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“Thanks so much for covering my shift!” I said to my best friend Julie, and hugged her tightly as she walked in the back entrance of the restaurant, carrying her work uniform in one hand and an umbrella in the other.

“You owe me” she said, but I knew she was teasing.  I’d covered for her more times than either of us could count.  She ducked into the employee bathroom to change her clothes and continued to talk to me through the closed door.  “So, tell me about this audition?  Did you really get a call back to read for the Master?”

“Yes!  He chose me out of thousands of actresses!  Can you believe it?”  I couldn’t contain my enthusiasm and started jumping up and down in the restaurant kitchen like a twelve year old school girl instead of the twenty-one year old woman that I was.

“That’s so terrific!  I’m so happy for you!” Julie said, emerging from the bathroom clad in the auburn colored uniform, with her black dress now hung over her arm.  She handed it to me and began putting her hair up in the required bun.  “You totally deserve this part!”

“Thanks, but don’t congratulate me yet.” I said.  “He wants me to go to his office today for a final interview before I sign the contract.  What if I blow it?”

“You’ll do great; you just need to have confidence in yourself.” Julie said.  She looked me up and down and scowled. “And you need to change your clothes.  You can’t meet with the director in that gaudy auburn colored uniform!”

“You said it matches my hair!” I cried out, pulling the pins from my bun and letting my reddish brown locks fall to my shoulders.  

“Exactly!  Nothing says geek like matching your polyester clothes to your hair.  What did you bring to wear to the meeting?”

“Nothing” I said, glumly.  “I just got the call on my cell phone half-an-hour ago.  I have to be downtown in an hour.  There’s no time to go home and change.  I’ll just have to wear this and hope he’ll still want me to play the sexy girlfriend in the movie’s supporting role.”

“Forget it!” Julie said “Nobody could make this uniform look sexy!  You have to borrow my black dress!  You have to!”

Julie shoved me violently into the bathroom and leaned against the door, locking me in until I capitulated.  

“I’ll right, I’ll wear the dress.” I said “But it’s a little too tight.  You’re smaller in the bust than I am and my legs are longer.”

“Don’t rub it in!” Julie said, “We can’t all be tall, voluptuous, super-model types with wavy auburn hair and sparkling green eyes.”

“That’s not what I look like.” I objected as I stumbled out of the bathroom, tripping like an idiot on Julie’s high-heeled shoes that were at least two inches longer than I was used to wearing.

“Like hell it’s not!” Julie said and whistled at me like a steel worker on his lunch break.  “You look stunning in that!  He’ll want you for the part of sexy girlfriend with no problem!”

I blushed at the compliment and said “Yeah, if only I had an actual boyfriend or had been having any sex lately.  Oh shit!  Look at the time, I’ve got to leave now or I’ll never make it!”

I grabbed my purse, gave Julie a quick hug, and ran out into the rain.  I was in such a hurry, I forgot to grab an umbrella, but I didn’t have time to go back for it.  Cabs were hard to come by in the rain, and by the time I got one it got bogged down in traffic.  I finally gave up on the cab and ended up walking the last several blocks in the downpour.  By the time I ran into the Masters Studio’s Executive Suites I looked like a drowned rat.  

“Name?” a rather bored looking receptionist asked me.

“Brianna Morrison” I said, dripping water all over the marble floor and searching her pristine desk for a tissue or anything else I could use to dry myself off.

“You’re late” she said with a condescending frown.

“I know. I’m sorry!” I stammered.  “I couldn’t get a cab in the rain and then there was a traffic accident on Vine.”  

“Save it.  I don’t really care.”  The receptionist, whom I was really coming to hate, snapped rudely.  She got on the phone and announced my arrival then said with surprise “Go ahead and go in.  He’s still willing to see you, but I wouldn’t screw up any more if I were you.”

“Thanks.” I said sarcastically and crossed the elegant lobby to the large wooden doors that I knew led to my fate.  This was the moment that would either make or break my career; a private interview with the famous director Carson Michaels.  The list of accolades on his resume was impressive and actors luckily enough to be cast in his films had won awards at Cannes, the Golden Globes, and even the Oscars.  

