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 Every morning was a ritual. Applying cake makeup and adorning 

her eyes with silver. She was like a machine in the mirror. The whole 

process took about an hour and a half if she really crunched it, but by the 

end she was glorious, a modern day tanned and purified southern 

California goddess, the kind who marches down the street in a lily white 

blouse raising eyebrows and never dropping her shades. 

 She wanted nothing more than to be that it girl, and like many 

women in Los Angeles she demanded perfection. Not a hair out of place. 

A split end was a dead end. In a world where beauty was the highest 

ideal, the competition could smell frown lines like blood in the water. 

The goal was to be the hottest girl in every room she entered, and in Los 

Angeles that was no easy feat. Beautiful buxom athletic Amazonians 

strutted the streets. She had only exited her apartment to discover an 

empty sidewalk bereft of competition on one or two occasions. Even 
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those days she won were uncomfortable, as the stabbing eyes and the 

piercing hatred of her competitors were like a heat ray. She didn't want 

to necessarily make enemies, but she had little choice.  

 The day was a special one, for Lacey had landed an audition with a 

CBS multi-camera sitcom, the kind with an audience laugh track like the 

ones they showed on Nick-at-Nite. She had studied I Love Lucy from a 

young age, watching the reruns on DVR, hoping to master the clever 

mix between empathy and facial expressiveness exhibited by Lucille 

Ball. Yet no matter how she scrunched up her face or contorted her 

appearance she was always disappointed to learn that she was exactly as 

beautiful as she was before. With her naturally gummy smile and 

exceptional dimples she had no shot at a resting bitch face. She had to 

accept that even at her most sadistic she would always be the girl next 

door, and while that was a perfectly marketable type in the entertainment 

industry, it was also the female equivalent of plain white toast. 

 There was no webcam tutorial for personality, and while she stared 

at the faces of her favorite comediennes she became increasingly 

frustrated that they were so flexible face-wise while she was so stable. It 
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was enough to make her consider some sort of outlandish plastic surgery 

to correct the condition, but who had ever heard of plastic surgery 

making a face less rigid? She was better off standing in a wind tunnel 

with her eyelids flapping like Woody in Toy Story. 

 God, what place was there in the world for the fifty-eight-

hundredth girl next door? How often did Hollywood cycle in the shift 

change? Would there just be a doggy door she could crawl through when 

her time was ready? And would it only be a one shot as some overrated 

sitcom buffoon's girlfriend who would seem nice in the first act only to 

reveal her horrible flaw in the third act thereby rendering her completely 

replaceable in the next episode? She was just tinder, cannon fodder. She 

knew she was being chewed up and spit out by the machine, but she 

didn't care because she considered herself to be tough enough to handle 

it. No matter what the industry threw at her she would stand tall and 

above all would not let them see her cry. Unless they asked her. 

 There was this insane bug of denial crawling around her brain that 

taught her by rote and from experience that since she'd been the biggest 

deal in her small town and so therefore all those people couldn't have 
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been completely wrong about her. She had to prove it to them, to all 

those idiotic individuals who'd piped up from the crowd in southern 

drawls, "she's gonna be on SNL someday." She needed to prove to them 

and to herself that she was capable of not only that. That was the low 

bar. Just being some featured player on the nation's oldest live comedy 

show. She wanted to be the star on SNL and then land her own movie 

deals. She wanted to make sure that once her fame rocket launched it 

never stopped soaring. Try telling that to all the people in the gutter kid. 

That's how she imagined the homeless people talking to her as she 

walked by them. Though what they really wanted was to fuck. It was 

easier to keep her mind clean of the seedy underbelly and male gaze that 

kept hounding her every time she beautified and even when she didn't. 

She knew that she was riling them up like a pack of Rottweilers behind a 

fence but she didn't care about them and just had to put them out of her 

head because if there was some good in her, her ambition, then that 

meant there was some good in the industry too, and for every man who 

wanted to bend her over the hood of his car there was another who only 

wanted to fuck her for romantic or professional reasons. 
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 There were other parts of the pre-audition ritual too. She had a way 

of adjusting her rear view mirror and readjusting it for no reason, and 

she kept a special necklace in her pocket and if it wasn't there by god she 

would turn the damned car around and be an hour late if she had to. Like 

a sports fan assuming he could determine the outcome of the game by 

what unwashed socks he wore, Lacey had a way of manipulating the 

entire internal structure of the industry with a metal cross in her pocket. 

 About halfway there she gazed into the mirror. A natural stopping 

point on the 405 and there was no better way of getting there so she 

might as well touch up the makeup one handed or drive with her knees 

for a while. There was no doubt that she'd left the house in ravishing 

attire but by the time she'd sat in her un-air-conditioned car for a half 

hour she'd no doubt be melting. And it was then when she checked 

inside the purse for the makeup kit and found it a book her wallet a 

couple old sticks of chewing gum five or six condoms one of those six 

packs of peanut butter and cheese crackers her cell phone another photo 

of her dog in case her cell phone died and no fucking necklace. 
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 She patted her pockets down from the outside as she screeched to a 

braking halt and honked violently at the stopped driver she hadn't been 

paying attention to. There was no exit for another mile and a half and 

she would have to backtrack half an hour then the regular hour on top of 

that but there was no way she would be there on time. 

 Compulsively she called her agent who answered the phone and 

assured her that he'd pass the information along before hanging up and 

realizing he hadn't checked to see which actress had called, so he picked 

an actress and a casting director from the list and made the call and 

hoped for the best, then started getting sweaty and antagonistic at the 

thought that someone would call him later complaining. Fuck them, he 

thought, contract over. His job was tough enough without some 

replaceable actress bitching to him about some memo. He didn't need 

her, whoever she was, or whichever one of them she was. This was why 

he always doubled up on clients with the same look. In fact, he was 

almost positive that whichever of the little blonde bimbos it was that 

called him, he'd sent another actress with the same skill set, read: cup 

size, to the audition as back-up or friendly competition or whatever nice 
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way you refer to hedging your bet. Don't count your chickens before 

they've hatched, he thought, but always lay so many eggs that you're 

bound to have a shit ton of chickens. It was just the industry way, and 

how could he be held accountable for an industry practice? That was like 

a color blind pot calling the kettle black. He smirked at his own 

witticism and went to get a coffee or a smoothie or a snack or whatever 

would momentarily distract him from today's workload. 

