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Acting the Part

By Scarlet Blackwell

I straighten my shirt and smooth my hair.
This is it. Twenty-seven years old and my big break in acting. A
firefighter in a prime time show. There’s only one fly in the
ointment—said character is gay and I’m not. But that’s okay. I can
do a few kisses for fame and money, can’t I? Sure. Except…the first
time my firefighter meets his new cop lover, they roll around naked
a little bit. Well, I can do that, too, can’t I? Nothing explicit,
not for prime time.

Tony, the director, seems like a great guy.
He was so enthusiastic at my casting. He’s short, rotund, and bald.
He greets me outside his trailer on the lot, wan December sunshine
filtering down. Looks like Christmas in California isn’t going to
be too bad at all. “Hey, how’s it going, you had a chance for a
read-through?” He pumps my hand with vigour.

I hold up my script. “Yeah, looks great.”
Right about now, desperate for work, I’d say anything looks great,
but I’m telling the truth. The show’s got it all. Action, drama,
comedy, and yeah, romance. If you like man-on-man. Well, I’m about
to be part of that storyline, so I’d better suck it up. So to
speak.

I’ve read the whole-season script. My on-off
relationship with the cop becomes more on as the episodes
progress. There’s more than one love scene. But that’s okay, I can
do that. As long as I can feel comfortable with the guy.

Tony’s addressing someone over my shoulder.
“Oh, here he is now, Jaden, your co-star.”

I look around. My glance turns to a stare.
Carlos is around thirty years old. He’s Hispanic, tall, well-built,
and casually dressed in jeans and T-shirt. His black hair is
closely-cropped and his eyes are coal-dark. He looks born to play a
cop. He looks born to play a hot gay guy. My mouth is unaccountably
dry. I stick my hand out.

“Hey, Jaden Gray.”

“Carlos Cruz. Nice to meet you.” His palm is
dry, warm. His shake is firm and so is his eye contact. Comfortable
with this, gay or straight.

Tony is brisk. “Okay, we’re going to get
straight to your first love scene.”

Excuse me? It’s the day before
Christmas Eve. I didn’t expect any acting to happen at all before
the break, much less love-making with some guy I’ve just met.

I stare at Tony but I’m looking at his back
because he’s strode off in the direction of the set. I cast a
panic-stricken look at Carlos. He rolls his eyes. “Great
introduction, now let’s get naked.”

I can’t help but laugh and he gives me a
crooked little smile. The sun makes his eyes glitter with golden
sparks. He is very, very handsome. The sort of guy that
makes heads turn everywhere he goes. He follows Tony and I trail
them both.

We arrive at the home of Carlos’s character,
Sonny. It’s an open plan lounge and kitchen, a bedroom leading off.
Tony stops inside the door, making us wait outside.

“We’re going to shoot inside as you burst
through the door lip-locked.” He grins and I can’t look at Carlos.
My limbs are turning to water with nerves. “I’ll guide you, but
you’ve read the script, you know what to do. Lots of stumbling
about, pulling off clothes.”

I swallow. From the corner of my eye, I see
Carlos cast me a look.

“Let’s not forget that while you treat this
initially as a one-night stand, Jaden, it’s actually the start of a
grand love affair, so let’s show that. Let’s see the passion.
People want to feel it.”

I’m starting to tremble.

“Let’s go,” Tony says and he shuts the door
in our faces.

We look at each other. Carlos rolls his eyes
again. He smiles and dimples sink deep around his full-lipped
mouth. “There’re worse ways to earn a living,” he says and I wonder
if it’s some sort of back-handed compliment.

I give him a half-hearted smile in return and
I know it betrays my nerves, my anxiety.

“Action,” Tony calls from the other side of
the door.

Carlos puts one hand on the door. He grasps
the back of my neck with the other and before I can prepare myself,
he’s kissing me.

Somehow I keep my gasp of surprise inside.
His lips are warm, soft, and full of the passion Tony wants. He
shoves open the door and pulls me with him and I have to grasp him
with one arm around his back to make sure the kiss doesn’t break. I
tell myself this is because I don’t want to ruin the take and have
to go again. It’s nothing to do with the fact that I’d rather keep
my lips just where they are for as long as I possibly can.

The door rattles shut and the wall shakes as
he pushes me against it. He continues to plunder my lips as he
yanks my jacket from my shoulders and down my arms, discarding it.
I realise I’m supposed to do the same and he’s already there,
helping me throw away his own coat. Then he pulls me against him
and I put both arms around his neck. He’s a couple of inches taller
than me. Our muscular bodies are well matched but it feels strange
to have such a hard body against my own, not a soft, yielding one.
I don’t have to be gentle and something about that excites me.

His tongue finds mine then, at the same time
that his hands slide up the back of my T-shirt. A shudder snakes
the length of my body unbidden. I know he feels it; I see it in his
eyes when he draws back to strip the garment from my body. His eyes
are alight with desire. Can that really be faked? He’s some actor,
I have to say that.

He crushes me to the wall and takes my mouth
again and I keep a moan inside because Jesus, this is the most
exciting thing to happen to me in forever. I don’t know why. We’re
acting and getting paid for it, right?

I lift his T-shirt with unsteady hands and
again he helps me. He strips it and throws it without looking and
then we’re skin to skin, only jeans between us, belt buckles
knocking together.

When Tony speaks, I’ve almost forgotten he’s
in the room, along with another half a dozen crew. This moment
seems so private. “Move to the bedroom.”

Carlos grips me by the wrist. He pulls me,
still managing to keep our lips together. The lighting’s dim in
here, the scene illuminated by a bedside lamp and I feel some
relief because I suspect my face is flushed with heat and confused
lust.

In a show of mastery, he tosses me onto the
bed and follows, crushing me to the mattress. I grasp him hard
around the back, returning his kiss and as he presses his body to
mine, I feel his unmistakable desire. I’ve never done a love scene
before. Is it a mere physiological reaction to the proximity of
another body, or something more? I can’t help my own reaction. The
softness of his lips and the silky skin sheathing hard muscle. The
male smell of him, hair products, soap and something else—arousal?
They all conspire to harden my cock.

I want him beneath me. With difficulty, I
roll him over and pin him down, and a soft moan escapes his lips,
breathing into my mouth. The sound lifts goose-pimples on my body.
It prompts me to kiss him harder and touch his tongue with my own.
Our legs entangle and our erections press together through
denim.

I’m panting for breath. His hands clutch my
back hard, nails digging in and I arch in pleasure.

Suddenly he sits up, forcing me up, too, with
strong hands, and before I realise what he’s doing, his face is
against my chest, his mouth over one nipple. I gasp and my head
drops back and he sucks. I grab his hair, tightening my fingers in
the short strands.

I’ve truly forgotten about Tony until he
says, “All right, enough.”

We ignore him. Carlos moves his lips up my
neck and I lean down, desperate to capture his mouth again. As we
kiss, Tony yells, “Cut!”

Carlos pulls away. I let myself fall onto the
bed by his side and bring my legs up to hide the bulge in my jeans.
Carlos moves to sit on the edge of the bed, turned away from
me.

Tony stalks towards the scene of our passion.
“Jesus, you got a little carried away there, guys,” he says. He
studies us both carefully, maybe examining the fading signs of lust
on our faces
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