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The Audition.
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Mega L.A., a city that's far removed from the United States of America but still borrows heavily from its golden era of film making in its design.

The very DNA of the city feels like that era recreated in a modernised, borderline cyberpunk environment that masks all of the equally as rampant crime levels and drug problems that are present within the its borders.

It's a mixed blessing of a place to live, and for those who are rich enough to enjoy the city's luxuries? It's great.

For those who are on the lower end of the career ladder, and therefore raking in a smaller wage bracket? It's not so hot.

But in respect to which demographic one internationally famous movie star Drew Slice falls into, he can easily be described as the wealthily blind and appreciative of the city's finer points.

His problems aren't dark and grim, they're actually quite small in comparison to others, nothing short of simple romantic dramas.

It's the only thing that can truly trouble such a man when his career is going so well...

Well...that and the fact that he doesn't have many friends to talk to about his problems, leaving him and his agent now to sit in a private booth within a VIP lounge of a local cafe to discuss them instead.

It's early in the morning, and as much as Drew knows why he's called his agent here, she (a talented woman named Amelia Earnst) is more focused on his upcoming role in a highly anticipated movie from the city's most famed director at present.

Amelia keeps hitting this note for a while, whilst Drew sits staring into his coffee trying to think of a way to turn the conversation into something that helps him deal with his own problems.

Amelia: To think, the one and only Alexia Bastien the Third is making her fiftieth movie this year already at her young age, and she's asked you to star in it, that proves your stock is rising more and more with each passing day.

Drew: Yeah...I don't know about that.

Amelia: Well come on, she asked for you specifically, right?

Drew: No. It was the scriptwriter who asked for me, the director simply agreed because she liked "the music of my life story"....whatever the hell that meant.

Amelia: I think it means both chicks have the hots for you.

Drew: Yeah, I don't know about that. If I were a betting man, I'd say the director had the hots for herself.

Amelia: Come on, it's not that bad, is it? She may be a little self-indulgent, but I'd hardly say she's wired to screw herself.

Drew: We don't know what she's doing in that houseboat she lives in.

Amelia: She actually lives in a boat?

Drew: That's where I did a table read to prove I was good enough for the part. I don't know if it's safe to say that it's a boat though. The thing looked like a heavily refurbished whaling vessel, or holiday cruise. It's also filled with 937 pieces of Romanian art that takes up 3 whole decks.

Amelia: You were given a tour of the boat?

Drew: No. I just happened to get lost when looking for the bathroom.

Amelia: OK, so the director clearly has love for a lot of things, but at least you still got into bed with the scriptwriter, right?

Drew: Wrong. That girl is much too...prim and proper to be so forward, I guess you could say.

Amelia: Well...I told you to score with one of them to land the part, didn't I? I just naturally assumed you took my advice and that's why we were here. I know I was talking about stock and all that other garbage before, but level with me, Drew....you did sleep with one of them, right?

Drew: I dated the scriptwriter, and that's how I got my foot in the door.

Amelia: Uh-huh...and when did you dump her ass?

Drew: I didn't think it'd be safe to do such a thing at first, you know...because she might get me thrown off the set permanently?

Amelia: That would just create a little scandal and make her look like the bad one, we could bounce back from that, and maybe get some white hot roles out of it from the fallout alone. And hey, if your career takes a temporary nose dive? We can always pull the trigger in getting you in on one of those bullshit CGI movie deals for kids that everyone does as in between real gigs.

Drew: Voice acting would be hard, I depend on my looks to get a lot of work.

Amelia: Trust me, skipper. You can act. But the thing that's concerning me now is why you haven't cut this writer loose?

Drew: Is it so bad if I don't?

Amelia: Well, you don't want to get too attached to her. Especially if she's the committal type, and thinks you'll star in any piece of crap she writes.

Drew: She's been working hand in hand with Alexia Bastien for 2 years now, surely that's not a bad thing.

Amelia: Really? You want your girlfriend getting you roles she writes for the rest of your career? What the fuck would be the point in me if she was just hiring your ass for every picture they fire out, huh?

Drew: I do pay you a lot, but cost cutting isn't in my nature. I'd feel naked without an agent.

