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Chapter One
"Yes, I know, I'm very sorry about that. Yes, I understand. I will. Yes, I will." Lizzie rolled her deep brown eyes and tried not to sigh as she sat at her desk with the phone pressed to her ear listening to just one in a long line of crazy clients prattle on about their problems. In this case Mr. Patel, an elderly man and stroke victim, wanted to know how the lawyers were doing getting a visa for his fiancé Rena, a woman no one had ever seen, talked to or corresponded with and who lived in his homeland of India. One day Mr. Patel wanted to know when he was going to be able to leave for India to go and be with Rena and the next he wanted to know when Rena was coming to him. On the phone he was a polite enough man always saying things like ‘yes, please’ and ‘no, thank you’ but in person he very openly undressed any and every woman with his eyes when he wasn’t trying to grope them. "I'm sure Emily will take care of it as soon as she can. I will let her know right away. Yes, oh, that's no problem, Mr. Patel. Ok, you take care now." Hanging up the phone she let out a long sigh and shook her head as she wrote down the message for her boss, Attorney Emily Dickerson.
Lizzie was going into her fourth year as the secretary at the small two lawyer law office known as Kidder & Kidder. However there was really only one practicing lawyer in the office, Emily Dickerson. William Kidder was semi-retired and taking cases simply on whim while turning others away in the same manner. His father, Sam Kidder, passed away the year before at the grand old age of 101. William Kidder was no spring chicken being in his mid-seventies and Lizzie was ever so thankful that he was semi-retired. While she liked him very much he was getting on in years and he was very forgetful. There were many times over the last few months when Lizzie felt more as though she were babysitting her own grandfather rather than working for a lawyer when it came to the Big Boss of the firm. He constantly played with the phone system unplugging and then plugging in the cords for no known reason which caused the whole office to system to go down. Lizzie would have to crawl under his desk to unplug the phone, straighten out the phone cords and then plug them in again. He didn’t understand the computer at all and when it came to the fax if he did it himself he often put the paper in the wrong way even though “Face Down” was written in bold black marker on the fax machine. Mainly these days Mr. Kidder came in on Wednesdays to have lunch with his cronies. Sometimes he’d come in on a Monday or a Friday to see what was going on but those days he only stayed for an hour or two.
Emily was another story, she was a very busy woman with a very heavy case load mostly for the Probate Courts dealing with those who could not care for themselves and/or manage their own financial affairs. These cases were paid mainly by the State of Connecticut at the grand sum of $50.00/hour as opposed to the standard $250.00/hour Emily charged what little private clientele they had. Sometimes Lizzie wished she worked at a big law firm that dealt in criminal law and other times she rethought that and was happier working in a small firm. Lizzie liked the clients, for all of the insanity they brought a smile to her face and let her know that things could be worse for her. Kidder & Kidder once dealt with things such as criminal law and bankruptcy and all sorts of things but now the majority of the clientele had been deemed incapable by the Court system. As such, Emily served as their Court appointed attorney or Conservator. Most of them were well over fifty and all of them were crazy as loons.
Emily came in early and left late every day she even worked on Saturdays which put Lizzie off since it left her with double work on Monday mornings. However, Emily was a down to Earth woman whom Lizzie liked and admired. She had a bubbly personality and almost nothing got her down. Over the years Emily was a great inspiration to Lizzie who, at the ripe old age of 40, often felt as though she'd taken a wrong turn in life and ended up somewhere she was not meant to be.
Just as Lizzie finished jotting down the message and began turning her attention back to the Motion For Permission To Sell she was working on the phone rang again. Her slender shoulders slumped as she looked at the callerid; another crazy one, she thought and took a breath before answering. "Good afternoon, Kidder and Kidder." She said cheerfully.
"Hi, Lizzie, its Leela, is Emily there?"
"Hi, Leela, no I'm sorry she's in court today. Do you want to leave a message for her?" Lizzie picked up the pen and put it to the yellow legal pad that she took notes on while she listened to Leela, a nice elderly lady, tell her that she needed Emily to make out a bigger check this week as she wanted to go to the movies. Everyone knew the woman was gambling but no one could prove it. Every week she called and asked for more and more money than she could afford to spend. Emily had been trying to rein her in but so far she wasn't having much luck. "Sure, I'll let her know." Lizzie wrote; Leela √ 250.00 on the legal pad as she hung up the phone and once more returned to the Motion in front of her. Yes, for all the good it did, Lizzie and Emily did their best to be a For The People Law Firm and to help those who were less fortunate.
Lizzie wasn't very fortunate, at least not as fortunate as Emily and Mr. Kidder in the financial department; she often had to ask to be paid early so that the electricity wouldn't get shut off or so the family could buy oil in the winter. Those times were so hard on Lizzie, as much and as hard as she tried to keep up with the bills there just never seemed to be enough money for them to quite make it. When things got really bad she’d lie awake in bed at night listening to Scott, her husband, snore at the top of his lungs, while she stared at the darkness shaking in her bed next to him. Sooner or later the panic attack would grow so bad she would throw the covers off, get up and promptly vomit into the bathroom sink while her slender body broke out in a cold sweat. Depending on how long these ‘humps’ as Lizzie liked to call them lasted she could find herself losing anywhere from 3-10 pounds before it was all over. Always she managed to find some way to pull the family’s ass out of the fire and keep it all together. However, twenty-plus years of that were beginning to take a heavy toll on her.
Still, she wasn't as bad off as most of the clients here at Kidder & Kidder.
For a short time the phone was quiet, Lizzie finished typing up the Motion and printed it out for Emily’s inspection. Tucking a silky tuft of long chestnut hair behind her ear she popped online to check her web site statistics and her email while she had a few moments of peace. Several years ago Lizzie Love started writing a series of stories based on a television show called Through the Mirror and these stories centered on that series' character of Dennis Johnson, a dashing young explorer who went to other worlds through a wormhole with a military team known as Galaxy-1. Over the years she'd written and posted near 30 stories, including six novels, to her website under the pen name Johnson's Mistress. They were very popular, much more so than she ever would have thought when she first started this little experiment and had no idea that there was something called 'Fan Fiction' or that there would ever be something like rules that went with it. She simply had an idea for a story and then wrote it. Writing came as naturally to her as breathing and the idea that there was a right and wrong way to do it was an alien concept to her at one time.
Being of a creative mind, and having more than a modicum of talent, Lizzie’s stories incorporated not just the Through the Mirror ethos but a great deal of Greek Mythology. She wrote a whole host of interesting original characters and what was considered 'dark material', which in the world of FanFiction, basically consisted of anything not light and fluffy in content but rather dealt with some of the more difficult aspects of this thing called Life.
