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I’ve never had the reputation of a shy girl—bold maybe, and slut definitely, but never shy. Being shy is kind of a curse in my line of work anyway. For those of you wondering, I’m an actress. I dropped out of college for this career. I’m just in my early twenties, and based on how much praise I get for my skills, acting too, I’m pretty sure I can make it.

One of the reasons I left college was because I was sick of all the nonsense I had to save in my mind that would be completely useless outside in the real world. The only way I used to get by there was by cheating or blowing off a certain person. I remember this one time I was caught by the principal, blowing off my drama teacher. He had quite the reputation for being a serious actor himself, and strictly professional. I was still able to break in.

Sadly, I didn’t pay attention to whether the door was locked or not. When the principal barged in, he was kicked out and I was given my third warning. If I struck out now, I was out. I became more careful after that. I didn’t stop blowing but I did make sure not to get caught. I was going to quit college anyway, but quitting college feels better to say than being kicked out of college, especially for sucking dicks. I hear the teacher now works in a different town. I too moved from there to pursue my career indefinitely.

That was a year ago. And I’m still pursuing it. I work as a barista at one of the Starbucks cafés, and I fucking hate it. All day, every day, taking orders and delivering drinks only to mess up the order from time to time. I’m sick of this. If I were a guy, I’d be fired by now, but thankfully the manager doesn’t let my complaints slip out. One of the reasons for that is because I let him slip himself in me. How else can I stick around so long?

I’ve been through dozens of auditions, and on a handful of occasions, I’ve managed to get in, but with the exception of some short films, I don’t have much to brag about in my career, not yet.

One day when I was working at Starbucks, one of my coworkers, the one who also wanted to be an actor, came to me with a smile across his face. “I’m quitting,” the words surprised me.

“Why?” I asked. Apparently, he had been hired by this huge agency that hired actors and involved them in more than one project at once. I took the information from him and began preparing for the audition that was due on Saturday. I’ve never practiced so hard. This was it for me—either make it or regret it. I’m not going to work at Starbucks for the rest of the year, let alone my whole life.

The day finally came, and I went fully prepared. I was confident. With a C-cup bra size and 5’5” of height, I had most of the attractive features: blue eyes, blonde hair, even a shaved pussy for added measure. As soon as the one judge who selected contestants for the next round showed up, I lost all my confidence, and a new feeling took place—the feeling that I hadn’t felt for years: nervousness and fear.

I was sitting outside the audition room on a sweet-smelling and very comfortable couch with no one else. I was alone. This agency was still new, and not that many people knew about it, but it was still a big deal for actresses like me who really desperately needed it. I was called in by this young assistant named Mark, and when I went inside, my eyes met the judge’s. It was Mr. Jameson.

The man was in his mid-forties and was able to overcome the little hiccup he had during our last empty room session, just before this one. I had no idea he was the one who was going to be testing me.

“Come, sit down,” he said, gesturing to the seat in the middle of the room, just a meter away from his. I did. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

“Mr. Jameson...” I tried to speak up, but he interrupted me.

“Oh, so you do remember my name. I thought you would’ve forgotten me,” he said. I wish I had. “Do you know what else has happened since our last ‘adventure’ together?”

“No,” I shook my head. I didn’t know what to say. I was speechless.

“Well, let me fill you in,” he said as he stood up and walked towards me. I looked back, and Mark was standing by the door, no emotion on his face. “I was fired from my job, as I’m sure you’re aware of—the same job I had been doing for almost 10 years. Then I got divorced and lost my children’s custody when I confessed to my wife as to why I was fired. She told me she wouldn’t mention the whole incident to my children or the lawyer if I gave in quietly, which I did,” he said. After a pause and some uncomfortable silence, he added, “How’ve you been doing?”

I swallowed hard as I spoke. “I...I have taken part in some amateur theatricals, some short films, and a commercial,” I said.

“A commercial? What for?” he asked. I should’ve just skipped that part. I wished I could’ve just taken it back, but it was too late. At first, I whispered my answer, to which he spoke, “I can’t hear you. Do you hear her, Mark?” Mark shook his head; his poker face now had a smile on it. “See, if you’re so shy, maybe you shouldn’t be an actress.”

“I’m not shy,” I said, louder than I had intended.

“Then tell me what commercial it was.”

“It was a condom commercial,” I said, and he grinned.

“Oh, the famous lavish condoms ad. I remember jerking off to that ad,” his statement caught me off guard. “I always knew you’d put your slutty nature to good use,” he reached for his drawer and took out a box. A box of condoms that I used to advertise for. “Is this the one you were in?” he passed the box to me. The cover of the box featured me in a two-piece, extracting my face. I nodded, and he smiled. I got the impression that this one, I had to win with my slutty side.

“Actually, that’s the one that I let in me, in the commercial,” I spoke more confidently, pretending to be joking.

“Attagirl,” Mark said from where he stood. I didn’t look at him. I just sat there thinking, this was planned, and they were a team. I was called here alone just for the two of them. Mr. Jameson smiled at his direction before sitting back on his chair.

“So... what else have you been doing since?” I told him everything—how I had taken a job at Starbucks and how I really hated it and how I really wanted to be a full-time actress. He nodded along the way. Mark poured us a drink as I was talking. I thanked him. Once I was done talking, he started and told me about the company I was to be working on. Once that was done, he gave me a script that I needed to enact. Once I did that, he told me, I had a future.

“You have the talent, kid, I’ll give you that, but you also need a reputation. If anyone finds out about your past, it won’t be good for you,” he warned.

“My... p... past?” I stammered, hoping he wasn’t saying what I thought he was saying. I wish I was wrong.

“You know your past,” he opened the drawer again and pulled out some other documents. “Here we go, your past. You have been arrested for driving to endangerment, aka drunk driving, caught at a party for doing drugs, that too underage at the time, and ...” he kept going as I sipped my beer. I finished it and took his unknowingly. I was far too nervous than I knew. “Now... I’m putting together a bunch of people, and if they ask me about you, I’ll have to give them these details.”

“Can’t you just cut them off, just gloss over them? I meant they don’t really have anything to do with my acting abilities, do they?”

“That’s actually a good idea, but why should I?” he asked, and I was unable to speak, again. “I mean, what’s in it for
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