 Back in her apartment Lacey scoured the couch and bedroom but 

found no necklace and screaming in frustration she knocked a lamp off 

the table and wondered if her roommate would notice if she simply 

glued it back together like on a sitcom. That's what Lucy would do, she 

thought. Either that or get the lamp stuck on her head somehow. She 

started bawling at the thought of missing her big break because of her 

stupid obsessive compulsive disorder. What did this necklace matter to 

her anyway? Last gift of her dying mother sure, but what luck did it 

bring in this present scenario? Maybe her mother was trying to tell her 

from beyond the grave not to go to that audition today, to give up her 
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dreams of being an actress, to settle down in some nice Midwestern 

town with a boy she could marry and raise a family. 

 "No, fuck that," she said aloud, like so many actors combatting 

their fictionalized insecurities. And with a deep healing breath and snotty 

nose blow she wiped herself down, made herself up and brushed herself 

off. And just as she rubbed above her thighs she found a nub she'd never 

noticed, and no, it couldn't be. She reached inside her right front pocket 

and found the necklace. She must have put it in there for good luck 

before she started her pre-game ritual. She'd been on her own side and so 

had her mother. She should have never doubted herself. 

 She rushed out the door practically screaming with tears and back 

into the car where she was receiving a parking ticket from a smug male 

officer who was just happy to see some tits. 

 On the eleventh floor of the CBS casting building Leslie waited for 

Lacey. She was only supposed to have one more appointment before 

lunch and that was Lacey, but Lacey was nowhere to be found and her 

agent was unreachable. With an exasperated flutter of her lips she stood 
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and paced slightly, unaccustomed to doing nothing even for a minute. 

They needed a decision by tomorrow for this role, even though they'd 

only been telling the girls it was a first audition. They wanted to see 

them as natural as any actress could come, painted like whores as they 

were, at least in Leslie's eyes. She'd seen so many young women willing 

to throw themselves away for the stupidest roles on the most cancelled 

sitcoms and she couldn't help but despise them for bringing down the 

whole condition of womanhood. Every year the turnip truck would 

dump out a new load of midwestern actresses too stupid to see the sword 

of damocles hanging over their heads. It was like the Hunger Games, 

which is why she found those movies so appealing (though she had 

never been able to make it through the books). If only there was a real 

world Hunger Games where all the actresses would rip each other's faces 

off until one one wonder woman remained. She would be the generic 

sitcom bimbo of that season, and the next year she would be thrown 

back into the game to defend her crown. What was the difference? 

 God I wish I could smoke, she thought. But it would be impossible 

without the health conscious nutjobs in this office raising a stink about 
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it, the stink of it all was unmistakeable as most them had been former 

smokers at one point due to the stress of the job, but now because the 

guy in charge had insisted on a health conscious policy there was an 

obvious but unwritten rule that smokers's days were numbered. She just 

wanted to pop out for quick puff but if she even gave those men an 

excuse to fire her they would take it. She was already a meter older than 

them, and every day she looked in the mirror she felt it. She wondered if 

the cigarettes had contributed to her wrinkles, and if they had what a 

fucking betrayal that would be given how much she loved them. They 

were practically all she loved now that her husband had decided that the 

law firm was too busy for him and he was going to retire to become a 

novelist. Hah! No doubt he'd come crawling to her for a movie deal for 

whatever piss poor effort he shopped around town. She hated the 

thought of being her husband's latest industry connection. That was all 

that anyone wanted from her, a quick fix of fame and fortune. She 

couldn't even begin to explain how little the money made her happy, and 

since she had been wealthy for so long it was impossible for her to 

remember that yes in fact it made her life easier. She could not identify 
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with those strange clowns who wobbled in the door like puffed up tit 

machines just painting neon lights on their faces with golden arrows 

pointing to their vaginas screaming fuck me, I'll ruin as many marriages 

as I have to get whatever it is I think I want, and then when I get it, it'll 

never be enough! Well fine, fuck the lot of you! I don't need any of this. 

And she headed to the elevator. 

 There in the elevator as the doors slid open was Lacey, breathing 

heavy and as cleavaged as her headshots had indicated. Lacey jumped 

with surprise at the sight of the weathered stern Leslie. 

 "Oh, my stars," Lacey said. "Excuse me." 

 "You're Lacey. You're late." 

 "I am so, so, sorry. I had car trouble the whole way here." 

 "Uh-huh." 

 Leslie turned and lead Lacey into the waiting room. 

 "Sign in here." 

 She pointed to a sign-in sheet covered in hundreds of names. Lacey 

thanked her and tried not to be too upset when she saw the name of her 

greatest competitor, a stupid big-titted bimbo by the name of Lindsay 
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who was also represented by her same agency. Why would her agent do 

that? Didn't he want her to succeed? It was probably just friendly 

competition to inspire her. She brushed herself off again and tried not to 

expose her bra or nipple in the process. 

 "Be just a minute," Leslie said. 

 Leslie walked back into her office and closed the blinds. 

 From outside Lacey heard a pounding. 

 Lacey took deep breaths and tried to remember the sides. The 

sides! With all the commotion over the necklace she'd forgotten to look 

them over again, and now she was screwed. She had no time to 

memorize them now, but she had a pretty vague recollection of what the 

scene was about so she hugged her sides and prayed she could fake it. 

She saw another actor's crumpled sides laying in the trash and she ran 

over and hunched and spied them just as Leslie opened the door. 

 "Are you ready?" 

 "Yes," said the hunchback. 
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 They walked into the room together. There was no camera operator 

and the light was already on. Leslie sat at the board table with an elbow 

up and her face resting in her hand. "Go," she said. 

 "Don't- don't you have the first line?" 

 Leslie sighed. 

 "The scene begins at the action line." 

 Lacey didn't get it. 

 With a huff Leslie rose and snatched the paper away from Lacey. 

She pointed out the action line she meant which was next to some pretty 

evidentiary marker scrawl that read 'start here.' 

