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Haley J. Moon had a chance at winning her
first big movie role. She breezed through two auditions but the
third would be a real test of just how far she was willing to go.
To get the role she would have to audition for the famous Marcus
Manheim, a star by any standard, who some felt was in the closing
years of his leading man career. This is the story of that audition
conducted in the private home of Marcus Manheim.
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The Director’s Couch

 


Her stage name was Haley J. Moon and she was
an aspiring actress. She had done some paid modeling; she was an
extra in a couple of movies; and she starred in a commercial for a
hair product. She also worked as a receptionist in an auto
dealership. The people there were crude. Always coming over and
chatting with her when business was slow; making sexual remarks.
They would ask her personal things. Like did she always wear
underwear? Was she wearing any now? Would she show it to them?
Stuff like that. They were all just disgusting old men. At
twenty-four she was at the peak of her beauty but knew the clock
was ticking on her ability to convert good looks into a real acting
role. She was afraid that she was getting too old for her big
break. The fear of working at Jake’s Auto Sales for the rest of her
life at minimum wage overwhelmed her at times.

Today she finally got a potential break.
Someone had seen her hair commercial and wanted her to audition for
the role of Marcus Manheim’s girlfriend in his upcoming movie. She
was thrilled at the prospect of working with the famous Marcus
Manheim. He was one of Hollywood’s most famous leading men even
though he was getting a bit older. She was aware that there was a
thirty year difference in their ages. She would have to look more
worldly and sophisticated than her usual self to pull this off.
There was bound to be a lot of competition for this role even
though she had heard that they were looking for an unknown.

She got through the first nerve racking
audition. There were scores of beautiful women showing off for the
director and a dozen other people. She got called back for a second
reading and was given a larger part to read. She worked very hard
on developing some of the nuances for the character. She was
supposed to be a younger desirable girl friend played opposite
Marcus’s dashing action hero. She worked on seductively reading her
lines until she was ready.

At the second interview she was more relaxed.
She had more of a game plan and thought she pulled it off to a tee.
Then there was the waiting. She didn’t want to tell anyone about it
because she was afraid of their excitement being too much for her
to handle. Two weeks went by where she could think of nothing else.
It was hard to contain her emotions but as time went on, she began
to doubt that she would get a call.



Then one day she came home to a message. They
wanted her for a third audition! She ran around her apartment
jumping and squealing at the top of her lungs. She didn’t care
about being heard by her neighbors. It took thirty minutes for her
to calm down enough to call the number back.

She was told she would get a full script in
the mail tomorrow. The scenes she’d have to audition would be
marked in red. She was one of three finalists. Next week she would
audition with Marcus Manheim, himself. At his Malibu home. Could
it get any better?

That night, she went out with her best friend
and tied one on. She danced the night away at her favorite club and
almost went to bed with some strange man, but in spite of being
totally wasted, she resisted his invitation to take her home and
got in a cab instead. Haley had never (well maybe once) had
a one night stand. She just wasn’t that type of person. In fact, a
lot of her friends thought she was too conservative in her personal
life to really make it as a Hollywood star.

The next day Haley got the script and, while
drinking her second large cup of coffee, went immediately to the
marked sections. The first scene was at the beginning of the script
and had her taking a shower and touching herself sensually while
Marcus secretly watched her from a linen closet. The second scene
was about one third of the way into the story and was a sex scene.
She read the part leading into this scene and Marcus apparently
suspected her of being a spy for the other side. She denied it and
began to use her sexuality to distract him. In the sex scene she
undresses herself while music played (unspecified) and then she
undresses Marcus and makes love to him. There is no detailed script
that describes how she should make love to him.

Suddenly she didn’t feel so good about this
audition. She was expected to be virtually naked the whole time in
front of Marcus Manheim and do a love scene with him in some
unspecified way. She would be auditioning for him in his home and
her thoughts ran to all the rumors about a “director’s couch” where
promising young actresses would have to sleep with the director in
order to even have a shot at a part. She made a promise to herself
that she would never stoop to that. Of course, she knew that the
director’s couch scenario was often a losing proposition. Many
times there were no roles to be had and most girls never got a
role. They were just being played. Here, there were just three
finalists for a very real role, and you could bet the others had no
problem doing the love scene. She wondered if this was Manheim’s
way of getting a little on the side. Extra compensation for doing
another movie.