The television show was very PG and her stories were very NC/17. Hence she began to incur the ire of the Through the Mirror Fandom. She’d fucked with their favorite show, gone way outside it’s normal bounds—though in Lizzie’s eyes not outside the realm of possibility when it came to this show—and brought in a breath of fresh air to boot. To further piss off the fandom, Lizzie’s stories were very popular outside of the Through the Mirror fandom. This was practically unheard of as the quirky little genre known as FanFiction almost always stayed within its own little Fandom (for whatever television show or movie it was based on) and never ventured outside of it. Lizzie had faith in her stories and knew she could draw a larger audience than what the Fandom could offer her so she marketed her site accordingly. She was a cross-over sensation and people who never watched or maybe didn’t even like Through the Mirror often read her series from beginning to end. The In Crowd of Through the Mirror Fandom loathed her for it.
Their hatred of each other was mutual. Lizzie soon came to call these people, this small group of Through the Mirror Fandom Elite ‘Wankers’, as they often huddled together in their own little dark dingy Internet hovel posting what they called ‘wanks’ to several journal sites which they thought were oh so clever but really weren’t anything other than pure bitter spite. Lizzie figured if what they posted were self-described ‘wanks’ then they must be termed ‘wankers’. Given its meaning in the Queen’s English of a limp useless Dick Lizzie thought this very appropriate.
Since her series, Ares' Daughter, began its life on the Internet Lizzie had been nominated for, and actually won, several web awards for her stories. These didn't come with a check or a certificate or anything like that but they did give out very nice banners that she proudly displayed on her site with her stories. She would have won many more First Place awards if she hadn't rocked the Through the Mirror Fandom Boat so many times and not taken any shit from the Wankers. Because of that, whenever she was nominated for any of these Through the Mirror online awards programs the Wankers came in and voted against her in droves often voting for some of the stupidest crap ever written and pushing it to a very undeserved First Place win. Lizzie always tried to remind herself that none of that was the Fandom’s fault; it was just a small militant vocal minority within the hierarchy of the Fandom that loathed her. Other than that, she got along with most Through the Mirror fans just fine.
Now, three years later they still yanked her chain from time to time. Lizzie tried to pity them more than be angry with them but it wasn’t always easy and, every now and then, she did bitch about them in her blog. Lizzie was certain that it pleased them no end to see themselves chatted about in public. Since having uploaded her first novel on her very own website, Lizzie had over 125,000 people come in to have a peek at her musings. In the Real World that would have qualified her as Best Selling Author. This was a fact that tickled her to no end as she was aware of just how much it must piss off those damn Wankers. Today her website statistics looked good. Often Lizzie looked at all of those hits and wished she had just one dollar for every one she'd be a rich woman then! She wouldn't have to worry about her bills and suffer with waking in the middle of the night wondering if when morning came the electricity was going to be shut off or the sheriff was going to knock on her door wanting tax money for the city of Terryville.
Through the Mirror and her stories offered Lizzie a great escape from the Real World with all its bills and drudgery. That made all of the Wankers and their Chain Yanking worth it. Here in the office she was just Lizzie the Secretary. At home she was plain old Lizzie Travers; wife of Scott for the past 22 years and mother to Nancy 22, (you do the math), and to Ann 16. On the Internet, she was a Star. Lizzie had a very popular blog and MyPlace page, which she checked often and used to keep in touch with those who read her works. She'd made many Cyber Friends over the years—at least as many as she had Wanking Enemies-- and she considered them more friends than those she had in her everyday life.
Two weeks ago, Lizzie got what she considered bad news; her favorite television show was canceled after 10 years on the air. This was the last season for her beloved Through the Mirror. She was losing her favorite character, she wouldn't have Dennis Johnson to turn to any longer on Friday nights and, it seemed, he was rapidly leaving her mind as well. What would she do without her Constant Companion? He'd kept her company inside her mind for all of these years and she was finding that her head was a scary empty place without him. She tried to remind herself that she had written three original novels before she ever heard of the character of Dennis Johnson and once the show was off the air she could either keep writing stories about him or she could return to her roots and write original material once more. At least, if she did that she'd have a chance at selling something and bringing in a little extra cash from time to time. She bolstered herself by saying that she'd had several articles in the local newspapers and poems and prose in local magazines. There was no reason she couldn't go back to writing original material and stop relying on this bastard form of writing. This was something she believed was true, yet, she was hesitant to let go of the character that had captured her fascination for so long.
Dennis Johnson or Constant Companion, as she often referred to him in her blog for the last several years kept her company both when awake tapping away on the keyboard and while she slept. At those times, deep in the night, he would offer the most delightful and vivid dreams which Lizzie also blogged. All of that was changing now and perhaps she should say that Dennis Johnson had been her Constant Companion. Several months ago the man in her mind seemed to change somehow and he was much less like the character she’d come to know and love and more like…someone else. Slowly she'd been coming to the realization that perhaps it wasn't the character who'd fascinated her for so long or who was her Constant Companion but rather that it was the actor, Michael Gray, or her crazy brain’s interpretation of him anyway. Lizzie had begun seeking out other works by him. She'd long avoided doing that as she didn't want to spoil Dennis Johnson in her head or confuse character and actor. She’d long hoped that the Powers That Be at Through the Mirror would see her work and maybe even offer to buy it from her but in her heart she knew it was too far outside the realm of what they did on the show to be of any value to them or for her to make any money doing. It was a pipe dream but it was better than no dream at all and Lizzie kept a good eye on her website statistics looking for hits from Vancouver, British Columbia that was where Through the Mirror was filmed. Every time a reader from there came in she held her breath and hoped against hope that it might possibly be Michael Gray reading. A few times she felt almost certain that it was. Then she’d tell herself that would be a horrible thing! Surely, he would hate what she’d written about his character thinking it too erotic and too dark. He would think her crazy if he read her work! She could die of embarrassment just thinking about it.
Last night while watching a Through the Mirror re-run she had the crazy idea that she could write that new original novel and she could keep her Constant Companion while doing so. She would simply write a new part for the actor rather than the character. With that in mind, she sat down late last night and started to write a new novel. It would be completely different from her Ares' Daughter series and Through the Mirror. It would be an outright horror story a la Edwin Prince or Dan Kintzy. If it was good enough she would try to have it published when it was finished. While she had a moment to herself here in this crazy law office Lizzie popped open her MyPlace blog and entered the following:
Nightmares & Dreamscapes
I'm in that one level house again, you know the one. I've been in several times before in my dreams but never have I actually been there. I don’t know why I dream of this house but I think, maybe, if I blog about it in detail that it will go away. Sounds crazy, huh?
