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This is a work of
fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are
products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead,
is entirely coincidental.

 


 


"Be alert, be reflective,
because your enemy Satan roars like a lion and is walking and
seeking whom he may devour." 1 Peter
5:8

 


 



 


Duncan Smith-Holmes was
running late for his casting call. He rushed into the kitchen and
almost threw his cup of instant coffee into the chipped porcelain
sink. Tina, his fiancée, was sitting at the tiny breakfast table
with a short stack of freebie weeklies. She was reading the
Daily Variety as she
sipped her coffee and circled ads in the classifieds section. She
was disgruntled with the small selection of assistant positions.
One of them was in Beverly Hills and the rest were scattered
between the San Fernando Valley and Santa Monica.

 


“Interns wanted, no pay,
great experience,” she read quietly, contempt showing on her
freckled face. Why doesn’t it just say, “We need slaves?” She shook
her head. "Junior administrative assistant, long hours, work for
executive … I know what that means." She paused. “Morning, Duncan,”
she said, not bothering to look up at the slender young man who
resembled a surfer with his wavy sun-bleached hair.

 


“Hi honey,” he glanced at
the calendar on the wall above her, right next to the clock. Time
was ticking, he thought. The June calendar had one date circled on
it in bold red ink, the 25th. That was D-Day for the couple. It was
their agreed upon deadline for both of them to find employment
within the entertainment industry. It was also the day the rent was
due. Her chances were greater than his as she was looking for any
type of secretarial or clerical work.

 


He glanced at the laptop sitting on the
cluttered coffee table in front of the loveseat. On Monday a virus
had shut it down and the recovery disk had been lost. The Dell had
to be repaired or replaced—neither option affordable right now. The
nearby Hollywood Regional Branch Library opened at 12:30 so neither
one of them could do any online job searching.

 


Duncan wasn’t opting for that office
work route; he wanted to be an actor and he would accept nothing
less than a role in a movie [he wished!], TV, video, cable,
anything that involved him being in front of a camera. Duncan
needed the glare of the limelight. He thrived in it. And if he
didn’t find some sort of acting role that was either long term or
leading to bigger and better parts, he was going back to
Iowa.

 


“Break a leg,” Tina said.
She watched her future husband, dressed in office casual attire of
khakis and a blue shirt, rush towards the open front door. Already
the sun was glaring down at ten o’clock and she knew that it was
going to be unbearably hot in the old, un-air-conditioned
apartment. Why did she always have to be out of work in the
summertime? As soon as she got up she opened the door to allow some
of the Pacific breeze that traveled east down Sunset Boulevard to
assist in cooling off the one bedroom apartment. All the neighbors
in the eight-unit building were at work and she was alone with
nothing to do but look for a new job. Craving a cigarette, she
sighed, knowing she was out of Newports and would be until she
found steady work.

 


Inside Duncan’s weather-beaten red
Mustang he cranked up the radio and listened to some fake new age
guru answer questions on the afterlife. He couldn’t call in like he
sometimes did as his cell phone was broken and he couldn’t afford a
new one. He hated those tiny plastic things anyway as they couldn’t
hold up to his temper and he’d methodically gone through several of
them. He remembered how they’d become useless. One was thrown into
a pool, another sailed over the wall at a backyard wedding, two of
them had been crushed by his feet, and he’d hurled that first
generation iPhone out of his car on the 405 when traffic had
stopped due to a car chase that he didn’t get to see.

 


He despised open calls but since his
agent had retired he had to fend for himself. Not that old Harry
had done much for him, a few sitcoms and some extra work in three
low budget horror films, yet it was better than what he was coming
up with which was exactly zip. His headshots were over a year old
and his hair had grown a lot since then plus his face was thinner.
Tina said he looked sexy; his mother said he resembled a
corpse.

 


Duncan looked at the address he’d
jotted down on a blue message pad that Tina had stolen from her
last office job. He looked at the cross street. Yeah, he was in
some shitty part of the San Fernando Valley. Universal Studios was
only a couple of miles away but the heavier pedestrian traffic and
the seedy buildings meant one thing – off the Hollywood map. He
passed a boarded up store with spray-painted gang signs and rolled
his eyes. Super high class. He turned off the radio and looked for
the last two digits of the address. 38, 40, 42…there it
was.
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