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“I’m not tryin’ to actively impress, but I’m something of a big deal in Hollywood.” he 

says taking a drag of a cigarette, before slowly turning a glass of scotch in his hand. He looks at 

the girl across from him, trying to pinpoint where she might’ve seen his face before. It didn’t 

really always work, of course, but sometimes in a good light and with enough alcohol he could 

look like Burt Reynolds. His nose was too long, he had large ears, and yellow eyes that had 

nothing to do with jaundice. It was simply for the fact that he was a Coyote. He was Wile E. 

Coyote, Stuntman.  

“I give up, who are you?” she says shrugging and offers an exacerbated smile. The night 

wasn’t over or futile just yet. Wile looked at his cigarette and turned it over before stamping it 

out.  

“These things are bad for me, but you know I can’t help but liking them. Well, they say 

they’re bad for you, but I’d been smoking them since I was a kid and my lungs have never been 

better and I still don’t have cancer.” he says and stretches. He’s wearing a black t-shirt, a pair of 

jeans, snake skin boots and picks up a pair of sunglasses before putting them on.  

“Wait, who are you though?”  

“Hm?”  

“Who are you?”  

He shrugged and threw on a black leather jacket that’d seen better days. It had a patch on 

it that she couldn’t quite see.  



“If you have to ask, you’re clearly not in the know.” He winked underneath his 

sunglasses and started heading out of the bar. He waited a few seconds as he walked toward the 

door. If she would call back there’s a good chance of him seeing some action tonight. If she 

didn’t, well, there were other days. Other sheep in the field. She said nothing, perhaps it was 

dejection or realizing she wasn’t going to get her in in the Hollywood scene, or maybe she just 

straight up didn’t believe him. Either way, he walked out the door. If she’d said anything else he 

didn’t hear it.  

When Wile got home he was feeling a bit tired, stiff. He’d had a long day of work but it’s all in 

the life of a stuntman. Now, he was a flexible coyote. He could do stellar driving work and not 

be noticed at all underneath a helmet or a mask or whatever suit they even put him in. He could 

take a punch, he could fall off of a horse. It was honest work. He didn’t let the fame get to his 

head except when he needed to work his libido but even as he got older it didn’t matter too 

terribly much. Naturally, it wasn’t a job one could necessarily do forever. A producer had asked 

him if he’d ever thought of directing or managing his own crew. Directing? What the fuck had 

that been about? It’s true, Wile knew a lot of the inner workings of the film world but c’mon. He 

chuckled at this. He kept a composition notebook full of scripts and stories he’d worked on over 

the years. Some he thought were pretty good. He’d considered selling some of his stories or 

scripts but, eh, he was just a Stuntman. He wanted to stay humble in a world full of egomaniacs 

and corruption. 