It’s a modern-style house white house that’s basically one level. It’s on a corner lot; in the front yard is gigantic fir tree. On the corner is a STOP sign. At the STOP sign, if you go to the right you go toward an area that is more wooded than this one but if you go to the left you go toward a city that’s not very far away. Across the street from the ‘Y’ shaped driveway is a mailbox. One branch of the ‘Y’ stops at the backdoor and the other goes to the two or three car garage. The house has hard wood floors and is sparsely decorated. The living room is sort of 'L' shaped, the floor plan is open, there’s an open kitchen beyond the living room and if you go through the kitchen and to the left you go to the dining room. If you stay in the living room looking down the hall and away from the big bank of windows there’s a long hallway with bedrooms, a bathroom and an office off of it. Those windows…that bank of windows go from the living room to the kitchen and into the dining room. There are no curtains and it seems like the windows have cranks that open slats rather than just opening a window. There’s a white couch in the living room, a very large entertainment center complete w/ fancy-dancy plasma TV on the wall by the front door. In this dream it’s night and it’s dark, I’m in the living room looking out on to a snowy and fairly deserted street. Just standing there, nothing special.
"Well, there you are." Says a voice.
I turn around expecting to see exactly who I saw. Constant Companion. "What do you want?"
"I came to ta--" his voice cuts off and he clears his throat and smiles, "talk to you about something." He stumbles.
"What?"
"Oh, I don't know." He sits down on the couch still with this huge grin on his face. "I'm distracted at the moment."
"By?"
"Oh, the view I guess."
I turn to the windows and while it's ok out there I wouldn't exactly call it a 'view'.
"Yep," he says from behind me, "that view is mighty distracting."
"I don't see anything special." I grouse.
"You're not looking where I am." He returns still smiling. "It's a great view."
What is wrong with this guy tonight? Just tell me what you want and get it over with. I realize I'm a little chilly and I pull on my top to scooch it down a bit over my stomach. It's a black cammie-type top and as I go to smooth it over my jeans I realize...not wearing any. Nope, no jeans, no undies, nothing. Just the top. I tell myself I'm not going to go nuts and stuff. So I don't. My bod ain't the best but it ain't half-bad either, I'm not really a modest person, everyone has a body. I sit down on the couch next to him completely ignoring the fact that I'm almost naked and ask him again; "What do you want?"
He just smiles, shakes his head and says; "I can't remember anymore."
It faded off there into something I don’t really remember.
Lizzie snickered to herself as she read the entry and realized that she didn’t mind being naked in front of her Constant Companion but the idea that he would find that particular ‘view’ distracting was wildly funny to her. She realized something else too, for as many times as she’d dreamed about that house this was the first time she’d actually described it. In her mind’s eye, she could see every detail of it and she wondered if it was a real house somewhere or just a representation her sleeping mind came up with night after night. Beside her, the phone rang again knocking her out of her daze. Clicking ‘post blog’ she grabbed the handset. "Good afternoon, Kidder and Kidder." Lizzie said in a cheerful voice without looking at the callerid. Just another crazy client on another crazy day, not much new about that, Lizzie took a message promising that Emily would return the phone call as soon as possible.
Chapter Two
Two Months Later
When the Muse talks Lizzie always listened and her new story was no exception. Since making the decision to write an all-original story she’d been blazing away at the keyboards with a dark tale she called The Shaw Street Strangler. It was about a serial killer named Eddie who roamed the streets of Terryville, Connecticut strangling young beautiful women who lived on Shaw Street, which was a very rundown neighborhood that Lizzie had once lived in. So far, Lizzie was having a grand time with her story and following the Muse and the voice of her Constant Companion (which was always echoing in her head) wherever they led. She kept Michael Gray in mind as she wrote but the part of Eddie, a cold calculating killer, a character far removed from that of Dennis Johnson mild-manner member of Galaxy-1. Still, Lizzie thought, if a miracle struck and she sold the story and another bigger miracle struck and the book was made into a movie then Michael Gray would be the one she would want to play the part of Eddie.
In the quiet of the afternoon Lizzie sat back and looked at what she’d written and thought it was pretty good, she even gave herself a pat on the back for it. Just as she was about to begin Chapter Ten her oldest daughter, Nancy a 21 year-old young woman whom Lizzie was certain was never going to grow up never mind move out of the house, plopped herself down on the living room couch and turned on the TV. Lizzie’s shoulders slumped and she let out a long sigh and gazed at the clock on her computer; 4:32. By her schedule, she still had 28 minutes to write, why couldn’t Nancy have just waited until her father came home? As though the day hadn’t been bad enough. Today she and Emily received a phone call from the Post Master of the Terryville Post Office informing them that one of their elderly and Looney-tunes clients had been paying the nice folks at the post office a visit….for the last four hours. They’d like to get rid of her now.
Emily and Lizzie left the office, walked the half mile to the post office, which was down the street from their office on State Street and calmly walked in to collect a very confused Mrs. Herman and escort her home. This seemed like an easy task until the crazy old bat started shouting that Lizzie and Emily were trying to kidnap her. Several people in line tried to stop them before the post office personnel could inform them that they were not doing any harm to the old woman she was just crazy. Still, things got rough for a moment and she and Emily had been sure the concerned citizens would turn into an angry mob at any second. They walked her back up the street to her home in elderly housing, got her settled in her apartment and told her not to leave again. Not that it would do any good, Mrs. Herman always wandered and if it wasn’t the post office or the bank calling to say ‘come get her’ it was the Terryville Police Department.
Looking at her computer now Lizzie let out a long sigh thinking that just when things were cooking along just fine and something in her day was going right she had to stop. It just seemed so unfair as Lizzie clicked ‘save’. No matter how many times she told her family not to just waltz into the living room and turn on the TV while she was writing it just didn’t do any good, they all felt entitled to everything including barging in on her creative time. They never failed to just plop themselves down beside her for no reason whatsoever while she was writing and just stare at her. This drove Lizzie to distraction especially when any other time her girls and her husband could hardly be bothered with her. If they didn’t pick moments like that to just ‘hang out’ then they just had to have money or a ride somewhere. Lizzie hated it. She wanted to know why they couldn’t just sit down, shut up and give her some quiet time. It wasn’t like she never did anything for them and all she asked for was a few hours every evening to herself in between doing the dishes, the laundry and making dinner that was. Many times she’d begged her husband, Scott, for a set of French doors for her office. With those she could at least shut them and shut out the noise and the Real World behind her so she could get lost in her stories and listen to the voice of her Constant Companion as he gently guided her down the path through the Zone. The Zone was a magickal place where the whole world faded away and if the telephone rang Lizzie was apt not to hear it. When she was in the Zone there was nothing but her own little world and there the telephone, bills, cranky annoying entitled children and horny husbands did not intrude.
