Then he started thrusting, grinding our cocks together fiercely. But the friction was starting to hurt a little bit, so I gently spat into my hand and reached down, to add a bit of lubrication between us. He didn’t protest—though maybe he wanted to. Maybe he was just so desperate not to break character that he forced himself to remain silent. But with the spit between us, there was no pain leaving our cocks dry and raw. Now it actually felt kind of nice. The tip of his shaft was rubbing against the perfect spot, making my legs tremble. Was rock-hard now, and he was too. He was looking into my eyes, biting down on his tongue, grunting slightly with each thrust. I put my hands on his bare sides and felt his muscles.

And then the director yelled cut. This time, when Ken pulled himself off of me, I felt strangely disappointed—sad that the pleasure was over. But I knew it was for the best. I knew that it wasn’t a pleasure I wanted to indulge—especially in front of all those people.

“One more angle!” the director said. “Let’s move the cameras and go quickly. C’mon people!”

I awkwardly pulled those panties up and tried to tuck my throbbing erection between my legs. This time it really hurt, as I was very stiff. But I managed to keep it tucked until we were rolling on the next scene. This time, when Ken lifted me on the desk and pulled down my panties, my cock slapped hard and loud against my abdomen. Ken reached out and wrapped his fingers around it, stroking it gently before stepping back to take off his clothes. I was frozen with terror. Why did he just do that? Did the director tell him to do that, or did he just add that himself? No man had ever touched my cock like that before.

He climbed on top of me and pressed his raging boner against mine. He went through that same motion of pretending to stick it in me, and then we were off again, thrusting our shafts together. I closed my eyes and let my head fall down on the desk. It was as if there was never a break. My cock was already throbbing and buzzing and bloating. The rubbing felt good—too good. I bit down on my tongue and tried to clench, but that pleasure was just too great.

Then I came. I blasted the underside of his shaft with cum, and then I started blasting the inside of my flipped-up dress. “Oh God,” I said. “It feels so fucking good.”

Ken made a big thrust, dragging his cock through my expelled load. Then he pulled back and pulled that cum down the length of my cock. It was warm and sticky and gooey. Using the lubrication from that cum, he pulled his cock down and pressed his tip against my asshole. Then he started to press in—and I didn’t stop him. I just stared into his eyes and took a deep breath as his rod pushed into my body. He went deeper and deeper and deeper, and then he started thrusting inside of me—fucking me for real. I let a whimper out from my lips.

His face was turning red. The crew was silent. Could they see that we were really fucking? Whoever had a view between our legs—they could certainly see. But was there anyone standing at that angle? Was there anyone who could see his thick cock stretching out my asshole?

I gasped and clenched, grabbing his thick muscles tightly with my fingers. “Oh God,” I groaned.

“Shit,” he muttered. He closed his eyes and I felt his cock bloating wide. Was he about to come inside of me? I bit down hard on my tongue, and then I felt it: a strange fluttering inside of me as his cock unloaded shot after shot of warm jizz. A man was coming in my asshole. I was losing my anal virginity to Ken Hurt, my childhood hero.

“Cut!” the director yelled.

Ken groaned and then he pulled out, leaving my asshole agape. I remained still for a moment. My head was spinning quickly and my thoughts were pinging in every direction. I could feel that hot load rushing towards my puckering hole. I took a deep breath and then I forced myself up to my feet. I looked around and saw the crewmembers staring at me. I felt so humiliated, but strangely excited at the same time.

The AD walked up to me and said, “You’re done for the day. See you tomorrow.”

The crew started to take down the set, and it took me a moment to process what had happened. I looked down and saw that my dress was wet and stained with come. There was white goo dribbling down my legs—escaped from my asshole. And Ken was gone, already back at his trailer, probably cleaning himself up.


CHAPTER IX

No one said anything to me as I made my way to Mohammed’s car. I had no idea what people saw—if anything at all. And I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what people saw. But that cold, nervous tingling stayed with me until long after Mohammed dropped me off at my apartment. I found myself pacing around my flat, trying to convince myself that what happened wasn’t that big of a deal—regardless of whether or not people saw him penetrate me, or if anyone saw me coming all over his cock and myself. We were just acting, and sometimes actors do things for real to make the scene more real.

In fact, I’d heard of a few movies where the actors actually had sex to make the scene better. At the end of the day, that was the goal: to make the show as good as possible. And that’s all we did: we made the show more realistic by adding a couple of real orgasms that the editor could choose to use or not.

But still, that nervous tingling stayed with me. I needed to find a distraction, and I ended up finding one in that little red dress that was next to my bed. I put it on and then I spent the next hour playing with the makeup I stole from the set. I practised the techniques that Katie showed me, and then I found myself forgetting all about the humiliating sex scene that so many people had watched, as if it was some sort of circus sideshow.

I spent the whole evening dolled up. I even made myself dinner wearing that little dress, and then I went across the street to buy a case of beer, still in the dress. The cashier didn’t seem to notice that I wasn’t actually a chick. And one of the guys in the shop kept trying to check out my ass. It was actually kind of flattering.

