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On-Set, Action

She was furious with herself. She should have known better. Fanning the brush across his face she 

could barely look at him. He, consummate actor as he was, ignored her with professional ease. How 

could he be so callous? She dipped her finger into the foundation, applying a little to cover the dark 

circles beneath his eyes. No doubt as to why he didn't get any sleep last night, she thought. 

“Five minute call.” The voice that yelled was loud and low, not to be reckoned with. She sighed and 

dabbed Alex's face with a sponge. He was staring off into a corner, no jokes or flirty banter today. 

She was grinding her teeth and made a conscious effort to stop. She shouldn't let this get to her. But, 

still, she'd been in show business for twenty years and never slept with the big name actor. She was 

not a groupie. She didn't camp outside the hotel screaming his name as he ambled passed. No, she 

was just the cosmetics advisor with whom he flirted and then seduced, only to be cast aside. 

***

Alex shifted in his chair, uncomfortable at the poking and prodding that was going on. He hadn't 

intentionally slept with her. It just sort of happened. Such things occurred a lot now he was famous. 

Women seemed to gravitate toward him. Why should he refuse them? 

She was taking far too long on the make-up today. As though she were drawing the process out just 

to punish him. If he could remember her name he might have asked her to stop, or at least to hurry 

up, but he couldn't quite place it: Sharon, Shelly...It was something with a 'Sh'. 

After another call she stepped back and pronounced him done. He mumbled a thank you and then 

rushed away. Her gaze had been indignant. What had she expected? They all wanted something 

from him, even after he'd given them what they had originally asked for, leaning forward in their 

low cut tops, giggling girlishly. This film would be wrapped up in a week. He'd never have to see 

her again. 

***

Siobhan chewed on her bottom lip as Alex strode toward the set. Had she just done that? Surely 

someone would tell him before he went on camera? She watched as he passed a number of women 
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who, at first glance, furrowed their brows in confusion and then curled their lips up into a smile. 

My, my, Siobhan thought, he had been a naughty boy hadn't he?

***

Alex smiled back at the girls as they shimmied by. They all seemed to appreciate his attention. A 

lopsided grin there, a cheeky wink here. He couldn't help it. He was a ladies man. It was such a 

change from college when he'd been the nerd on campus. But now they didn't care that he might be 

a science geek with a Phd. Now they were much more interested in him as a man, and that suited 

him just fine.

***

Siobhan packed up her brushes and tints smiling to herself. If no one else was going to say 

anything, why should she? Still, it had been fun working on the set and she would be sorry to see it 

go. But there were other jobs, opportunities less glamorous and star-studded. She wouldn't mind. 

She could do with being out of the limelight for a while. 

***

Alex arrived on set just in time. He was hustled into position by a junior executive, a young lad who 

paid him on real attention other than where he planted his feet. Alex was pleased when this boy 

tripped over his own feet whilst retreating back behind the cameras. There was a tittering of giggles. 

Unprofessional, all of them.

The director called over to him, “You sure you're okay there Al? You're coming up a bit orange.”

Alex shrugged, “Probably your light techs, get it fixed eh chaps?” He looked upward, but didn't see 

any one thanks to blinding bulbs. 

The lights were dimmed but the giggling continued. A gaffer approached him and offered a tissue. 

“You might want to re-apply,” he suggested. 
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Alex had no idea what he meant, but as he glanced at every one around him he realised that they 

were all staring right at him, with generous smiles and stifled laughter. 

There was a mirror hung on the stud wall behind him, he took a step toward it and understood. He 

shook his head as he wiped off the offending paste. Never sleep with the ones responsible for 

making you look good. It had been a piece of advice an old mentor had given him. Now he knew 

why. He should have known better. 

Word count: 787