Scott was always jealous of the time she spent writing and, more importantly, of Dennis Johnson. Each time Through the Mirror came on he never let her forget that he thought she was acting like a stupid schoolgirl with her stories and he never failed to make fun of Dennis Johnson every chance he got. This had become a matter of friction between them over the years. Lizzie didn’t think her writing time took anything away from her family or her husband, in fact she thought Scott should get down on his chubby little knees and thank Dennis Johnson along with Michael Gray for all the great sex Scott still had with her after 21 years of marriage. Unfortunately, Lizzie couldn’t always say the sex was ‘great’ but it was abundant. Long had she wished for a lover like the one that lived in her mind but if wishes were horses then beggars would ride and Lizzie would be one highly satisfied woman. She was well aware that she’d never have a lover like Dennis Johnson (or her facsimile thereof) nor a romance like Dennis had with his Goddess wife, Kitty in Lizzie’s stories.
Unlike the story of Lizzie and Scott, the story of Dennis and Kitty was one for all time. Theirs was a love for the ages. For all of the trials and tribulations they’d been through and for as many times as they’d saved the world from certain destruction they always came out on top and stronger for having gone through whatever drama they’d been presented with.
The truth was it wasn’t just the noise from the TV that distracted Lizzie, just having some else in the room behind her was enough to blow the groove more often than not. The feeling always left her a little miffed. One day she would have her own private writing room but for now the hour and a half she got during the school year before her youngest daughter came home would have to do. When Ann was not in school during the summer Lizzie usually retreated to her bedroom to write on a laptop that she didn’t like very much but saw the need for.
Now, with MTV’s TRL blaring in the background, Lizzie reached out to shut off the computer for the night but before doing so she thought she’d pop her MyPlace page to see if anyone had left her a message. Someone had, Daniel in Michigan left a comment on her page wishing her a good weekend it had a picture of a kitten who was upside down in a basket proclaiming that the week was over. She snickered and sent him a quick thank you note inquiring how he was and what he was up to. Daniel was one her ‘friends’ she didn’t hear from often but when they did get in touch she always enjoyed his company online. Lizzie shut off the computer and turned her attention to dinner trying to keep a smile on her face as she remembered it was indeed Friday and she was stuck with her family for two whole days….husband included. Why couldn’t Nancy wait another half hour to plop herself down in front of the TV? Then Scott would be home and Lizzie wouldn’t care but she’d really been going along well with her storyline and today she could have used that half hour. Over the next two days she wouldn’t write very much as Scott would want her constant attention for something or other. Most days it was more like having three children than two.
Scott Travers met Elizabeth Love on July 17, 1986 at Ocean Beach Park when she was just three months shy of her 18th birthday and only one week into the very vulnerable stage that comes with the recent break up of a long term relationship. Lizzie had dated Philip Black, five years her senior, for two years when he suddenly dumped her for another, older, woman. Lizzie was heartbroken and cried for days. She’d given everything to Philip including her virginity and quite a bit of dignity. He was much older and so she grew up quickly in the two years she was with him. One night more than a week after the big break-up Lizzie’s friend Kris came by to haul her out of the house for the night with her parents’ blessings.
They went to the local hot spot, Ocean Beach and it was at the arcade where she’d met Scott. Lizzie had been in the middle of a hot game of Asteroids when Kris just had to go up to him to say ‘hello’ in order to tick off a girl Scott was chatting up. Kris dragged Lizzie away from her game—still in progress—and over to where he stood in a pair of ripped and faded blue jeans with a black leather vest covering his young chest. Scott was hard on the outside and ruggedly handsome. To look at him now you’d wonder where that young man had gone. The one with the broad chest and the svelte 34 inch waist, just who was the guy with the 42 incher sitting in the Easy-Boy? That was then and back then on that fateful night Scott took one look at Lizzie, offered her a ride on his motorcycle and a few months later they moved in together. He introduced a rather timid and sheltered girl to all sorts of hard drugs and interesting chemicals as well as rough and kinky sex. Philip liked to drink and smoke pot and therefore so did Lizzie by the time their relationship was over. He also liked to let his friend Andrea watch him have sex with Lizzie so she was used to that as well. Scott was into things like acid and cocaine. He liked pipe bombs and other explosives along with punk music and group sex. Lizzie quickly fell into a world she never wanted to be part of but suddenly couldn’t find a way out.
Within six months of moving in together, Scott knocked her up. They were married when Nancy was three months old. Lizzie could still remember standing there in front of the Justice of the Peace as she said her wedding vows and in her mind swearing to herself it was only for 18 years and that no matter what it took she could and would do it for Nancy’s sake. Somehow, magickally, she thought on Nancy’s 18th birthday that Nancy would move out, have a life of her own and she’d leave Scott but Nancy was now 21 and still at home and there was still Ann to consider. Her 18 year hitch turned out to be a little longer than she’d planned.
After Nancy’s 18th birthday, Lizzie walked around in a funk that could have easily turned into a deep depression for several months. She loved her daughters and they had a wonderful relationship. Nancy and Ann talked to her about anything and everything even though sometimes it made Lizzie very uncomfortable to have extremely intimate conversations with them as she’d never had with her own mother. She didn’t hesitate to listen and offer advice and tell of her life experiences before their father came along. Granted it wasn’t a long stretch of time but still she had had a life before Scott.
Life with Scott was far from peaches and cream, he was very difficult to live with and to please. He came from a troubled background, a bad and abusive home life and needed a lot of work as Lizzie might put it. Scott lived a hard life back then and he had a hot temper that often flared up controllably especially when he was younger and it led him to abuse his new young wife verbally as well as physically. Many were the times Lizzie had to jump between him and one of the girls over something they’d done to piss him off. Scott might strike her from time to time, he might use her as his own personal sexual toy but he wasn’t going to abuse her children. Lizzie learned early on how to be a good Pleaser and an Anticipator. If she could give Scott whatever it was he wanted at any given moment before he asked for it then she could keep the peace and no one, not the girls and not her, got hurt or yelled at or belittled. 21 years of dancing that rather merciless dance lead to panic disorder and Lizzie had the habit of jumping at the slightest sound and not liking things which were unfamiliar to her where as once she’d been rather free and outgoing. Now, at 42, Scott was too old and fat to do more than yell any longer but that didn’t really matter as he’d done so much of it over the years that Lizzie had become very well conditioned to living with him and capitulating to his every whim. That was on the inside.
On the outside looking in, to their friends their life was as near perfect as it could get, being married for 22 years was a hell of an accomplishment in their eyes. Not one of their friends could say they’d been married 15 years, in fact, you’d be hard pressed any of their friends parents who’d been married 21 years. In their own circle of friends, they Lizzie and Scott were held in high regard for this most unusual accomplishment. Among the inner circle most were aware that it was all Lizzie’s doing, she was the bedrock, the glue that held everything together and made sure it all ran as smoothly as it possibly could. She was the one who was always pulling money out of her ass at the 12th hour. Lizzie was the one who took vacation pay without taking vacation time twice a year so they could make the bills or have a little extra for something. These were the same people who noticed that Lizzie never actually sat back and relaxed when she sat down but rather she was always in a position where she was ready to spring to her feet at any second that she might be called to do so. Almost all of them were too polite to really say anything or get involved.
