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Allie's First Time on Set

I’d heard about this place, but I never thought it was real. It turned out, however, that it was.

Some of the other students at my college talked about a secret basement under the foreign languages building, which was an absurd rumor in and of itself. But that one rumor was usually coupled with a second, which was that there was a porn production company that secretly filmed there at night.

Of course, nobody could confirm that the basement even existed at all. It was just a fun urban legend to talk about at parties or between classes. I certainly never gave the mythical basement a second thought.

Little did I know, though, that the basement did exist after all, and so did the porn production company, and—

That I’d be getting involved near the end of my freshman year, on a very personal level.

* * *

It all started when I got laid off from my waitressing job at a Greek café. Laid off, not fired, because the café’s owners were being sued for backrent by the building’s landlord, so the café had to close its doors.

And I was out of a job.

I was halfway through my second semester at the university. I had a modest scholarship, so tuition was pretty much taken care of. But I still needed money for basic things like food, rent, and school supplies. So, when I realized that I had no income, I definitely started panicking a little bit.

None of the other restaurants around campus were looking to hire new staff, with the slow summer season just around the corner. I tried applying to be a subject in some psychological studies that offered money, but those studies were the most popular with students, so competition was fierce.

After an entire month of searching, I had to settle on my last resort, which was to donate plasma at the gritty, dirty plasma clinic in the heart of downtown.

Since I didn’t have a car, I had to take the bus. I winced as I forked over two dollars and sixty cents for the fare. Once I got off at my stop, I was afraid that I would get lost in these unfamiliar streets. Luckily, though, a few other passengers who’d gotten at the same stop were heading to the plasma clinic, just like me.

So I just followed them.

The Plasma Center was located at the end of a typical, cement-sided strip mall. When I walked in, I noticed that the waiting room was outdated, and crowded. All sorts of people sat in the rows of metal folding chairs: old, men, women, tattooed felons, and young, clean-cut students like me. I’d called a week before to make an appointment, so I walked up to the reception desk.

The receptionist, a plump, middle-aged woman, didn’t look friendly.

“Um. Hi. My name’s Allison Bentley? I have an appointment for four o’clock. This is my first time here,” I said.

Without smiling, the receptionist grabbed a clipboard off a stack sitting on her desk. “Here. Fill out these forms and bring them back once you’re done,” she said. She practically shoved them into my hands and waved me off to the side. “Next, please!”

Feeling slightly dazed, I wandered over to the far end of the waiting room, which was less populated, and sat down to look through my forms. The top sheet was a disclaimer explaining the procedure. I’d already read about it on the clinic’s website, but there was one piece of information that was still new.

First time donors will receive $25 for their plasma donation.

My heart slowly sank. The ad in the school paper had said “earn up to $50 a week!” Of course, up to was the key phrase there.

Twenty-five dollars seemed hardly worth it. Still, I’d made the trip and spent the bus fare, and it wasn’t like I didn’t need the money. So, I flipped the page and filled out the form, starting with my name. Right as I put pen to paper, another person sank into the seat beside mine.

I’d just finished the tail of the “y” in Bentley when the person next to me cleared his throat. I glanced up to see that he was a youngish guy wearing a beanie, that he was looking at me, and that he was kind of cute.

“Oh!” I said, startled to see the clear blue of his eyes.

He smiled. “Hey. Is that your real name?” He nodded at the clipboard.

I chuckled nervously. “Yeah, of course it is. Allison Bentley. My friends call me Allie sometimes.”

“That’s a great name,” he said, speaking in a tone that sounded almost like entendre, though I didn’t quite understand why. “I’m Peter.”

“Nice to meet you.”

We shook hands, and I smiled at him. It was almost a relief to encounter a friendly face in such a depressing place. Then, just as I started feeling better, Peter started talking about why I was there, and I started feeling down again.