 "You start here. The scene starts here. There are other parts of the 

script other than your lines, sweet cheeks." 

 Lacey didn't appreciate her tone, but she was a baby chick in the 

hands of a goliath. She had to smile and nod. 

 Leslie sat back down. 

 "Now go." 

 Lacey stared at the action lines for the first time. 

 "Do you not have this memorized?" 
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 "No, I do." 

 "Jesus Christ. I wait for you an extra fucking hour on my lunch 

break and this is the thanks I get?" 

 "I am so sorry. If you'll just give me another chance." 

 "How many chances do you need?" 

 "Just one." 

 "Then you're out of chances." 

 "Look, just let me go." 

 "Look? Don't you order me around missy. I make or break people 

like you every day. Do you have any idea who I think I am?" 

 It was a Freudian slip, but Lacey didn't have the ground to call her 

on it. Instead she just fought against the tears as best she could. 

 "Jesus, you know what? I'm done." 

 Leslie rose and headed for the break room to devour her lunch. 

She'd packed a tuna salad sandwich, her personal favorite, and she was 

damned if this little idiot was going to ruin that for her. 

 Once the room was clear of higher ups, Lacey wept openly and 

loudly until she slowly began to regain her composure. She'd fucked up 
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her one shot at her big break. And now this woman would probably talk 

shit about her to all the other CD's and she was screwed. 

 From outside a kindly sort of opportunist named Isaac saw her 

crying and noticing the otherwise empty room and Lacey's exquisite 

body invited himself in to say hi. 

 "Are you alright?"  

 And it was all the momentary kindness she needed from a 

handsome face to launch into her instinctive flirtation. She knew that he 

wanted her and she wanted nothing more than to feel attractive at that 

moment when she was covered in her own juices. 

 He made sure the camera was set up and let her run the audition 

with him, mostly as a favor but as a way of cheering her up more than 

promising to get her a job in the industry. 

 "You came all the way here, you should at least get a chance to 

audition, right babe?" And her smile informed his. 

 She ran the scene with him, and it certainly took on a more realistic 

albeit aggressive tint since she'd had her ass handed to her by Leslie. The 

scene was supposed to be a meet cute, she runs into the main character 
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of the show at a coffee shop when he spills her coffee all over himself 

and writhes in pain. As written the character was supposed to be sweet 

and demure as all midwestern girls are but with her newly seized 

emotional moment Lacey's rage powered the romance. 

 Now the main character of the show, Josh, was in trouble with this 

buxom babe. It actually helped underscore the comedy. Without even 

realizing it, Leslie had coached Lacey into a pretty stellar audition. 

Watching Lacey work on the break room monitor Leslie was 

immediately disappointed that this tit fairy showed some talent. It was 

probably just a fluke. She tried to concentrate on her sandwich. 

 Isaac had a palpable erection. Thank god for the board table he 

thought. This girl had tits the size of watermelons. He knew he had to 

have her, right then and right there. He couldn't even determine her 

acting talent based on her acting. He was too entranced by the way her 

bosoms jiggled when she gestured. I'd watch this show, he thought. 

 Lacey smiled and shrugged. She'd finished. 

 Isaac clapped. Lacey smiled and did a perfect little bow. 

 "Great. Really great." 
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 "Well, thank you." 

 "I want to give you my card." 

 "Really?" 

 It wasn't much, but it was better than having no connection. He 

wouldn't stand for some reason, so she came to him. As she got close he 

breathed her in. It was like she was already his. 

 "Actually, you know what? I'm not going to lunch today. Do you 

want to come with me to my private office so we can discuss your 

prospects as an actress further?" 

 This was all happening so fast. She couldn't believe her luck. 

 She smiled and nodded and agreed and down they went on the 

elevator one floor, to what appeared to be the same offices but deserted. 

 "They used to do a show down here that they don't do anymore." 

 The whole place was like a ghost town. Wires sticking out of the 

walls, but he led her to a room off the main hallway that was filled to the 

brim with old broken copiers and filing cabinets. 

 "Voila," he said. 

 "What is this?" 
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 "It's my unofficial office. I'm only an assistant upstairs so I have to 

share a desk in a room with my boss. Not great. I think you met her." 

 "Yeah. She seemed tense." 

 "Yeah, frankly I'm a little tense too." 

 He took his jacket off and pulled a plastic chair over. 

 "Come on, sit." 

 She didn't know exactly what she was doing in this room, but she 

recognized that the longer she could prove to him that she was willing to 

stay in it, the more loyal she appeared. And men loved loyalty. 

 "So level with me." 

 "About what?" 

 "What is it that you want?" 

 She wasn't sure what he meant. 

 "You wanna be a movie star, a TV actress? What's your goal?" 

 She told him she'd always dreamed of being that funny girl on TV 

like Kristen Wiig or Gilda Radner or whatever. He understood. 

 "So you're funny. So tell me a joke." 

 "I don't, I'm not a stand-up." 
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 "You don't have to stand up to make me smile. Why don't you get 

on your knees?" 

 She wasn't sure what he meant until she knew exactly, and then it 

felt too late to back out now. She should have known what she was 

getting herself into and it might blow her big break to back out now. 

 She got down on her knees and he unzipped his fly. 

 "Yeah, that's the way. I can change your entire life." 

 He unleashed his rock hard cock, and though it was massive, there 

was nothing particularly appealing about it, because staring it in the eye 

meant she had to come directly to terms with the fact that she was doing 

a one-to-one trade with this man, prostituting her body for a paycheck, 

that is if he could even get her a paycheck. Who was this man? 

 "Don't just stare at it. Don't you want to be famous?" 

 She wrapped her lips around it and sucked gently. It was salty and 

warm, but it didn't feel like a blowjob to her. It just felt like a 

transaction. And she couldn't help but weeping. 

 "Don't do that. That ruins it." 
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 He started to get soft so she wiped her eyes with her hand as used 

that as lube to jack him off. 

 "Oh yes. Now we're talking." 

 She sucked his cock as best as she could, trying to block out who 

he was and where she was, what she was doing. She tried to imagine he 

was Ryan Gosling, but she had to imagine Ryan Gosling's cock would 

taste better. Then at the worst possible moment she thought of her 

mother, the locket in her pocket, and BAM! 