Against all odds, Lizzie and Scott pulled off the impossible; they married at 19 and stayed that way. They raised their family, eventually raised themselves up from dirt poor to working class poor and now lived in a working class neighborhood in the same house Lizzie grew up in as she’d inherited it after her mother died. Yes, Scott couldn’t even provide them with a home of their own. Most of the time he barely kept the roof over their heads but it wasn’t for a lack of trying just for a lack of wanting to work for anything. Like his children, Scott had an ‘I’m Entitled’ air about him at all times. He was loud, rude, down right obnoxious sometimes and never hesitated to make his opinion known. At 42 his Angry Young Man attitude was wearing a little thin. Really it was no wonder she clung to Dennis Johnson and drew a mental image of him when she and Scott had sex which was either completely dull, too quick or too rough.
Worse than that he never gave her an inch of space and nothing, not one infinitesimal thing in the world was actually hers other than her stories which Scott called stupid and childish and refused to read. Since she’d opened her MyPlace page Scott read her blog religiously no matter how many times she asked him to stop. They’d had several loud and intense arguments over it where they would scream at each other and Lizzie would beg him to just stop reading it! Why couldn’t give her some space? Why did he always have to his nose in every single aspect of her life? Most of all he loathed Dennis Johnson and a few weeks ago as she argued with herself in the blog using Dennis’ voice she sorted out the particulars of writing an original story. The entries were long and crazy and ranting and rambling and made no sense to anyone but her…she was almost sure of that. They were FOR her. To HELP her with her decision yet Scott took them as some sort of personal affront. He teased her to no end about her dreams which she blogged also for herself, so that she could sort things out. The idea that anyone else should want to read it didn’t really come into play, Lizzie never understood why people READ blogs though she did understand why they kept them. One thing Scott never came to understand was that he married a WRITER and therefore, if he wanted to be fair and merciful, he had to LET HER WRITE! It was how she communicated not just with the world and the people around her but with HERSELF as well.
After 22 years together and at the age of 40, Lizzie was resigned to her fate in this lifetime. She was destined to live a life that was romantically and passionately unfulfilling not to mention sorely lacking on just about all other levels. Yet, she constantly reminded herself of those Crazy Clients at work and of how her life could be much worse than it was. Her husband was a hard worker—who strictly adhered to the 40 hour work week—and when he wasn’t flying off the handle he could be very thoughtful some times, especially in the summer when he had the habit of picking bunches of wildflowers on his way back from work and bringing them home to her.
Wildflowers now and then weren’t enough, were they? She could and did subsist on it and small gestures like it but they weren’t enough to fill her empty spaces. So for now and the last two decades she’d contented herself with the idea that when she was reincarnated she would make better choices in the next lifetime. For now she had her stories and her Constant Companion. She had her work which was crazy but made her feel as though she had some purpose as she wandered around her small part of Planet Earth and she had her family such as it was. Lizzie would have to be content with those things and wait until the brass ring came around again.
Halfway through making the evening meal Lizzie heard a familiar sound and looked up from the carrots she was chopping. Scott was almost home that sound was his motorcycle and it sounded as though he were coming through the parking lot of Lawrence & Memorial hospital, which was across Ocean Avenue at the top of their street. Tossing the carrots into the freshly made garden salad she checked on dinner, a chicken roasting away in the oven and then cleaned off the counters before she heard the bike pull into their driveway. Drawing a deep breath and pasting on her familiar happy smile she turned around as the back door opened and Scott stepped inside. “Hey, sexy.” She cooed and held her slender arms out to the rather stout man who always lit up when she called him that. “How was your day?” Lizzie hugged him and stood on her tiptoes to peck his cheek. “Not too many morons today, I hope.” Yes, she certainly did hope. The better day Scott had the better night they all had.
“Hey, baby!” Scott said in his loud boisterous voice. “Good, how was yours?”
The smile on his face appeared genuine and Lizzie let out a small breath of relief as the smile on her face widened. “That’s good.” She hugged him a little tighter and got her arms around him as best she could. “Mine was ok.” She said pecking him on the cheek one more time and then showing him dinner without telling him about chasing Mrs. Herman out of the Post Office earlier today. No doubt he’d already read about it in her blog anyway. Why bother to repeat herself? “It’s Friday,” she said in a cheery voice knowing this too would make him happy. “Dinner in about a half hour or so, ok?”
“Sure.” Scott said dropping his leather jacket and back pack onto the floor before he walked into the living room which Nancy had promptly vacated when she heard the motorcycle pull into the driveway.
Lizzie looked at them and picked them up. She hung up the jacket and put the pack in the hall closet for the weekend before following him into the living room. “Something to drink? I have fresh coffee or a Coke?”
“Yeah, something cold, that sounds good.” Scott said as he plopped himself down on the gold patterned couch and picked up the remote control to flick on the TV. “Smoke a bowl?”
“Sure.” Lizzie agreed gratefully. She’d been smoking on and off most of the afternoon as well as taking nips from the small bottle of Southern Comfort she kept hidden in her bottom right hand desk drawer. Another bowl sounded good after all it was Friday and the weekend was ahead. She went back in the kitchen to fetch a glass filled with ice and half filled with Coke, just the way Scott liked it; more ice than soda. Putting the last of the dishes in the sink into the dishwasher and wiping the counter off one more time she tossed the clean rag to the top of the refrigerator and went to sit on the couch with her husband where she handed him the glass.
Scott took a long and loud gulp followed by an even louder ‘ahhhh’ and handed the glass back to her so she could put it on the table for him. “Thanks, babe that hits the spot.” He said to her and held up the bowl. “Ready?”
“Yep.” Lizzie said glancing at the glass and wondering how many times over the last two decades he’d done that. To say that he did it upwards of 20 times a day on average probably wasn’t an exaggeration. Scott did that with a glass and a lighter, he would absently hand them to her without even looking at her so she could put them on the table for him. When he wanted them, he would point at them, again with out looking at her unless she took too long, Lizzie would reach out and pick up the glass or the lighter or whatever was on the table to hand it to him, wait, and then put it back for him. Sometimes like she felt like one of Pavlov’s Dogs. He lit the small metal pipe and then handed it to her. Together they smoked the pipe of marijuana while Scott flipped through the channels finally deciding on some World War II thing on the History Channel. Lizzie hated shows on war or documentaries or movies. Anything to do with war was pretty much ‘bad’ as far as she was concerned. He knew that but he loved it and often made her watch stupid old war movies or documentaries even though there were four other televisions in the house.