I fell asleep in that dress, and then I ended up sleeping in until Mohammed was buzzing my suite. I sprung up and realized I was still in makeup as well as the dress, but I didn’t have time to get myself cleaned up. So I had to awkwardly crawl into Mohammed’s car in that dress and makeup, like a party girl after a one-night-stand.

Mohammed didn’t recognize me at first. He nearly kicked me out of his car until I opened my mouth. Then he was silent with dark red cheeks for the whole ride to set. Katie, on the other hand, was thrilled. She liked the way I had my makeup done—only touching up a few things here and there. And the costume girl was glad to see me in the red dress. “I think you can wear that dress for the scene,” she said. So for once, I wasn’t dragging everyone down with me—and it was a nice feeling.

My scene was simple: just a quick conversation with a character I hadn’t met before. The actress was kind and professional. We ended up getting each shot with just a couple of takes. Then I was on my way home before lunch.

It was a week later when I got a call from one of the show runners, who wanted to meet me for a reason he didn’t explain over the phone. I assumed it had something to do with my character. The first episode was due to premiere soon and the trailer had already dropped just a couple of days before. And to my surprise, my character was prominently featured in the ad. They even showed a brief moment of my sex scene in the commercial, framing out the nudity, of course.

I was surprised when the show runner asked me to come by the set ‘in character’. I felt a little bit silly leaving the house in a tube top and a skirt, but I was also starting to like the attention I would get from strangers—attention I wasn’t used to getting normally. I liked it when men smiled at me, and I was even starting to like the dagger stares I would get from girlfriends and wives when their boys looked my way. It was all boosting my ego up a little bit higher, and making me think that I got the role because the role was meant for me—and not just because I ate out some old lady’s pussy.

The show runner’s office was on a large film lot. I had to check in at two separate gates, and both gates gave me clearance cards that I needed to use to get into the show runner’s building. Everyone in the building was dressed up in expensive clothes. I even caught a glimpse of Brad Pitt on my way towards the elevator. He was eating a sandwich in a big, comfortable waiting area. Even he looked over at me, taking a glance down my body. I blushed and moved along, worried he would realize I was a man if he was given enough time to come to that conclusion.

I knocked at the door of the show runner, George Hummel. “Come on in!” he called out. So I let myself into his large, bright office. He had a great view of the whole lot. I could see different crews buzzing around at different warehouses: so much filmmaking happening at one time, in one place. And George was like the king who got to sit back and watch all of it. “I’m so glad you made it. Please close that door,” he said.

I closed the door and then I took a seat in the open chair in front of his desk. But George didn’t sit. Instead, he paced around the room with his hands clasped behind his back. He was a thicker man with a big bald head and strangely narrow legs. He held his chin up high as he walked. “We test screened the first two episodes of the show recently. Your character did very well with our test audiences,” he said. “In fact, of all the actors on the show, people said that they wanted to see more of you.”

“That’s great,” I said. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be using my girly voice or not. I decided to use it, just because I was in the outfit, so it only seemed natural.

“It is great. And the trailer has had a positive reception as well. We’re expecting big numbers for this first season. I imagine we’ll get renewed for at least another season in just a few weeks.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “That’s all great news.”

“This is just one show that I’m in charge of,” he said. He turned and looked out the window. “Sometimes it’s hard to keep track of all of the shows. See all those sets out there? I’m responsible for all of them. They go to me to pick the producers and the directors—and sometimes even the actors. I always get whatever I want. Do you know why?”

I shook my head. “Why?” I asked. I was still excited about the positive reception from the test audiences. It was nice to know that people weren’t just seeing me on screen and laughing. They were actually taking my character seriously. I didn’t just look like a bumbling fool.

“I get what I want because I’m never wrong. If I want a certain director, it’s because I know that director will make something amazing. If I want a certain actor, it’s because I know that actor is going to be a big star.” He turned to me and smiled. “I think you’re going to be a big star.”

My heart pounded and I tried not to make a goofy smile—but I failed. “That’s very nice of you to say, Mr. Hummel.”

“Call me George.” He smiled. “Right now they have you third billed, correct? I think for the next season, we’ll bump you up to second billed. We’ll give your character more scenes, more lines, and more of an arc. But that’s not why I brought you here.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue to make sure that I wasn’t dreaming. That little pain was beyond welcomed. “Why did you bring me here, sir?”

“Call me George,” he said again. “I brought you here because there’s a movie that ended up on my desk yesterday. It’s a big movie with a big director. His name starts with a T and ends with ‘arantino’.” He made a big smile. “He needs a star, and I think that star could be you. We’re talking over four thousand theatres. He wants to shoot 70mm IMAX, and of course we’re going to let him. It’s his biggest movie yet. DiCaprio has already been attached. Brad Pitt might be playing the villain. But you would be the star. How does that sound?”

I nodded my head slowly. The information was still passing through my brain slowly. It was hard to believe. My mouth felt numb. Hell, my whole body felt numb. “O—Okay,” I said, probably sounding like an idiot.

“Of course, I would have to pull a few strings to make it happen. It’s a big role for someone with no big screen credits.”

“Of course,” I said, nodding my head quickly in agreement.

