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 “Elliott,” calls an enfeebled voice from the low-lit 

hallway.  

 At the end of the dark hall was a round man in his late 

30’s.   

 He calls to the frail woman, “Coming Mama.” 

 Elliott walks into the room to give his mother her dinner.  

The woman sits up slowly against the headboard of the canopy 

bed.  The dark red fabric draped over the king sized bed having 

faded over time as the woman has.  Her son comes and rest 

himself beside her. 

 “Oh, my Elliott,” she says in a low tone. 

 “Yes Mama, it’s me, you need to eat Mama, here,” he says as 

he lifts the spoon to her mouth. 

 She sips from the spoon, “Elliott, I was such a beautiful 

woman,” as she looks at the pictures around the room. 

 Elliott’s mother was once a beautiful actress in the 50’s 

to the early 70’s.  She rubbed elbows with Elizabeth Taylor, 

Grace Kelly, Sophia Loren, and the unforgettable Marilyn Monroe.   

 “Elliott, I think I still have some good years still left 

in me,” she says will a half smile to her son. 
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 “Oh, but it has been so long and I can’t move like I use 

too.  You know I was suppose to play Evelyn Mulwray in Chinatown 

but they gave it to Faye Dunaway because the director found out 

I was pregnant with you and it would have been a liability for 

me to work on set,” she says as her eyes lower to her lap and 

she sighs.  

 “Yes, I know Mama,” 

 Elliott had heard this story so many times and how this was 

her big break.  That she would have been a big star if it wasn’t 

for him.   

 “Now you rest mother, I need to running to the store and 

get a few things, if you need anything you call me,” he says as 

he leans over to give her a kiss.   

 Elliott walks out of the room and down the stairs to grab 

his coat and a black duffle bag, and then he is out the door.  

He hops in his 1983 white Chevy Monte Carlo and begins to drive 

towards LA.  Elliott and his mother have lived in Beverly Hills 

for as long as he could remember.  The glamour of living the 

high life of an actress but she managed to get most of wealth 

from her late husband who was an agent to the stars.  He left 

her with the house and a giant fortune to keep her comfortable.  

Elliott made trips to LA more often lately, he has been 

unsettled with his life.   
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 He finally makes it to his destination Sunset Blvd; as he 

drives pass the people out and about on this hot August night, 

he sees what he has come down here for.  He pulls up beside a 

tall white woman with dark hair and big blue eyes.   

 “Hey cutie, what can I do for you tonight,” says the woman 

in the short skirt and halter-top. 

 “This is my first time, do you want to go some where to 

talk?” 

 “Yeah sure honey, but it will cost ya, $50.00.” 

 “Ok,” Elliott says as he unlocks the door and lets her in. 

 He begins to drive down the Blvd in silence.  He is nervous 

around the woman.   

 “So what is your name?” Asked the woman. 

 “Elliott, what’s yours.” 

 “Vixen.” 

 “That doesn’t sound like your real name,” 

 “Yeah well you can’t be sure about Johns nowadays.” 

 Elliott pulls the car into an alley and puts the car in 

park.  He turns the car off and then turns to the woman in the 

passenger seat.   

 “How does this work,” he asked. 

 “You tell me what you want and I tell you how much it cost 

and you pay me and then we can begin the party.” 

 “I still just want to talk.” 
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 “That’s fine but it will be another $50.” 

 Elliott reaches into the back seat and grabs his bag and 

reaches inside. He pulls out another $50 and gives it to the 

woman.  They talk for a while longer and then Elliott decides 

what he wants.   

  “How about we have some fun now,” says Elliott. 

 “Ok, what do you have in mind?” 

 “It’s a surprise.” 

 “Well I don’t know what to charge you for this.” 

 “How about I give you $2000, will that cover a half an hour 

of fun.” 

 “That sounds great.” 

 “Close your eyes and turn around.” 

 The woman closes her eyes and turns towards the window.  

Elliott reaches in to his bag and pulls out a rope and wraps it 

around both his hands.  He takes the rope and puts it over the 

woman’s head, then pulls it tight on her neck.  The woman 

struggles for air for a good minute before she grasp her last 

breathe.  Her lifeless body is lying in the passenger seat; 

Elliott grabs the handle of the door and pushes the woman out 

the car.   

 The next morning Elliott is bringing his mother breakfast 

when she calls for him.  Elliott takes her breakfast to her as 



	   5	  

fast as he can.  He walks into the room and his mother is 

pointing at the TV screen.   

 “Elliott, did you see that killer stuck again last night.” 

 “Oh really, what happen this time?” 

 “He killed another street walker.” 

 “The suspect is described as a white male in his late 30’s 

early 40’s with dark hair and driving an older model white 

Chevy, anyone with information should call police,” said the 

news anchor on the screen. 

  “I feel so unsafe in this neighborhood,” said the old 

woman. 

 “Mama we can’t afford to move right now.” 

 “I can afford to move but you can’t because all you do is 

sit on your lazy ass all day.  How hard is it for you to find a 

job?  I am not going to be here forever and when I’m gone who is 

going to take care of you?  Nobody.” 

 “Mama, I’m running to the store.”   
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