After dinner, Scott took off to his studio which was filled with music equipment they’d struggled to buy when they were much younger than they were today. Back then Scott was convinced he was going to be a Rock n Roll Star (if it wasn’t for his lousy wife and children that was!) and even though they could far from afford it he would take their money and buy music equipment instead of paying the rent or the electric bill. Lizzie used to fight with him over it but gave up long ago it was better to let the baby have his way it just made it easier on everyone. Well, everyone but her that was. But who cared about such a small detail? Now that same equipment sat collecting dust and went largely unused even the collection of guitars went unplayed unless Bob and Gary, two members of the old band, popped by to jam for a bit which they did a few times a month. These days Scott was found behind his computer playing an online game and no one better be online in the evenings when he was trying to conquer the virtual battlefield! If they did he was known to trounce through the house yelling at everyone to get off line as they were eating up his bandwidth! He worked hard all day and when he came home he wanted the bandwidth!
In the evenings rather than being online checking her MyPlace page or her statistics Lizzie sometimes took the opportunity to work on her stories while Scott was busy blowing up the insurgents. Tonight was different, Lizzie took a shower, got into a clean t-shirt and her robe while he played and then returned to the living room to sack out on the couch watching Law & Order before Through the Mirror came on. Tonight was the very last episode in the history of the series and so far Lizzie hadn’t missed any of them any this season. She was looking forward to her favorite show coming on in an hour or so even if it was for the last time.
Five minutes before the very last episode of Through the Mirror came on Scott walked into the living room grumbling about his peng. “I’m not online, my computer isn’t even on.” Lizzie offered calmly and pointed over the couch to her office beyond and the idle computer with no glowing lights. “Ann’s out and I think Nancy’s in the shower.” She had no idea what was going on with his peng.
“Goddamnit!” Scott grumbled harshly. “I’m sick of this. Ya know, I work hard and all I want is a little time in the evenings to play my game!” His face curled up into a snarl before he could bitch further his eyes fell on the clock over the TV. “Let’s forget this and go upstairs.” He said as he sauntered over to the couch, plucked the remote from Lizzie’s delicate fingers, clicked off the television and grabbed Lizzie by the upper arms. “Come on, I got plans for you.”
“But,” Lizzie stuttered as he hauled her off the couch and to her feet. “Ok,” she mumbled, “wanna watch upstairs?” He knew what tonight was and that she wanted to watch her show, couldn’t he wait another hour to get his rocks off?
“Screw that stupid show,” he said with a smile that was too cold to be friendly though his voice said otherwise, “there’s a reason it’s going off the air and that wimpy jackass Johnson with it. I got something better than what he’s got.”
Oh no you don’t. Lizzie thought but certainly didn’t say.
“You can watch the re-run later.”
That came on near mid-night and she was fairly certain she wouldn’t be awake to watch TV at that hour and even if she were he wouldn’t be and he’d bitch if she tried to get out of the bed to come down here and watch it.
Scott’s large hands dropped from her arms to her waist as he invited. “Come on, baby, I wanna fuck you.”
Charming. Just oh so friggin’ charming. Lizzie knew she wouldn’t be watching Through the Mirror tonight and she wouldn’t be seeing Dennis Johnson either. “How did I ever get so lucky?” Neither the tone of her voice nor the sparkle in her eye belied the real meaning in her words as she followed him upstairs.
Once in the bedroom Scott stripped off his clothes and threw himself onto the bed to spread out as though he were some sex god. Looking at him repulsed her she didn’t want to touch him and knew that the sex wouldn’t be good. It was a useless endeavor for her but hopefully one that wouldn’t last long. Scott had become quite the Five Second Eddie in his old age. Unfortunately he’d also become less than capable of acting on his own as well and Lizzie had to give him a blowjob to get him up. While she did that Scott flicked on the TV and Lizzie soon heard Through the Mirror behind her. Little bastard was going to lay there and watch Dennis Johnson while she blew him to a full fledge hard-on. He really did have a sadistic streak but this time it backfired on him. Lizzie closed her eyes and forgot all about who Scott really was—who she really was for that matter— while her favorite character talked in the background. Dennis Johnson’s soft voice washed over her enveloping her in a forbidden embrace. In her mind it was Dennis Johnson she was performing this pleasurable act for and between the pot and the booze her mind became convinced of that and to Scott’s delight her mouth followed suit as Scott received the blow job she wanted to give Dennis. Lizzie explored every inch of Scott’s adequate shaft right down to his balls with her mouth and tongue.
“Yeah, that’s it, baby.” Scott moaned above her and totally blew her groove. The sound of his voice brought her back to the reality of what she was doing and who she was doing it to but that was all right. She’d get it back. Lizzie slithered up her husband and then straddled him. Closing her eyes and lowering her head so that her long hair covered her face from his view she took him inside keeping her mind on two things: the voice of Dennis Johnson behind her and the cock inside of her. Scott blew his wad in less than five minutes. Lizzie opened her eyes to see his face turn bright red and then scrunch down almost as though he were in pain just before he came with a loud growl. If he’d held out another few minutes, she might have cum too but he didn’t and neither did she.
Disappointed and unsatisfied Lizzie dismounted him, slid off the bed to retrieve a towel, cleaned herself up and tossed it to him. “That was great, babe.” Scott said happily and then changed the channel.
Lizzie climbed back into the bed, packed another bowl and lay there the rest of the night watching R. Lee Ermey on Mail Call wishing she were anywhere else.
Chapter Three
Vancouver, British Columbia
Michael Gray sat in his office in his spacious home in Vancouver looking over new offers that his agent, Jill Anderson, sent him. With Through the Mirror nearly wrapped up and the last episode to be shot scheduled for next week he had to look for work. After ten years of being type cast as the dashing yet fairly geeky and wimpy Dr. Dennis Johnson on the long running science fiction show the offers weren't exactly pouring in. He got lucky last week and was asked to do a guest stint on a popular television show on another network and he'd start filming that as soon as Through the Mirror wrapped up but after that, Michael had no prospects. At the tender age of 36 things weren't looking so good. In this business, he knew most people considered him to be passing his prime for romantic leads and it appeared he might be stuck doing bit parts on shows like Law & Order for the rest of his career. What he really wanted was something meaty something he could really sink his teeth into and that would be a total change from Dennis Johnson and Through the Mirror. Michael, at 6 foot even, wasn't a large muscular man but he was well built and possessed of a pair of blue eyes that received more than their share of compliments over the years along with a thick mop of sandy hair. While his looks weren’t enough to get him the lead part of an ‘action hero’, his face opened many doors for him over the years including the one which lead to him staring on a television show this past decade.