 The entire building shook and rattled with a massive tremor. 

 "The fuck," he said as a filing cabinet slid from the massive pile 

behind him and gashed his head open, literally knocking the cock out of 

her mouth in the process. She screamed and the warning lights came on 

and a small alarm in the distance sounded. "Isaac," she said. 

 She ran out the door. 

 "Help, there's a person hurt here," but no one was on the floor. 

 Not knowing her way around she figured the best bet was to go 

downstairs and ask for help. She headed back to the elevator. 
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 After a few moments of agonizing dancing the doors slid open, and 

there was Leslie staring face to face with the little slut. 

 "Jesus christ, you haven't left yet?!" 

 "Isaac's hurt!" 

 And with another crumbling rumble the entire building shifted and 

tilted in an unnatural way, starting to collapse on a structural level. As 

the place tilted Lacey tumbled into the elevator on top of Leslie, 

crushing her under the weight of her massive breasts. 

 "Get off of me," said Leslie.  

 But the doors closed and then the elevator fell two floors. 

 They screamed and banged against the wall and floor. 

 No matter what button they pressed it was unresponsive. And there 

was an unnatural creaking from above them every time they moved or 

shifted, as if the balance of weight was precarious. 

 They huddled into opposite corners where they felt safest. 

 "We're trapped." 

 "Calm down," Leslie said and tried her cell phone.  
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 The cops below were aware of the situation, but there was still the 

chance of another tremor or aftershock on the way so they couldn't send 

men up for rescue until they were certain that the building wouldn't 

collapse suddenly. "Well what are we supposed to do until then?" 

 "Keep calm and try to stay safe. Do not move from your position. 

Please wait until we come to rescue you." 

 "And how long will that be?" 

 "It could be a matter of minutes, but more likely it will be a matter 

of hours, days at the longest." 

 "Days?" 

 "It's impossible for us to know right now, ma'am." 

 And with that another earthquake creaked the CBS building to an 

even more unfortunate angle and the girls had to readjust again to keep 

the wires suspending them from moaning in agony. 

 "This is it," Lacey said. 

 Leslie just tried to ignore her. She couldn't fathom her impossibly 

bad luck. Here she was stuck with the one person she wished the earth 

had swallowed up. It was like the fates were playing with her. Well, if it 
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came down to it, I suppose I could always live for two months off of her 

tit meat. She snorted and suppressed her own laughter. 

 "What's so funny?" 

 "Oh it's just, bad luck." 

 "I know, right. First I piss you off, then Isaac dies." 

 "Isaac? Who's Isaac?" 

 "He works for you." 

 "I saw an Isaac today. An actor. He read for Josh." 

 "No this was another Isaac. He works for you." 

 "Is that who was in the room with you? I thought it was one of the 

assistants." 

 "He is one of the assistants. Look." 

 She handed Leslie his business card. 

 "This guy doesn't work for me. Look how vague his card is. Isaac 

Courtney, fake name, industry professional. E-mail address, no phone 

number, this is the guy I saw earlier. He lied to you." 

 Leslie realized she'd been taken for a fool. She strained to hide the 

twang of resentment sneering its way across her face. 
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 "Jesus, you didn't blow him did you?" 

 The casting lady had read her like an open book. How dime a 

dozen was she? Was she just another pawn to this old woman? 

 "Don't cry. Don't cry, listen. Listen. I blew a lot of guys in my time 

that I'm not proud of. Hell, I'm married to one of em." 

 Lacey perked her head up from her bosom. 

 "This isn't the end of the world." 

 The elevator creaked. 

 "Well this may be but not this." She gestured widely in a circular 

motion toward Lacey as if to say your drama. 

 "Right." 

 "Good." 

 "I didn't blow him." 

 "Fine." 

 "I didn't blow him." 

 "Whatever you did." 

 "I didn't do anything. And you've got no way to prove it. So don't 

be spreading any rumors about me." 
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 Damage control and a bad job of it. Lacey thought she could 

intimidate this woman. Wrong move. 

 "Look I don't want any more of your business affecting my 

business that is to say, I don't want to talk to you any more than I have to 

until we get out of here, hopefully soon." 

 "So that's how it's going to be?" 

 "That's how I'd prefer it, yes. And another thing, you're not a very 

good actress." 

 Lacey gasped. 

 "How dare you?" 

 "You know it's my job to critique you right? I couldn't even stand 

to look at you. The only reason I didn't run in there and turn the camera 

off was because I didn't want to interact with you further." 

 "Isaac." 

 "Doesn't work for me. I don't know why he was lingering but he 

was lingerer who took advantage of you and that's it. That's the end of 

our relationship. Frankly it's awkward to be in here with you, because if 

I had my druthers I wouldn't see you in here again. You need coaching if 
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you could even be helped. Not that talent necessarily matters because 

you have a certain look about you, oh you know don't give that look. 

The cheeks the dimples the chest. It's all there it's just a klutz is 

mismanaging it on the execution level, and that's you honey." 

 "Why are you so cruel?" 

 "Because you deserve it. And because above all else, I didn't want 

to see you today, I waited and waited and you didn't know the sides." 

 "That's it?" 

 "That's it. It's pretty plain and simple. That's the business. And as 

an actor it's your job to have the sides memorized." 

 "Well it's a lot easier said than done when you have less than a day 

to memorize an entire scene and devise a character." 

 "Well that's your job." 

 "Just because you're given a job doesn't mean you have the time 

required to complete it." 

 "Every other actor who walked through those doors had the sides 

memorized. Some fucked up the words, but mostly there." 

 "Why do you think they fucked up the words?" 
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 "Because they sucked." 

 "Because they were nervous because they didn't have enough time 

to prepare. You give an actor time to prepare they prepare. An actor 

prepares, get it?" 

 "Get what? Do you get it?" 

 "The book An Actor Prepares?" 

 "Oh oh yeah." 

 "You've read it?" 

 "Refresh me." 

 "Oh my god. Acting is your job too. You should read it." 

 "Don't tell me my business." 