“Can I ask why you’re doing this? You seem so young and...not like all the others here.” He whispered the last part, tipping his head toward a harsh-looking woman sitting several rows ahead of us. She had a shaved head and wore safety pins in her pierced earlobes. Every inch of visible skin was covered in tattoos, including some of her scalp.

“I’m a freshman in college. I’m just really broke right now.” I shrugged at him, as if to say, Typical story, right?

Peter chuckled. “Yeah, I hear that. Listen, though. Don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re really hot. You don’t have to do stuff like this. There’s other options, you know. Options that’ll pay better money.” He raised his eyebrows suggestively.

I felt a brief flutter of hope in my stomach, so acute that I was afraid of it. “How much money?” I whispered.

“Hundreds. Thousands, if my boss likes you.”

“What kind of work is it?”

“You’re asking all the right questions.” Peter glanced around, as if to check to make sure we weren’t being overheard. Then, he motioned for me to lean closer. “A specific type of modeling and acting. You have to be over eighteen, though, if you know what I mean.”

“Oh,” I whispered. I still didn’t get it one hundred percent, but I did understand. Modeling and Acting. Over eighteen. My mind immediately went to nudity...or porn.

“Just think about it, okay. Here’s my card. You can give me a call anytime.”

Peter handed me a slim white business card with his name and information: Peter Klossman, Recruiter, Clitimaxxx Productions.

“We’re casting for a movie that we’re shooting next week, and I really think you’ll be perfect,” Peter said. Then, he stood up. “Nice to meet you, Allie. Hope to hear from you soon.”

I was so surprised by the whole ordeal, I could barely even speak. I needed time to process everything. “Th-thanks.”

It wasn’t until Peter left that all the questions started popping up in my head. Unfortunately, he’d already gone, so I had to sit there with the uncompleted form on my lap, by myself.

Should I do it? I wondered, staring at the card in my fingers. Peter had said I could earn hundreds. Maybe even thousands. It sure sounded a lot better than a measly twenty-five bucks.

The waiting room started filling up with more and more donors. I was still sitting in my chair, my form still uncompleted, all except for my name.

At that moment, I realized that I was scared. I was scared of this place I was definitely scared of donating plasma for the first time. And most of all, I was scared of having no money. My savings were dwindling down, I couldn’t find a job, and I was on the verge of selling a piece of my body for what, half a steak dinner?

Suddenly, the answer became obvious.

I abandoned the clipboard on my seat and walked out the clinic’s exit. Then, I took the bus back to campus. On the entire ride back, I kept Peter’s card in my hand, staring at it off and on to make sure I wouldn’t lose his number.

* * *

First thing the next morning, I called Peter’s number and spoke to his assistant, a perky-sounding girl who instructed me to report to a meeting room on the third floor of the student union at five p.m. sharp for what she called a “casting interview.”

Is that where Climaxxx Productions is located? I wondered. I’d heard rumors about a mythical after-hours porn production company operating somewhere on campus. More and more, it was beginning to appear that those rumors might be true.

After my last class ended at four, I hurried back to my dorm to change. I wasn’t sure what to expect in my first casting interview. I just settled on trying to look my best, like I was getting ready for a date. I put on my blue shift dress, which made my blue eyes pop. I brushed my long, dark hair to make it shine and put on some makeup. After all of that, I barely had fifteen minutes left to hurry over to the student union.

The multi-storied, multi-use building reminded me of a shopping mall. The meal hall and bookstore were located inside, along with some department offices, the ballroom, and a number of study areas. The third floor was usually deserted, because there wasn’t much up there outside of some meeting rooms and storage closets.

When the elevator opened on the empty third floor, it struck me as the perfect place to operate a secret porn company.

Mentally, I replayed the directions given to me by Peter’s assistant. Go down to the end of the hall, last door on the right, and knock. My heart began racing as I strolled down the empty hallway, my footsteps echoing eerily off of the walls. When I finally reached the last door on the right, I took a deep breath and wiped my sweaty palms on my dress.

Then, I knocked.

Somewhere inside, I heard the scrape of a chair being pushed
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