He'd been 26 when he auditioned for and got the part of ‘Dennis Johnson’ on Through the Mirror, which was a television adaptation of the popular sci-fi movie of the same name. The basic gist of the show (and movie) the Through the Mirror was a device that allowed people to travel to distant planets and galaxies in mere seconds by bending space at will. This truly unique and wonderful device was owned and operated by the DIF (Defense Initiative Foundation) a private group that operated under the radar and was constantly trying to keep the Through the Mirror secret from the world and, of course, world governments. Jeff Webber was the star of the show playing the part of ‘John Dean’ ex-black ops and hardened military man trying to make his way in the private sector after having been ousted from the Air Force for decking a superior—although intellectually inferior—officer after 20 years of dedicated service. Michael played Dennis Johnson a scientist and explorer working with DIF and trying to open up relations with other worlds. Unlike the Dean character, Johnson was much more likely to ask 120 Questions and then maybe possibly shoot later. Jeff and Michael played off each other very well having heated arguments on the screen that sometimes came off sounding like catfights when the writing was bad. Shelly LeGrande played the part of ‘Mandy Holloman’ a cute but tough medical doctor with a background in anthropology. Together the three of them made up the show’s starring team of GALAXY-1. Week after week they went through the Through the Mirror to discover distant worlds, new technologies, new friends and of course new enemies.
No one ever expected Through the Mirror to become as popular as it did, least of all Michael Gray. It ran longer than anyone ever expected and became the most watched longest running science fiction show in the history of television. Even though it was shot in Canada and aired on an obscure cable net work, the show was outrageously popular all over the world.
Through the Mirror turned out to be both blessing and curse for Michael and his fellow cast members. On the plus side, since it ran so long the writers always had to come up with something new for everyone to do so the show didn’t stagnant. This let him hone his acting abilities as his character was a favorite to be toyed with either dying repeatedly—he'd counted that'd he died 6 times during the course of the show—being reborn (usually as himself) or having his brain played around with and ending up being what The Powers That Be and the Fandom called 'Evil Dennis'. Also on the blessing side, Through the Mirror had been his bread and butter for a decade. The show bought him two houses, this spacious modern style split-level home and a log cabin nearby in a secluded area. It also bought him a very nice eighty-foot cabin cruiser, a motorcycle, a Porsche, and an Escalade. Not to mention fattening his wallet to the point where if he didn’t want to work ever again he probably didn’t have to. Well, that was if he watched his pennies and didn’t live an extravagant lifestyle.
Michael loved being an actor and he wanted to work as often as he could. During the hiatus, he went and explored other acting avenues though not to any great success. He did several science fiction movies, mostly of the B-grade variety or especially for the television network that owned and aired Through the Mirror. He went to Germany one year and shot a film over there. It was never released Canada or the United States. Another year he did an off, off, off, way the hell off, Broadway play.
Through the Mirror was also how he met his wife, the ever-rising starlet Gabriella Phideaux, who never seemed to make it past playing the part of a robot on a B-grade science fiction show or some bimbo in a less-than-B-grade movie. They met on the set of her TV show Cassiopeia where she did indeed play a robot, Ronnie the Robot to be exact, for the four seasons the show aired. Michael had been instantly smitten with the petite and stunning brunette beauty and it showed in his performance on the small screen. For six months he courted Gabby though he couldn’t say she’d been very hard to catch, it seemed the attraction was mutual from the start. They were married a little more than three years ago and were now the proud parents of two children; Minnie age two and Steve age one.
Cassiopeia went off the air just over two years ago and, at that time, Gabriella was given a small role on Through the Mirror for a season but the fans didn't take to her and she lost her contract. Since then she'd been trying out for parts in Lifetime movies but she wasn’t getting so much as work in a douche commercial. She hadn't been good for too much other than clothes shopping over the last several months leaving him with their young children whenever she got the chance. In fact, that was exactly where Gabby was right now--shopping and spending his money. Michael woke alone this morning to find she’d left a note on his pillow informing him she had gone shopping once more, to take care of the kids and she’d be back soon. Michael loved his role as Daddy to his three children, the oldest of which, Tanya, lived in Los Angles with her mother, Vanessa. Michael didn’t get to see her nearly as often as he’d like. Gabby, however, upon getting pregnant less than a month into their marriage and presenting him first with a daughter and then a son, was not as into her role as Mommy as he was into being Daddy. She often left the kids with him or one of their parents so she could go off on a shopping extravaganza or take a day off to laze around in her favorite spa or even out with her girlfriends sometimes late into the night.
Last week, Michael Gray and his beautiful wife Gabriella Phideaux did an interview for E! Talk Canada with regard to the ending of the history making television show. There was a lot of publicity surrounding the end of the show and the fact that it would be inducted into the Science Fiction Hall of Fame at the end of the month. Even though the interview centered on him that didn’t stop her from honing in on it. Michael didn’t hesitate to lavish affection on her for the camera as he chatted with the reporter who kept trying to ignore Gabby’s constant interruptions and focus on the interview she was hired to do.
That was nothing new.
Gabby often accompanied him to science fiction conventions for which his attendance was mandatory according to his contract with the studio. If she was just going along as his wife that wouldn’t be a problem but Gabby always insisted that his agent get her on the roster as well even though she hadn’t been asked and wasn’t under contract with anyone. If he balked then Gabby would insist that it would be another paycheck. If that didn’t work, she’d tell him that it would give them alone time without the children. She knew that always sounded good to him so he would give in. He would call Jill and pull whatever strings he could to get Gabby added to agenda so that his Audience Q&A session (as well as his signature signing) was joint with his wife. Gabby couldn’t get the gigs on her own because her part in the short-run series wasn’t very large.
In the end, it’s a well-known fact that science fiction conventions will take anyone even remotely associated with any known movie or television show. As such, Gabby always ended up on the roster somehow. She wasn’t a big draw by any means but she did have her following mostly a group of dorky guys who thought she was the sexiest thing in the world. Other than that, no one really bothered with her at the conventions and if she wasn’t his arm candy, she might as well be non-existent to all but him.
When it came to the conventions, she demanded she be on the list for late in the afternoon she’d sleep the day away, party the night away in the hotel bar. Since his schedule was usually a bit busier and didn’t allow for so much indulgence they never did seem to get much of that ‘alone time’. When show time came, she would arrive, bleary eyed, just in time to be on the spotlight with him smiling and cooing to the crowd about how happy they were and what a wonderful life they had together. She’d fawn all over him in a big spectacle for the crowd and the throng of Michael’s female fans showing them that this man was hers and not theirs. (This behavior got her kicked from Through the Mirror after less than one season. The female fans loathed her and wouldn’t put up with her being on the show with him. He had gone bat for her to get the part of the medical doctor with The Powers That Be who had warned him that very thing would happen. Michael had to eat a bit of crow when Gabby was canned after only five appearances out of her contracted ten.)
However, to the general public it seemed that Michael and Gabby had the perfect marriage. They appeared to be a newly married couple who were very much in love and who had the perfect family in their two beautiful children, not to mention that they had two successful careers in show business. Ok one moderately successful career and one that didn’t launch very far to begin with. Still, they were the toast of the Canadian B-List and were often in the entertainment magazines and the Canadian tabloids, which often photographed them together at Canuks games—Michael was a big hockey fan. Although just lately the tabloids began to hint that their marriage wasn’t as picture perfect as they liked to portray. The tabloids had begun to report on Gabby’s numerous extravagant shopping trips and her long stays in a certain lavish spa away from her husband and young children. After the last convention in Toronto three months ago, they reported that Gabby was seen staggering around the hotel without her husband at three in the morning.
