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Chapter One

A Case of Nerves
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​

I was nervous. There’s really no other way to describe it. I must have put on and taken off my make up at least four times. I don’t have that extensive of a wardrobe, but I swear every piece of clothing, except my pajamas were strewn about on the floor of my bedroom – I'd put everything on and had taken it off at least twice. Nothing looked right. Nothing looked good. Nothing was perfect. And today of all days, everything needed to be perfect.
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“This could be your big break,” I kept saying to myself. “David Collins...  David... Fucking... Collins. You can't blow this.”
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I took a deep breath, tried to slow down and collect myself. Getting myself as worked up and psyched out as I was currently in the process of doing was undoubtedly going to lead to a catastrophic screw up. And heading into an audition as important as this, more than anything, I needed to keep my composure.
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“Hey, I'm heading out and – holy shit, what happened to your room? Did a tornado come through here? I heard they can do that, destroy one room, leave the rest of the house intact?”
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I turned around and felt the tears of frustration welling in my eyes. My roommate Kelsey stood in the doorway giving me a look that was half amused, half sympathetic. I shook my head and tried to bite back my tears.
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“Mila, you need to calm down, hon,” Kelsey said.
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I sniffed. “Easy for you to say. You're already a star.”
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Kelsey laughed. “Hardly. But I've been exactly where you are. And trust me, getting all bent out of shape like this isn't doing you any favors. You want to roll into that audition calm and in control. You need to own that room.”
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I shook my head. “How in the hell am I supposed to do that when I can't even figure out what to wear?”
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She crossed the room and hugged me tightly. I'd met Kelsey after answering an ad on Craigslist when I was looking for a roommate before I moved out to California. Since then, we'd become the best of friends and Kelsey was closer to me than my own sister.
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“You got this, hon,” Kelsey said as she took a step back and looked into my eyes. “David Collins would not have personally asked you to audition if he didn't think you were right for the part. Remember that. He chose you.”
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“Yeah, because I was at dinner with Vincent...”
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“Stop that,” she said. “Do not do that to yourself. You are awesome and this is your chance to show David Collins that you are. Your chance to show him how amazing of an actress you are. This part is yours already, hon. This is just a formality. So walk in there like you already own that part. Because you do.”
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I smiled and kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you, Kels. You are the best.”
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“I know,” she smiled and gave me a wink. “Anyway, I'm out of here for a couple of days. I have that shoot out in Palm Springs.”
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“That's right! I'm excited for you. Good luck, Kels. You're going to knock them dead.”

“And so are you,” she replied. “Oh, and go with the black skirt, green top, and black heels. You always look pretty sexy in that.”
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“Drive safe. Love you!”
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“Love you too!”
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I listened as Kelsey left the house and then wrapped my robe around me and walked out onto the patio. I turned my face up into the sun and listened to the sound of the waves crashing. We were a couple of blocks off the beach, but I could still hear the waves. I breathed in the scent of the ocean that hung heavy in the air and immediately felt my heart start to slow down. The sun and the sea never failed to soothe me.
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“The part is already mine,” I said to myself. “David Collins asked me personally. This audition is all just a formality.”
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Between that, having a friend as wonderful as Kelsey, and knowing what in the hell I was going to wear to the audition, I was starting to feel better about everything. This was going to be my big break and everything was going to go smoothly.
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Chapter Two

The Audition
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My nerves returned when I pulled into the studio lot, but they weren't nearly as bad as they had been earlier. I shook my head and focused on my breath as I got out of the car and handed my keys over to the valet. He smiled, took my car and drove off as I made my way to the studio number that I had jotted down after speaking with David's assistant a couple of days after Vincent and I had met him at the restaurant.
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The door to the studio was plain and ordinary looking, but once I opened it and stepped inside, I found myself in a lush and comfortable office. The office was done in soft, soothing earth tones. All of the furniture was made of a dark oak, and on one wall was a waterfall that flowed down into a small pond stocked with koi. Posters of some of David's biggest hits were framed and hanging on the walls and the air around us exuded wealth and fame.
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“So this is where the money goes,” I said to myself.
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“Not all of it,” said a cocky voice somewhere to my left.