As I pulled open the door, I took a breath for courage, and walked through with my head held high, trying to exude more confidence and sophistication than I actually felt.  Probably not the best idea on my part, because I didn’t see the Persian throw rug on the floor and the heel of the damn shoes caught on the end of it, and I ended up careening right into Carson Michael’s arms.  

“Are you all right?” he asked, after he caught me by the shoulders and kept me falling flat on my face.  My skin tingled at the touch of his warm hands on my bare arms.  I surveyed myself quickly.  No injuries other than my pride.  

“Yes, I’m fine.” I started to say, but stopped short when I finally looked up into his face.  He was even taller in person than I would have thought, but with the same handsome face and muscular build I always admired when I saw him on television or magazines.  His blue eyes studied me with concern, and I knew he was wondering if I was high on some substance or just a klutz.  He guided me to a leather sofa, where I sat feeling self-conscious.  I wanted to make a memorable impression on him, just not in that way.

“So, tell me a little about yourself.” He said warmly, as if nothing embarrassing had just happened.  He sat on the opposite end of the same sofa as me, leaning back casually, as if chatting with a friend.  He exuded charisma and masculinity.  Just listening to his voice, I automatically wanted to please him.

“Well, my name’s Brianna.  I’m twenty-one years old and I’ve always wanted to be an actress.” I listed off my resume of all the bit parts I’d had in plays and commercials while he listened intently.  

“Are you currently involved in a relationship?” he asked.

“No.  I haven’t gone out with anybody since I left home for Hollywood” I said.  Julie had warned me that a lot of directors wanted to know if there would be any distractions on the set or in the media concerning relationships. Somehow, though, I got the impression that Carson was asking me that on a more personal level.  Then again, maybe I just wanted to think that he was attracted me like I was to him.  

As the interview continued, I could feel his penetrating blue eyes evaluating me.  I could feel the tiny hairs on the back of my neck stand up, with a strange tingling of excitement.  It had been a long time since a man looked at me so intently, especially one as attractive as Carson.  The realization that I was turned on by him unnerved me and I began to fidget with my clothes.

I noticed that the hemline of the black dress I had borrowed was quite short, and showed much more of my thighs than what I normally would have.  The garment was still wet from the rain, which caused it to cling to my body even more than it had before.   Also, the plunging neckline amplified my cleavage in a way that was quite provocative.

“Are you uncomfortable?  You look ill at ease?” Carson asked me suddenly, and I looked at him like a deer caught in the headlights.

“I’m sorry.” I blushed.  “I didn’t mean to give that impression.  I just realized that I must be getting your couch soaking wet and I wouldn’t want to ruin it.”

“It does appear that you’ve been caught in the rain.” Carson said with a charming grin.  He handed me a towel and said “Don’t worry about the sofa; I don’t worry about objects like that.  I do however, worry about people.  It’s why I was asking so much about your background.  Don’t you have anyone to take care of you, drive you to places so you don’t have to take a cab, or at least make sure you have an umbrella and a proper coat on a rainy day?”

“Obviously not, but don’t worry.  I can take care of myself just fine, most of the time.  Today was a rare exception and if you hire me for this part, I promise to always be prepared.  I’ll never show up to work late and I’ll always have my lines memorized.   You won’t be disappointed in me.”

“I’m certain of that.” Carson said, smiling at me with warm assurance that made my heart sing.  Then his next words made it drop.  “I’m just concerned that the character’s eccentricities might be too much for you.”

“No they’re not!” I said emphatically.  “I can play the role of Stephanie.  I am an actress.  There’s no character flaw that she could have that I couldn’t play.”

“Well, that’s the thing.” Carson got up and began to pace the room.  He said     “The character isn’t flawed, but if played incorrectly, many people might judge her that way.  Stephanie isn’t just the girlfriend of the main character.  Her background is that she likes
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