 "Oh I'm your business though. You just said it. And if I can make 

one little impact on your world today I'm going to get you to read the 

preeminent acting book of all time." 

 "Enough with the sales pitch. How good could it be?" 

 "It's the original acting book." 

 "I don't need to learn acting. I watch acting all day." 
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 "Yeah, but do you know how to talk to actors? Most casting 

directors I know just want to repeat buzzwords until you fail." 

 "You're pretty bitchy for a rejection." 

 "You already rejected me. What else can you do?" 

 "I can tell the whole town you blew some guy who didn't even 

work here, and I caught you and his massive load shook the building so 

hard that you landed on top of me in the elevator and then tried to get me 

off too. How would you like that?" 

 "Are you propositioning me?"  

 "Please. You wish." 

 "I'm not so sure I would." 

 "Listen, sister, there's something you ought to know about this 

town. People don't always say what they mean." 

 "Don't talk down to me like I'm some child. I'm sick of every CD 

treating us like we're dogs or shit." 

 "That's because actors are shit. They're pea brains." 

 "That's not true." 
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 "You listen to any actor on any talk show and what do they talk 

about? Nothing. Just endlessly circling around bullshit."  

 "But don't you think they're boxed in though? It's not like they can 

say whatever they want. They have to represent the brand." 

 "That's true. Well, duh. But really, do you think that if they had the 

opportunity to say something interesting would they do it? Or would 

they keep shoveling the same pablum?" 

 "Some might. But some might not. And I can think of a few 

comedian friends who wish people were less thin-skinned." 

 "Well you know what, people who make it learn to live with it. 

And if you can't handle the way it is, maybe you should get out." 

 The severity of those words cut Lacey. 

 "You don't know me." 

 "What?" 

 "You don't know me." 

 "Oh please. Little girl I know your type. You come in here all 

happily and bubbly and expect you can get away with anything. Well 

guess what? Looks fade and life moves on." 
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 Leslie spoke so passionately that it was hard for Lacey to imagine 

that the woman was speaking from someone else's experience. She sized 

up her opponent in that moment. Sure she was pretty in an older woman 

kind of way but she had those dead eyes like a shark's. They were 

sunken with rings around them. She'd seen some shit. 

 "You're still pretty," Lacey said. 

 "I wasn't talking about me!" 

 Leslie stood up to make it clear they were not equals. She began 

scanning the elevator for escape. She spied a hatch in the ceiling. 

 "There," she said. 

 "What?" 

 "A way out." 

 "Yeah, but to where?" 

 Leslie looked at Lacey like Lacey was insane. 

 "Can't you be anything other than unhelpful?" 

 Leslie strained to reach the hatch. 

 "I can't reach. Get up." 

 "I'm shorter than you." 
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 "Well duh. I'll have to lift you." 

 Leslie's frail frame could never support Lacey's weight. 

 "Yeah right." 

 "Come on, I'll lift you up." 

 "What? No. Keep your hands off me." 

 "What is your problem? This is life or death, right?" 

 "This isn't life or death." 

 "You don't know that." 

 "I'm in charge here." 

 "In charge of what? The death box?" 

 "Don't call it that. It's the same elevator I ride to work every 

morning. I think I know how it works." 

 Leslie didn't quite believe her own supposition, but she had no 

choice but to take control of this buxom wench. 

 "I'll lift you. Come on." 

 Leslie squatted and spread her arms like she was going to catch a 

pig. Lacey sighed and entered her embrace. Leslie grasped Lacey against 
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her as tightly as she could, felt the warmth of Lacey's bosom against her 

and recoiled, unnerved by the feelings that had stirred. 

 "I can't do it." 

 "What? You didn't even try." 

 "I just can't, alright? You're too heavy." 

 "Oh thanks. Can you go ten seconds without insulting my 

appearance?" 

 "Your appearance is fine. It's fine. Just relax." 

 "Relax and you'll hypnotize me and make me think I'm very far far 

away? Because that's what I need right now." 

 "Stop being stupid." 

 "Stop insulting me." 

 "We're never going to get anywhere like this." 

 "We're literally suspended in an elevator. The whole point is we're 

not getting anywhere. See?" 

 Lacey rocked the elevator back and forth gently for emphasis. 

Something above them creaked and the elevator dropped a foot. 

�  of �32 54



 The two ladies tumbled to the floor again, back to their respective 

corners, hoping they'd do better in round two, but before they got the 

opportunity the ground rumbled and shook. 

 "What did you do?" 

 "It's an earthquake! I didn't do anything!" 

 "You shouldn't have shook it!" 

 "I don't cause earthquakes! I'm not that fat!" 

 The sounds of their bickering were swallowed by the screaming 

metal. The whole building was tilting, now wobbling dangerously on the 

point of collapse. The elevator swung with the building, slamming from 

its suspended position into the walls around it. Leslie and Lacey 

tumbled. Leslie banged the back of her head against the wall behind her 

so hard that her vision blurred. Lacey took a hard blow to the right 

shoulder and hissed with pain as she tried to steady herself. 

 "Are you alright?" Lacey said. 

 Leslie was honestly unsure. She'd never had a concussion before. 

All the fender benders she'd been in had been mild. There was a point 

when everything seemed milky and okay like she'd taken some acid or 
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smoked some heady weed and was simply along for the ride. She 

relinquished control in that moment, and in doing so sealed her fate. 

 Lacey was scared now, unable to mask her insecurity with humor 

any longer. She now genuinely feared for her life. She stood up. 

 Leslie grinned. 

 "Are you going to dance for us now?" 

 It was the first time Lacey had seen her smile. 

 "I was a dancer," Lacey said. "Are you sure you're alright? You 

don't seem like yourself." 

 "Ooh little miss knows me." 

 "Let me check your head." 

 "Naughty." 

 Lacey carefully approached Leslie, hoping not to rock the elevator 

too severely somehow in the process of crossing it. Now that Leslie had 

called her out on her pudginess Lacey was extra cautious about causing 

their demise through some awkward show of fat heft. 

 "Come closer, closer, said the spider to the fly." 