Amelia: And I'd feel lazy if I wasn't trying to sleaze you into roles around Mega L.A. with my wealth of morally corrupt experience sharpening your wit to how this industry works. So trust me, if you're holding onto this girl because she's securing your future? Then don't. I'll always have you covered.

Drew: Yeah...that's not it.

Amelia: OK, then is there any specific reason you are hanging on to her? I'm not trying to force the issue or anything, but after this picture is done, I was thinking of lining up at least 7 or 8 more gigs, so I don't think it'd be beneficial to have too much baggage if you know what I mean.

Drew: I get it, but it's not exactly like I have any reason to break up with her, or anything, right?

Amelia: ...

Drew: Right...?

Amelia: When you use the term "break up" to describe this whole thing....just how serious are you two right now?

Drew: What do you mean by serious?

Amelia: Are you two, like, dating for real?

Drew: I guess you could say that...it's actually what I wanted to talk to you about to begin with today.

Amelia: Oh boy, here it comes...you do realise as your agent, I'm not a therapist, right?

Drew: True, but you're the only friend I have.

Amelia: I'm not your buddy, Drew. Nobody is my buddy. Everyone in this city is cut-throat assholes who'd sell you out if they thought they could get something better. I'm getting the best possible deal out of you because all you need to do to get an action role is take your top off at an audition and the air in the room turns blue enough to poison any director's mind in signing you.

Drew: Does that weirdly descriptive analysis of how I seek employment mean you won't help me out on this?

Amelia: No, you're still much better than the last guy I worked with....stupid blow addict couldn't keep from getting in a shoot-out with the cops for one day over the course of 2 years, so he ended up getting shot dead before he could do the CGI fallback gig I mentioned.

Drew: ...

Amelia: But, who cares, I get money off of his royalties now because he had no friends or family to leave his shit to, either. So maybe this fake friends thing has some upsides to it. What's your problem, sparky?

Drew: The movie's scriptwriter, whom I happen to be inadvertently going steady with, known as Olivia Lavoie, she's the kind of person who is difficult to say no to.

Amelia: Why, is she extorting you with an unplanned pregnancy or something?

Drew: No, I just told you she and I didn't have sex yet.

Amelia: That doesn't mean she couldn't get your sperm and perform some at-home insemination.

Drew: If you'd met this girl, you'd rule that level of calculating evil and scientific understanding out, it's not that she's stupid, but she is definitely the type who poured all of herself into select talents.

Amelia: I'm not going to pry into what she's actually good at outside of scriptwriting, but if you two haven't started fucking yet, then I'm sure your dates must've been pretty boring.

Drew: I'd say more....stable, than anything else. I've been dating nothing but crazy women ever since I got famous, so weirdly enough it's a nice change of pace.

Amelia: A nice change of pace is someone you have maybe...3 nights tops with, not someone you go steady with. You need to be careful when getting comfy with a person, because it could cause problems.

Drew: I think it already has.

Amelia: Ugh...here it comes. What happened?

Drew: Well, I don't know exactly. I've been dating this girl for what-...?

Amelia: I suggested you put the moves on one of them 3 months ago...

Drew: Yeah, and since then I've pretty much been dating Olivia on the regular. But...she came and hit me with something from way out of left field the other day...

Amelia: A frying pan?

Drew: No...She asked when it was OK for her to move her stuff in.

Amelia: In where?

Drew: My house.

Amelia: Now that would be something I think you could get her locked up for without context. Did you say something that maybe led her to believe you two would be living together once all the casting was finalised on this thing and production started?

Drew: Now... before coming here, I did really think about that...and...given how she is, generally innocent and all...I realised she maybe just assumed I invited her when she asked me about property prices in Mega L.A.

Amelia: House pricing?

Drew: Yeah. At which point I responded by bitching about how no one could ever get a decent place here to stay for only a few months...essentially saying it'd be logical to stay with a friend or in a hotel.

Amelia: But you didn't sign anything, right?

Drew: Not exactly.

Amelia: I can hire an assassin to have her killed for you if you like?

Drew: That's not really a practical solution to my problem, is it?

Amelia: Define practical, one dead bitch means she ain't one of your problems.

Drew: Yeah, I don't feel like killing her.

