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The Elevator
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Dobie was on the elevator of a building he'd never been in before. It was climbing fast. Too fast!

“It didn’t stop on any of your floors” he said to the other passengers as it sped upward.

When no one replied, he turned to see if anyone heard him. Apparently not.

To his right stood an attractive blonde woman, thirtyish, in a blue blazer, matching skirt and white silk blouse. She avoided eye contact and clutched her purse with both hands.

To his left stood a young couple, casually dressed, also mostly blue. The woman’s long black hair hung down over most of her face. She was avoiding eye contact. Her muscle-bound boyfriend met Dobie’s gaze with a glare.

Dobie returned his attention to the elevator control panel. Was he the only one concerned that the elevator was not stopping on their floors? Hadn’t these people pushed the buttons?

The elevator increased speed as it continued upward. A knot formed in the pit of his stomach. It’s going too fast! They were just a few floors below Dobie’s, and the knot in his stomach cinched tighter and tighter.

He fell to the floor, doubled over as if stabbed. Then the phone rang.

What the....? Embedded in the wall near his head was the elevator’s emergency telephone. The ringing was so close and loud, he thought his eardrums would burst.

The other passengers looked at him. “Aren’t you going to answer it?” the blonde woman spoke for the group. “You’re the closest.”

Through blurred vision, he saw everyone standing over him, waiting.

The younger, dark-haired woman was shaking her head. With a clear view of her now from the floor, Dobie realized it was his girlfriend, Kim. Ex-girlfriend, rather, as of two weeks ago.

Her new boyfriend was stretching his calves against one of the elevator walls. Athletic type. She always did like those.

He turned and stared at the ringing phone and wondered what could possibly happen next.

~ ~ ~
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He woke up. Whipping his head around to gather his bearings, he was relieved to be back in his apartment. His ex, Kim, was nowhere around. The sun leaked in through a gap in the curtains. Birds chirped happily outside his window. It was just another beautiful LA autumn day.

Holding his aching stomach, he trudged toward the phone on the desk between the bed and bathroom of his tiny studio apartment. He cursed himself for drinking so much last night. Eating half a large pizza didn’t help. It gave him nightmares every time.

“Mmm, hullo?” he struggled to get the words out.

“Wake up!” a woman screamed in his ear. “We have a job for you downtown!” It took a moment to realize it was Margaret from the employment agency.

There was no way he could work today. He just wanted to sleep. Well, throw up, then sleep. The past two weeks had been a blur of drunken celebrations of his “divorce.”

Celebration. Drowning his sorrows. Either way, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d gotten a good night’s sleep.

Margaret proceeded to give directions – rapid-fire – to his latest assignment at a downtown law firm. “Be there by 8:30!”

He glanced at the clock next to his bed. 7:53. His apartment was just eight miles from downtown, in a surprisingly quiet suburb on the west side called Palms. Still, with the morning rush-hour, there was no way he’d get to work on time.

~ ~ ~
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He arrived an hour late at Thompson, Thompson & Duchinski (TT&D). They were on the 23rd floor of the same building where the old TV show LA Law supposedly took place.

Hurrying out of the elevator, glad to be off it, he stepped into the lobby and staggered up to the reception desk. “Dobie Pokorny, Word Processor” he announced his arrival in a croaking half-whisper.

The receptionist – a large young brunette woman, with her hair pulled back – made a point of ignoring him as she shuffled through a stack of papers. She was clipping them together with those huge black binder clips and setting them to her right.

He cleared his throat and repeated himself, being sure to enunciate. The woman shuffled and clipped a few more papers, for good measure, then looked up to see who she was ignoring.

With bags under his half-closed eyes, an unruly lock of auburn hair sticking out just above his left ear, stood Dobie leaning on her desk for support, looking as bad as he felt.

A sneer formed on the woman’s face, and she snapped, “Don’t lean on the desk.”

He stepped back.

She did a double take, adopted a more friendly tone, and asked, “Don’t I know you?”

He raised an eyebrow and tried to focus on her. She did look familiar. The brass nameplate on her desk said Venelia Dumas. An unusual name, but not familiar.

“I, uh...” Dobie shook his head, “don’t think so.”

Almost gawking now, she asked dreamily, “Has anyone ever told you that you have a dark blue aura?”

“Um, no.”

Her dreaminess then disappeared as soon as it had appeared. “Have a seat, Mr....”

“Pokorny. Dobie Pokorny...” he began.

“Word processor, yeah” she finished for him. With pursed lips and a twinkle in her eyes, she added, “How does it feel having your job title the same as the software you use?”

“I don’t follow.”

“You are a word processor, and you use a word processor.”

“I’m not just a word processor” he said. “I’m a legal secretary, but...”

“A male secretary?”

“Yeah. I get that a lot, so I just say word process...”

“I’ll call Ms. Trammel,” she cut him off.

He rolled his eyes and made himself comfortable in a plush burgundy leather chair across from Venelia.

She kept a watchful eye while speaking in hushed tones over the phone with Ms. Trammel.

His chair made a nice squeaky leathery sound as he moved around in it. He smiled and closed his eyes.

~ ~ ~
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The next thing Dobie knew, Venelia was yelling at him. “I said, Ms. Trammel will be with you shortly!”

Dobie jumped up and looked around. “Thank you,” he wondered how long he’d been asleep.

A few minutes later, Ms. Trammel charged into the reception area and greeted him with a winning smile and firm handshake. “Pattie Trammel, Human Resources,” she said, pumping his hand vigorously.

Dobie appraised her while she pumped. She was familiar somehow. Brunette. Late 30s-early 40s. A dozen years his senior. Attractive in a stiff, professional sort of way.

“We’re happy to have you,” she said, “though you’re a little late.” She glanced at her watch.

“I got here as soon as I could,” he struggled for a plausible excuse. “Traffic was bad... ‘cuz of an accident.”

That was a lie. The only accident was accepting this assignment.

“Venelia was late this morning, too. Weren’t you, Venelia?”

“Yes, Ms. Trammel,” Venelia sounded like a chastised grade schooler.

“Maybe you two can work together and solve that problem?”

Dobie wondered how that would work. They weren’t carpool buddies.

Venelia was clearly embarrassed.

“Well, never mind,” Ms. Trammel said finally. “You’re both here now, and that’s all that matters....” She paused, cocked her head to one side and asked Dobie, “Have we met?”

The knot in his stomach returned. It occurred to him she and Venelia might have been at
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