 "You sound fucked up. Can you lift your head?" 
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 Leslie couldn't. She tilted it to the side though. There on the metal 

wall behind was a bloody patch but her wound was mostly okay. 

 "Can I?" 

 "Sure." 

 Lacey reached through Leslie's giant black purse and found what 

she was looking for, a scarf. She shook it out. 

 "Now this is gonna hurt but it might stop the bleeding." 

 "A period pad!" 

 Leslie laughed at her own cleverness.  

 "Mm-hmm." 

 Lacey carefully wrapped the scarf around Leslie's head as Leslie 

chuckled and winced. 

 "Your hair smells nice." 

 And for a moment Leslie nuzzled into Lacey's hair and chest. 

Maybe this woman wasn't a complete monster. Still the way she was 

getting all comfortable was a bit disconcerting. Didn't she say that she 

was married? Why was she acting all bipolar all of a sudden? The head 

trauma. That had to be it. She was nutty as a cuckoo bird. 
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 Lacey wished she'd had her own purse with her, but of course 

actors are expected to keep as few encumbrances as possible on their 

person. Sometimes even a headshot is too much. And they all want 

something slightly different and they want it perfect. No room for error 

in a world where almost every product is a piece of crap. It was an 

insane business Lacey realized, but it was too late to change it now. 

 Lacey searched Leslie's purse for Tylenol as the woman rested her 

eyes against her. There were some pills but Lacey didn't recognize the 

label and was unsure of whether or not to administer them. 

 "Um," she said. 

 "Oh, don't take those. They're painkillers." 

 "That's good. They'll help. Here." 

 Lacey took two out not knowing the dosage and handed them to 

Leslie who smirked a devilish grin and gobbled them up hungrily.  

 "Mmm, momma's candy." 

 She nuzzled against Lacey again and even went so far as to wrap 

her arm around the poor girl and pull her close. Lacey didn't know how 

to respond to such aggressive physical contact, but she figured the 
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woman was so messed up mentally she didn't know what she was doing. 

So long as it stayed above the belt she'd be fine. Plus a little human 

contact in a time of peril was a much sought commodity. 

 Leslie smelled Lacey's hair and smiled a sleepy grin. She was 

home for the first time in years. It was like a trip to a private beach. 

There was nothing to worry about for once in her life. 

 Lacey swallowed and tried to decide what to do. Still no signal. 

Maybe the best thing she could do is comfort her former foe and stay 

calm while the rescue teams found them. The building was so probably 

fucked at this point that there was no doubt someone would come. It 

might take a while, but she was sure some firemen would come barging 

in. Some hot firemen probably. Big, muscular men she could really sink 

her teeth into. None of this fraudulent actor bullshit. Some men with real 

skills and brawn and courage. Something she couldn't do but could 

always appreciate. Something physical. 

 She cuddled up close with Leslie and tried to rest her eyes. Maybe 

she could sleep until they were inevitably rescued. 
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 About midway through the night she had a dream about a woman 

she'd known in college, a teacher's assistant, a few years older, whom 

she'd always found very attractive. In the dream she was standing across 

from the woman in a floral coral cream spectroscape and the woman had 

been all too persistent about them getting together. 

 "You know you want to," she whispered. 

 Leslie giggled. It was just a dream after all. 

 And then she felt the woman kissing her and she couldn't say it 

was what she'd pictured. The woman's breath felt hot and her lips felt 

cracked. It was like kissing her grandmother. 

 And suddenly she was awake and Leslie was on top of her, 

straddling her and kissing her passionately. Lacey tried to roll away 

about Leslie was too forceful, her eyes not even opening, lost in some 

sublime dream. "What are you doing?" Lacey said. 

 "Please, please, I'm so alone." 

 "I'm here. I'm here." 

 "Then kiss me." 
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 And Lacey didn't know what else to do. She had never had a same-

sex experience before but as soon as it began it felt as natural as any boy 

she'd ever snogged. She let Leslie take the driver's seat, opening her 

body to new experiences and strange new sensations. Leslie seemed to 

inherently know how to turn Lacey on, and so long as Lacey could close 

her eyes and picture the devastating teacher's assistant she'd be fine. It 

was the same way she'd lost her virginity, well mostly. 

 Leslie brushed her fingers through Lacey's hair. So smooth and 

silky and when you ran your fingers through it you could smell daisies. 

Leslie kissed Lacey's cheek so quickly and repeatedly Lacey couldn't 

help but giggle. She tried to resist Leslie's experienced charms, but in the 

end she was powerless to the creeping sensation that yes, she was 

enjoying this. Despite all reason or logic, she was intoxicated. 

 Leslie pulled down Lacey's blouse and kissed her breasts, those big 

luscious pillows she'd wanted to kiss since the moment she'd seen them. 

Why did she have to be imprisoned forever? There was a time when 

these encounters were just weekend stints, opportunities for excursions 

away from the family. But then her husband caught the scent and 
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followed her, took photos and blackmailed her. She had to see a 

therapist, get fixed basically, all for the sake of her loser kids. 

 They took after their father after all. It was right that she did this. It 

was good of her to feel any sensation other than displeasure. She 

massaged Lacey's breasts and undid her bra and sucked on her nipples. 

Lacey moaned with pleasure. It had been a long time since she had 

someone tend to her in this way. Usually it was the same old tinder 

nonsense where she always tried to please some guy who never even 

gave two shits about her or bothered to call again. Now she was the 

mercy of an experienced lesbian lover and had no defense. 

 While sucking Lacey's nipple Leslie snaked her hand down the 

front of Lacey's jeans beneath her panties to feel her pussy. Slowly she 

fingered the outside, teasing her prey. Then she entered the girl over and 

over to give her a taste of what she'd been missing. 

 Leslie removed her finger and sucked on it. Then she went back, 

sticking two fingers inside Lacey until the girl squeaked. It felt like old 

times. She knew a woman's body like Weinstein knew movies. And she 

was exploiting every potential weakness, the back of the knees, the 
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earlobes, the buttocks, until whoever Lacey had been before no longer 

mattered. She would forever be a worshipper at Leslie's throne. 

 "Ah," said Lacey. 

 "You like that?" 

 Lacey whined and nodded. 