I turned around, surprised, and a bit embarrassed that the first comment to fall out of my mouth was some snarky remark about the luxurious conditions of the office, instead of something even remotely close to professional. My insecurity lasted for a minute, but then I banished it. No need to make things worse.
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“Tom Flaskin,” the man said, offering his name like he was a Greek God, and I should not only know who he was, but should bow down in reverence.
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The man offered his hand to me and I took it and made sure to give him a firm shake and a smile
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“I’m Mr. Collins’ hiring agent,” he informed. “And you are...?”
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“Mila,” I started.
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“Ah, yes,” he interrupted. “Mr. Collins said you would be by today. He was very excited about you. Please, follow me down the hall?”
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I followed him down the hall and as we left the luxurious front offices, the walls became more dingy and less refined. The carpet was worn thin, and all of the artwork on the walls was woefully out of date. It seemed as though we had walked about a half a mile through the winding corridors of the inner studio warehouse complex, until we finally arrived at a dump of a room with a worn red couch, carpet that had stains and cigarette burns, and a battered, scarred desk. The air smelled like burnt coffee and stale cigarettes. Tom motioned for me to take a seat in the chair across from his desk. It was brown faux-leather, lumpy, and uncomfortable.
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“Welcome to my humble little office,” Tom remarked as he sat down behind his desk. “So, Mr. Collins is very high on you. But tell me why you're interested in working with Mr. Collins.”
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He took out a notepad, and began to look at me expectantly while tapping the pen against his lips. It seemed like such a ridiculous question that I didn’t know exactly how to respond, so I just started letting words spill out of my mouth.
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“I’ve been watching horror films for such a long time, and I’m such a fan of Mr. Collins’ work. I love how intricate and psychological his work is. They're horror films but they have a real substance to them. They're not like most of the stuff that you see out on the market today. It's not just gore porn. It's horror but with a purpose.”
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“Mhmm.”
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He made some marks on the paper, and didn’t bother to look up at me while I spoke. For all I knew he was simply doodling on the pad rather than writing anything substantive. He didn't say anything to me and even though I knew I shouldn't just blather on, I was so nervous, I couldn't seem to stop myself.
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“A lot of the roles that women play in his films are responsive and intelligent,” I said. “Unlike some of the women you see in today's slasher flicks that seem to be there just to give the men in the audience some eye candy to look at.”

––––––––

[image: ]


“I couldn’t agree with you more,” Tom responded.
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Encouraged by his positive response, I continued talking even though the voice in my head was screaming at me to shut the hell up already.
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“And then at the end of all of Mr. Collins' films, there is always a very clever twist, something you never saw coming, and a very satisfying ending. I can honestly say that I've never walked out of one of his films feeling like I got cheated. I always feel fulfilled after seeing one of his movies.”
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Tom gave me a toothy smile nodded in affirmation, but said nothing, so I kept powering forward. The little voice in my head was screaming bloody murder but I couldn't seem to stop myself.
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“What Mr. Collins does has a deeper, more subversive form of evil. You know, something that makes a statement about the deep realities of the human condition, and why some folks are messed up, but things work out for them anyway. The heroes and heroines are flawed, and the villains have elements of humanity to them that gives them some real motivation and even allows the audience to relate to them in a way.”
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Another nod.
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“That movement toward ambiguity is carried out through the entire film. Honestly, if you’re a member of the audience, what more could you want besides not knowing who to favor, and how a situation will end up? The plot lines always move toward suspense, and I’ve never known how a given film would end until the last scene.”
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Tom leaned back in his chair and remained silent.
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“That’s what I love about David Collins’ work,” Mila said, feeling a sigh of relief. “And why I want to work for Mr. Collins. I want to be part of that legacy of strong female protagonists in his films.”
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I was finally able to shut myself up and felt a load of tension release from my shoulders. I felt my shoulders slump slightly and I leaned back against the hard back of the chair. I moved my hands down to the arm of the chair and felt something dry and scaly flake off under my touch. I didn't like the texture of it but held back my revulsion.
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