“So, before I can pull those strings for you, I need to know from you: how committed are you willing to be for this role?”

I nodded my head again. I was starting to feel dizzy from all the nodding. “Very committed, sir—I mean, George. I’m ready for this opportunity and I know I’m not going to let anyone down. I can do it.”

He stared at me. “I’m not so interested in words,” he said. “I need you to show me how committed you are.”

I hesitated. “Show you?” I said. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“Let’s just say, what happens in this office stays in this office. You’re very pretty in that little outfit. And I loved your scene with Ken—the audience loved it as well, but I really loved it, if you know what I mean. I’ve, uh, always wanted to be with a girl of your persuasion.”

It took my terrified mind a minute before I understood what he was asking. He wanted to fuck me. Or maybe he just wanted me to suck his cock. I was shocked into silence, but I shouldn’t have been surprised—it seemed like this was inevitable around every corner of this industry. I’d gotten into that office by fucking my way through producers, agents, and actors—so a studio executive was the next obvious step.

I stood up slowly. “I see,” I said with a soft, broken voice. I walked towards him and he suddenly looked a lot taller than before. He was thick, with fat and muscle, built a bit like a bear in winter. He looked down at me with an intimidating gaze.

“Well?” he said.

I looked down at his crotch. Then I slowly sunk to my knees. I had to do it. It was either suck that cock, or plateau with my career. I was at a level that could only be surpassed by putting out—and I wanted to move onto that next level. I wanted to know how high I could climb. And I’d already sucked a cock once before—so what was one more?

I carefully unzipped his pants and then he said, “Afterwards, I want to suck you—until you come. And don’t think about telling anyone about this, or I’ll make sure your career is over.”

My heart stuttered. I tugged down his pants, revealing the big bulge in his underwear. I ran the tip of my finger over it. It was thick and warm and ready to be out—ready to be in my mouth. But something didn’t seem right. My heart wasn’t pounding with the same hope and excitement that was pounding when I was with Ken. When I was rubbing cocks with Ken, I knew we were making something together. But now, this just seemed cheap. I felt like a hooker. And did I really want to be thrown into new world filled with people who only got to where they were because they were willing to spread their legs and suck a few cocks? Was it not better to see how high I could get with just my talent?

I looked up at George and he was looking down at me. “What are you waiting for?” he asked.

“I—I can’t do this,” I said.

“Why not?” he said. “I saw that footage that they cut. I saw Hurt’s cock sliding into your little boy pussy. You can do it just fine.”

I shook my head. “I don’t want to do it,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

I stood up and I walked to the door, leaving George standing with a red face and wide eyes. “You’re going to regret this,” he said.

“Maybe,” I replied. And then I left. I hurried out of that building with my head down, and then I got on the first bus headed back to my apartment.

I had a feeling that my gig on my show was going to come to a swift end, despite the high ratings from the test audience. I had a feeling that I was going to be sent back down to the minors, to work on film school sets and cheap commercials for small businesses. But maybe that wasn’t so bad. Maybe I would eventually work my way back up—maybe not to big Hollywood productions, but at least to little indies. Maybe I would eventually land a leading role in a nice indie feature film. I would get to see my face on a big screen one day—maybe just not in a Cineplex theatre, but an independent art house instead. And maybe that wasn’t a bad thing.

And I was right: a few weeks later, I was written off of the show. They weaned me out and then my character was killed off, off-camera. They didn’t even bring me in to play out my own death. But I didn’t care. I still got my last paycheque, and then I went back to auditioning for small roles that I found on local classifieds.

A few months later, the show was cancelled due to suddenly poor ratings. I smiled, knowing that the ratings dropped because of my departure from the show. I even got a good deal of fan mail over the next few weeks.

And then I started landing roles in small short films. One of the directors even recognized my name and asked me to audition as a girl. Unlike the role on the TV show, I wasn’t going to play a transgender, but just a girl. Apparently I was so convincing that they didn’t need to explain anything away with any trans backstory. I got the part. The shoot lasted a week, and it was a lot of fun. The pace was nice and slow and everyone was friendly. I got to show up for set all dolled up, and they even let me keep all of the outfits they bought for my character.

After that show, I just started submitting myself for female auditions, and showing up dressed as a chick, with a wig and makeup. I was working on growing out my hair, so that I could eventually lose the wig. And suddenly, I was getting more roles than ever before. I was working every week on something different—sometimes for a few bucks, sometimes for nothing at all. But my resume was growing and I was meeting lots of good people. It was only a month before one of the crewmembers of one of the student films asked me if I wanted to star in the feature film he was producing. I told him I was interested. We ended up shooting four months later, over a month in the mountains. That film ended up going to Sundance, and it got picked up for a major distribution deal. Funny enough, it ended up beating Tarantino’s latest film for Best Picture at Sundance.

And George was there at the Sundance closing gala. He looked at me with a little scowl and then he left. He was a powerful man, but he wasn’t powerful enough to hold me back—especially when I was in a little dress and a bit of makeup.

THE END
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I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED: a novella too hot for Amazon. And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:
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Want to get in touch with me? It’s easy!
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nikkicrescent@gmail.com
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