 And then Lacey felt it, the rising tides of pleasure, that wobbly 

legged twitch that made her body a vehicle for joy. She gave over to the 

coasting sensation and rode the orgasm as it crashed and roared into a 

cacophonic splendor that echoed throughout the elevator shaft. 

 "Ah, ah, ah," Lacey said. 

 Leslie smiled. 

 "I still got it huh Michelle?" 

 And with that Leslie gave Lacey a kiss and rolled off of her, rested 

her head against Lacey's shoulder and headed back to sleep. 

 Lacey sat there wide-eyed, unsure of what just happened. When 

Lacey gained control of her thinking half she tried to scramble away, no 

longer seduced by the throes of emotion. But Leslie wouldn't let her go. 

She was in the clutches of the spider-woman now. 
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 At some point during the night Lacey struggled away from Leslie 

and went back to her opposite corner, sizing up her opponent. It then 

occurred to Lacey that she'd done exactly what she'd set out to do. She'd 

made the casting director like her, really like her, even if she thought her 

name was Michelle. Maybe she could claim she really was Michelle and 

leverage this into some lucrative movie deal. Then after the dust had 

settled she could legally change her name to Michelle and no one would 

be the wiser. She doubted Deborah Messing was really named Deborah 

Messing. Though come to think of it, if one had the choice, why would 

one settle on "Deborah Messing"? If Lacey could change her name to 

anything it would be Veronica Starshine, but she realized that most 

people might think that was ridiculous. 

 Leslie lay there propped up with her damaged skull against the 

metal wall. She was like a little sleeping angel. Lacey knew she could 

leverage this into something special. And who knows, maybe Leslie 

really had awakened some lesbian part of her she'd never known about. 

But no, now that she thought about it, the way it had all gone down, the 
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verbal abuse, it felt as bad as when that Isaac guy or whoever he was 

made her blow him. It felt like being used. Lacey didn't like that. 

 That's what made her so certain she could leverage this into 

securing the role she'd auditioned for. After all, Leslie'd admitted that 

she'd watched the audition. Now that she saw that Lacey really could 

act, she was certain to give her another chance. Especially now that 

something sexual had happened between the two of them. But maybe it 

would be better if Lacey had some insurance, just to be safe. 

 Hoping she could get in close without Leslie groping her, Lacey 

snuck in close to Leslie and peeked her top off, leaning in close to the 

woman and taking a selfie. She got a few poses but Leslie always looked 

so unconscious and the head scarf made her look cancerous. Lacey got 

an idea. She leaned in close to Leslie's ear. 

 "Baby, it's Michelle. Let's get back together." 

 Leslie still dreaming smiled enough for Lacey to snap a shot. 

 There, she thought, crawling back to her side of the box.  
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 That should be enough insurance to keep her employed and make 

sure this sexual encounter hadn't gone to waste like so many others. She 

supposed the best part of a lesbian tryst was no chance at pregnancy. 

 There was a part of her that still felt sick to her stomach about 

being basically assaulted both verbally then sexually by this woman, but 

the fact that such insanity had unraveled between them so quickly in so 

precarious a situation helped Lacey keep her mind off the larger question 

at hand. How long would it be til they were rescued? 

 The elevator held no answers. It was frightening enough to 

consider that the wrong shift in body language could potentially dislodge 

the elevator from its precarious position. Then again, Leslie grinding 

away on top of Lacey hadn't shook the thing further, so maybe wherever 

it was wedged was relatively safe for the time being. In any case, Lacey 

preferred to speculate what her newfound evidence could provide for her 

burgeoning acting career. It would all be worth it, she thought, if she 

could get one decent role out of it all and finally break through. 

 To think that all it would take was one good role was ridiculous to 

some extent, but Lacey had seen so many cases where the right star-
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making moon shot had happened. The right role at the right time and 

from then on fireworks. It was nothing but moonlight rides. A friend of 

hers from college had been in one movie and made the right friends, 

shown off and then the hits kept coming, role after role after role. It all 

depended how the public saw you, and Lacey knew the public had found 

her very attractive. She'd gotten her start when she was still a teenager as 

a cosplay model online, taking revealing photos of herself in suggestive 

poses as popular video game characters. Boys loved it and would buy 

the prints she sold to support her lifestyle. Having that fanbase helped, 

but with so many cam girls and streamers it was difficult to get noticed, 

especially when some fake girls who were just models dressed up like 

Princess Jasmine just for the likes which was not cool, even if they were 

Persian so they could kind of pull it off pretty accurately. 

 Lacey was thinking of one instagram account she hate followed 

specifically. She hated this girl's perfect body because she'd bought it, 

and Lacey worked so hard to maintain what God had given her. Even so, 

she felt overweight compared to the deluge of skinny bitches LA had to 

offer. And what did talent matter? Leslie didn't seem to care about 

�  of �45 54



Lacey's talents. She only saw her as a pair of tits. And how could she 

hate me one minute and fuck me the next? I don't understand women. 

 Lacey realized she sounded exactly like her ex boyfriend and felt 

sicker. He was one of those guys who sat around on the couch all day 

drinking beer, though come to think of it, once you strip off a guy's 

veneer are any of them really different than that? If so they must be 

phony, like those guys who are too into yoga or tai chi. Lacey had 

crushed on her pilates instructor once when she was too green, but that 

kind of shit was over for her, especially since he didn't call her. 

 This was all getting too real for Lacey and she realized that if she 

didn't talk to someone she would go insane. But no service. She couldn't 

post, she couldn't tweet, she couldn't like. She couldn't scream for fear of 

waking the sleeping mad woman. Why was she in this mess? Maybe her 

folks had been right about this dream being unattainable. 

 Putting her earbuds in Lacey found the longest playlist she had and 

zoned out to old photos hoping she could pass the time that way. 

 Three hours later Leslie woke up screaming. 

 "I thought it was a dream," she said. 
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 There was something unsafe about the elevator now. Though still 

woozy, Leslie was conscious, no longer loopy. 

 "Why are we still here?" 

 "No one came." 

 "Will they ever?" 

 "I don't know." 

 "How long's it been?" 

 "Three hours." 

 "Jesus. You made it sound like days." 