Amelia: But do you want to move in with her?

Drew: No.

Amelia: Because, why?

Drew: It's moving way too fast. I don't even know if I feel that way about her...but she clearly is crazy about me. She's younger by a few years, and was a fan of my movies before she broke into the business, meaning she feels like this whole thing was destiny. It's awkward.

Amelia: She sounds like a nut bag to me.

Drew: Hey, come on. There's nothing wrong with being taken by someone in that manner.

Amelia: There is when you're taking away from their bedroom tax. Or is she going to sleep in the same room as you?

Drew: Again, I don't know. She's so withdrawn in that area that I doubt she'd ever make the first move in sleeping with me.

Amelia: But the crazy bitch is more than fine moving into your home?

Drew: She's not just doing it blindly. She assumed it was OK, but....I kind of put the brakes on the whole thing today by clarifying a problem with her moving in to my place.

Amelia: Did it go something like "Fuck off, bitch! You ain't moving into my place! That's where I walk around naked, watch football and drag other bitches that aren't you in to sleep with on the regular."...?

Drew: No...I don't have time to do any of those things in my place, normally. Not that it's a priority.

Amelia: OK, what did you say to this oh-so-perfect princess who cannot say or do anything wrong to make her understand that the Slice-cave needs to stay a “man only” domain?

Drew: I told her I had to talk it over with my family.

Amelia: Huh?

Drew: It seems logical, right? She's an old-fashioned type who follows all kinds of societal rules and etiquette, I figured she'd be down for letting me hash shit out with my relatives to see if they'd be OK with me moving in with a woman they'd never met.

Amelia: You don't have any family, though. You were an orphan, one who got raised through lucky-break scholarships in school, and then I nabbed you from the system when I was in need of a new client, before those sticky-fingered actors' guild freaks could get you and have you do something loopy like stage musicals or medical dramas.

Drew: Well come on, you live on my estate grounds, don't you? I assumed you'd want a say in this.

Amelia: I live in the staff dorm buildings at the side, because it's got better A.C. and heating than my old shit-heap of an apartment had, and it means I can be on top of you for work stuff. I don't care if you wanna bring women in and out of that palace you sleep in at the centre of the place. You do you, it doesn't fucking matter to me. Meaning I don't think your current girlfriend is going to much care if you tell her "sorry babe, you can't move in, my agent says no freaking dice!", because newsflash! Girlfriends are going to consider themselves more important than agents, and they'll just fucking tell you to get a new one if we take such a bitchy stand!

Drew: Oh come on, you're not just an agent to me, you're like family....

Amelia reaches forward and smacks Drew on the forehead at this moment before sitting back, taking a sip of her coffee and then coughing once to clear her throat before she says.

Amelia: I'm not your family, bone head. Stop trying to overstate my value so you can make me be the bad guy in front of some girl. You either want her in your place, or you don't. If you feel either way, just tell her that and take the fallout on the chin.

Drew: That's all well and good, but I've already lied about it this far, meaning if I come clean, she's gonna be more pissed.

Amelia: Oh fuck, you're right about that. We don't want the scriptwriter telling people your an ass who lied to keep your relationship stagnant, because that's not really something we can work with...unless you'd be cool with me planting drugs or illegal porn in her purse near a security checkpoint?

Drew: I already said I don't want to hurt Olivia, I like her...I'm just not sure I'm in love with her, or...even ready to go as far as moving in with her.

Amelia: OK...I don't know what you really expect of me here. I can't be around this girl 24/7 to make sure you have a stable relationship with her whilst you make these emotional and spiritual decisions....but I can come up with something that can buy you some time.

Drew: Brilliant, what do you have in mind?

Amelia: Well, when did you say you were going to talk to your family?

Drew: Today. Roughly sometime between the end of the casting audition for the role of my character's sister in the movie, and my date with Olivia later. I promised I'd have some solid answers for her in what I was going to do, whilst at the same time was trying to get an estate agent who could get me an affordable place for her to throw her into for the time being...

Amelia: But the property market here is still a bitch?

Drew: Pretty much, unless she wanted to live in a street of crack whores and gun crimes, I can't find anywhere she could afford right
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