 


* * * * *

 


She drove up the hill of his long driveway
and pulled into his circular driveway in her rented Mercedes. She
parked next to the other four cars that were in front, none as
impressive as her Mercedes. The house was remarkable not only for
its size but the materials and workmanship of the structure. The
landscaping was meticulous. Colored flowers bloomed in tiered
geometric shapes carved in a perfectly cut grass lawn. Exotic
species she didn’t know greeted her with a wonderful mixed
fragrance. A man dressed in white slacks and a short sleeve
collared print shirt greeted her. He led her quickly through the
hall, a formal living room, then a more relaxed room with one
completely glassed wall overlooking the beach. Marcus was outside
sitting in a white leather patio chair. He was talking on the phone
dressed in off white silk slacks and tight t-shirt that showed off
the shape of his six-pack. Not bad for a guy his age, she thought.
Behind him the Pacific Ocean pounded away almost silently from this
height at the pure white sands. A gentle crisp breeze wafted up the
hill from the beach below.

She sat in a similar leather clad chair while
her escort left them alone.

“Well, you’re my agent. Have somebody read
the script and see if it is worth my while. I want my next
production to be something I will be remembered for. Not another
shoot ‘em up story. Something epic.” There was a silence while he
listened and gave Haley the once over. She wore a short skirt with
matching black jacket. Under the jacket she had two layers of
maroon and butterscotch. The butterscotch t-shirt merely hung
around her ample hips while the maroon cotton top covered the
remaining undergarment. It looked sharp and was designed to look
good as the layers came off.

She was nervous throughout the ride there but
seeing him in person was less intimidating. He talked on his phone
like any other human. Dressed like an average rich guy. And ogled
her like all the men did. She was calming down.

“Okay, well you take care of it then. I’ve
got to go. I have a visitor.” He listened while his agent said
something and he laughed loudly and said goodbye.

“Hello there,” he stood and came toward her
and she stood too. “You must be Haley.” She put her hand out. He
ignored it and gave her a big bear hug pulling her tight and
close.

“Don’t be shy now, girl, we’ll be the best of
friends by this afternoon.” He smiled at her, one eyebrow raised,
his blue eyes leering. She began to get nervous again. They spent a
few minutes talking, mostly him asking her about her career, which
she was embarrassed about. She had so little to tell him about and
he had done so much. Mercifully, he moved on from her career and
asked her where she grew up (Tennessee), whether she was married or
had any boyfriends, and how she landed in Hollywood. He liked the
fact that she was passionate about acting and had a strong desire
to act.

He then explained to her that each of the
three finalists would be auditioning with him over the next three
days. He believed that personal chemistry made a big difference on
the screen and when the chemistry was right it really came across.
He specifically picked two sex scenes to best determine whether he
had any special chemistry with any of the girls. He then mentioned
that getting the sex stuff out of the way also helped when it came
time to do the actual movie because the “barrier” would already
have been broken.

He went on to say that the audition would be
done very professionally with a camera crew, sound, lighting – all
the necessary ingredients to make it professional. Marcus wouldn’t
be the only one making the final decision. Film from the screening
would be shown to others and it would be a group decision. He also
liked his sex scenes to be as real as possible and these days you
could go much farther on screen than in the past. Of course, clever
editing can avoid a dreaded X rating but people knew what was
really going on. The fans knew when they were being bluffed. And he
wanted his fans to be completely drawn into the love story. To
completely believe it. This, after all, was the magic of
movies.

“Do you understand what I expect out of this
audition?” She nodded a bit hesitantly. “Have you read the
script?”

“Yes, but there wasn’t much detail.”

“Don’t worry I’ll fill it in for you as we
go. Now you will have to sign a release form because we will be
filming this. Do you have any questions or concerns?” She shook her
head but she did have concerns. What he said about making it real
made sense. Great movies did convince you it was real. But how far
did he want her to take that reality when doing sex scenes. She was
glad she had used extra deodorant.

 


* * * * *

 


Upstairs there was a very large bathroom.
However, it didn’t look quite so big with two cameramen, special
lighting equipment, and a sound boom. Nonetheless, it all fit and
they were all positioned toward the glassed shower booth. There
were three men – two with cameras and one standing behind a large
light with an umbrella around it. The two cameramen were in their
forties while the other guy looked about twenty. Maybe he was older
but he had a baby face and seemed uncomfortable, standing around
sifting his weight, pacing in place.

“So in this scene I am watching you from
inside the linen closet. You have just returned from an action
scene where you killed three agents. Whether it is the killing or
some other reason – perhaps you know I am watching you – you become
excited in the shower and masturbate. Try to remember that the
camera is on you and your sexuality should be directed toward the
cameras without ever acknowledging them, of course. My part of the
scene will not be acted now but I will be watching to see how you
do. Simple enough? Questions?”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/124867
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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