 "It felt like days. Without you." 

 Leslie was caught off guard by this intimacy. 

 "What do you mean?" 

 "You know what I mean. Lover." 

 The way she said it was so loaded. She had cards. 

 A flash of memory. No that was just a dream too. 

 Or was it. 

 "Hey whatever you think happened," she said. 

 "Oh I have photos." 
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 And Lacey showed her. 

 "Give me those." 

 "No," she said. 

 And the ladies tussled. The box shook and groaned in agony. 

 They tensed up and fought carefully and precisely. 

 Using her sexuality as a weapon, Lacey embraced their proximity 

and went in for the kill. Leslie recoiled and backed away. She 

remembered now, and it was too much for her to deny. 

 "Fine whatever," she said. "Release them. See what I care. I'll 

blame the injury. Say you made me do it. Had me looped up on pain 

pills. Or better yet I'll claim I was in love with you and come out and be 

a gay hero. I don't care anymore. You're not in the picture no matter 

what. So don't get so cocky." 

 "I saved your life." 

 "You did nothing of the sort except getting blood on my scarf. And 

that's an expensive scarf. I'll bill you for that." 

 "I, you did things to me. I let you do things to me." 

 "I was medicated. I wasn't myself." 
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 "You were more yourself then you've been all day." 

 "If that's what you think then, you wouldn't mind going again?" 

 "What do you mean?" 

 "If you really are my lover? No one would have to know." 

 Lacey crept toward her. 

 "Whore." 

 "You bitch." 

 They tussled again and the elevator dropped ten feet. 

 "Let's stop this." 

 "I want you to swear to me something." 

 "What?" 

 "That you will cast me in something. Maybe not this role but 

something. Anything you see coming along down the pipe. You owe me 

for what I went through to protect you." 

 "Owe you? I owe you for basic human decency?" 

 "You raped me!" 

 "I did no such thing. You just said you let me. Plus you took those 

photos after the fact. I remember where your hands were." 
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 Lacey was red faced. 

 "So you won't help me." 

 "I only help talented actresses girl. You may be a hot piece of ass 

but that's all you'll ever be. Go back east, pump out some kids and don't 

waste anybody's time ever again." 

 "Did I ever tell you I was a tap dancer?" 

 "I don't care." 

 "I was really good." 

 Leslie began tap dancing. The box tilted. 

 "Stop it!" 

 "Way down upon the Swannee river." 

 The box slid a few feet with a screech. 

 "Stop!" 

 "Cast me." 

 "Stop!" 

 "Cast me!" 

 "Stop!" 

 "Put me on TV!" 
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 "You're not talented!" 

 And with that the cord snapped. The box plummeted to earth, 

banging against the inner wall of the building and sending both women 

up and to the wall. They slid into one another and tussled again. Leslie 

would never forget that look of teary eyed hatred. It was good acting. 

 With a bang and a pop Lacey was out of commission and Leslie 

had crushed the life from her. Every bone in Leslie's body ached as she 

pulled herself upright from Leslie's corpse. The damn tits had broken her 

fall she reckoned. And then she collapsed back onto them, out. 

 A few hours later the bone broke bruised and beaten Leslie called 

out for her purse which was beat up, its contents scattered. She found 

some of the pills on the ground and pressed her tongue against the pills 

on the cold metal and got a little of Lacey's blood in the mix. She didn't 

care and it helped to lubricate her dry mouth and swallow the bitter pill. 

She hadn't processed the fact that the fall had killed her. Somehow she 

was still the subordinate who sacrificed herself for noble captain. 

 After a few more pills had been discovered Leslie was out again 

and loopy and curled up with the corpse and said goodbye to those nice 
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big tits. She sucked on one so hard so drew blood. She could taste Lacey 

and it was already cold. No life no more. That made Leslie sad. 

 The doors slid open and firemen shouted orders and commands as 

they stared at the battered woman with a bloody nipple in her lips. 

 They dragged her to the ambulance. She was in shock and had lost 

her mind on pills they decided. Crazy turn of events in an eight hour day 

but crazier things had happened. They'd once seen a guy who'd slit his 

own throat and did it wrong so he called them for help. Why didn't you 

call the cops, they asked him. He had buddies on the force and he didn't 

want them to give him shit or make him feel embarrassed. All his friends 

were cops, no wonder he was suicidal. The guys at the fire station liked 

that one. This chick was different though. No question. 

 After about a week or so the news had died down enough so that 

people in LA could still go back to work. After all the town was built for 

this. Low level buildings, very flat, wild west town. And the pilot still 

needed to be cast even though the network had already expressed doubts 

about ever putting it to air. The machine keeps grinding no matter what 

comes at it. In that way the terrorists never win. 
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 It seemed unfair to Leslie that mother nature had stricken 

Californians so severely. Half of Los Angeles was still blacked out. Yet 

her environmentalism hadn't aided her in this crisis. She'd still been 

forced to repress a great deal of emotions that she doubted her sexual 

therapist would be able to solve. There was her husband who'd 

redoubled her love for her and her former lover who'd reached out. 

They'd planned a weekend away for next month that she doubted would 

ever come but she couldn't help but feel excited for it. 

 The other strange thing that happened was the number of low level 

employees had dropped considerably. Everyone driving around all day, 

the taxi drivers and actors and assistants and workmen, they were the 

first to go. The car crashes and severed roadways burst pipes and 

flooding KO'd them before they even got a chance. It was actually hard 

to find certain people for certain parts this week. It became a challenge. 

 She got a new fire under her ass. Working from home she could 

still do most of the stuff and her home office had a faster computer 

anyway. This was kind of a renaissance for her sexually and creatively, 

and her stupid family were completely unaware as usual. 
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 That was when she cycled through the faces and saw one, a 

brunette with bright eyes and brighter teeth. She had a bit of a chest to 

her and a little bit of heft and the low quality of the headshot lighting 

made her look fresh off the turnip truck. And though a month before 

Leslie would have never given the girl the time of day, only seen her out 

of desperation or as a favor to her former lover like she had the day she'd 

waited endlessly for Lacey, today she thought, why not dimples? 

�  of �54 54