If that wasn’t bad enough, now that the show was ending and he found himself beating the pavement for work, he was really beginning to understand the cursed side of being on such a popular television show for so long. Here he sat looking over new scripts and offers only to discover that no one wanted anything to do with him outside of B-grade science fiction television pilots and wimpy geeky roles often as the guy who gets killed before the end of the first half hour. What kind of career was that to look forward to? Not one he wanted anything to do with. He didn’t want to fade away into the total obscurity of some nerdy character actor not when he knew he could do better than that. All he needed to do was to find a way to make The Powers That Be see that he was worthy of the lead in a major production.
What Michael wanted more than anything else was to star in a Hollywood movie while he was still young enough….and good looking enough….to be able to do it right. He felt certain that if he could just get his hands on good leading role in a Hollywood movie it would be the break through he'd always been looking for and he would go from abstract television star to Movie Star.
Surely, that one big break was still waiting for him out there.
Once he got it, he could stop doing sci-fi and Through the Mirror conventions when his contract expired. Michael loved his fans and was grateful for their adoration but, overall, he was a rather shy man who did not relish in the attention they lavished on him at conventions….well, at least not past the moments they lasted. He had been known to indulge in the rewards once or twice….or fifty times but that was before he was married. Yes before his days of bachelorhood ended, Michael Gray had quite the reputation as a Player. Being famous did have its advantages and, as such, he’d banged some of the best-looking women gracing the Earth. Although such activities rarely took place at any of the aforementioned conventions as some of the people who gathered at the conventions looked—and acted—a lot more like Comic Book Guy from the Simpsons than, say, your regular average normal human being. These people were also the elite of the Fandom, they knew every in and out of the show, every tiny little infinitesimal nuance. Nothing slipped past them and they didn’t hesitate to boisterously voice their opinions if they thought the slightest thing deviated from what in the world of Fandom was known as ‘Canon’ or the history of the show which was not to be deviated from. Somehow, these people thought once someone said something or did something then that meant it must never be changed even though they were dealing with science fiction where people often died and came back to life. It seemed to him that these people had nothing else to do with their time than pour over DVDs of their favorite shows hour after hour and day after day. They weren't just fans they were fan-addicts and those he could do without.
Movie Stars didn't have to put up with things and people like that. They didn’t have to put up with hour-long Q&A sessions where people asked the same old boring questions and give the same old boring answers trying to find ways to make them sound entertaining and new. Oh, yes, perhaps Movie Stars might pick up a stalker but overall Movie Stars gorged themselves on specimens much higher up the evolutionary chain than the Comic Book Guys of the conventions. They surrounded themselves with the cream of the crop not the bottom of the barrel. For this reason alone, Michael was often grateful his wife accompanied him to the conventions as she kept the wolves at bay. The women wouldn’t get within arms length of him if Gabby were around. When Gabby was not around however they couldn’t get close enough long enough. This was something he noticed through both of Gabby’s pregnancies. Those were the only times when she refused to go to conventions with him. Gabby didn’t want anyone seeing her that way let alone photographing her. Vanity was a harsh master. With her not hanging off his arm, Michael was hit on more than a bucket of chum in shark-infested waters.
Now sitting alone in his office, Michael tossed his head as he looked over scripts for bit parts. He shouldn't be so harsh on the fans. His fans were loyal he had to give them that much though there were days he wished the PhotoShop Program had never been invented! The fan-addicts had an annoying habit of taking his head and putting it on the bodies of naked men. Some of these were rather flattering and Michael could see that these 'works of art' took some time and effort on the part of their creators. Other works of this type had him very firmly beneath Jeff Webber's character of John Dean (the leader of Galaxy-1) in manners that were far more than merely suggestive. Those pictures always made him angry. He tried to see the humor in it, really, he did, but it wasn't easy.
Throughout his career as Dennis Johnson on Through the Mirror and his adventures with the fan-addicts at convention after convention, Michael was introduced to something called 'Fan Fiction’. The first type of which was been something called 'Slash' which he also wished had never been invented as it seemed to go along with the manipulated photographs of he and Jeff in various sexual positions. This type of 'storytelling' revolved around taking the two lead male characters from any show or movie, in this case his character of Dennis Johnson and Jeff Webber’s character of John Dean and making them lovers. The idea made Michael's skin crawl. Not that he had anything against homosexuals, no not at all; he just didn't bat for that team and didn't necessarily want anyone believing that he did. Especially not when he had such a beautiful wife at home. The overwhelming majority of these stories were stupid and cliché. Written with all the talent of your average high school student and yet, somehow, they were outrageously popular on the Internet. Michael didn't understand the fascination with him, his character or this method of writing unless one was practicing to become a script or television writer then he might be able to get his pretty head around it.
The fans of Through the Mirror also wrote 'Ship Fan Fiction which unlike Slash revolved a round male/female pairing as such these stories also tended to be sexual in nature. However, in Ship Fic his character was usually happily going at it with a bevy of beautiful women rather than being the submissive and taking it up the ass from Jeff's character. Again, these weren't stories Michael particularly enjoyed, like the Slashers, the Shippers, for the most part, couldn't write, weren't very original and couldn't keep a coherent thought to save their souls. However, it was better than Slash any day of the week. Still, not finding much of interest or artistic value, he tended to stay away from it until about a year ago when, while at a convention, he'd started hearing the buzz about stories under the heading of Ares' Daughter and a writer by the name of Lizzie Love (a pen name if he ever heard one! Or so he thought at the time). Michael was sure the series would be your regular piece of shit but when the fans rather than fan-addicts starting putting the buzz in his ear he started to listen. When the producers of the show, Jeff included, began talking about Ares’ Daughter, that was his big clue and he thought he’d pop by the website to check it out just for laughs.
Michael ended up staying on Lizzie’s website and stuck around to read every word of every story she’d written about Dennis Johnson and Galaxy-1. In the first novel, Where Do We Begin, Dennis Johnson rescues an original character named Kitty from the hands of a ruthless king on a far away planet only to bring her back to Earth and discover that she is the daughter of Lord Ares and Lady Aphrodite. Not only that but said Greek Gods still live on Earth and so did many other mythological figures and creatures. The very first paragraph hooked him. Her vision of the show and the character of Dennis Johnson were unique and above all intelligent. He wished they could use some of her material on the show but knew it would never fly with The Powers That Be.
Michael emailed with her a few times to tell her how much he liked her take on the character. Of course, he didn’t tell her who he was, fearing she wouldn’t believe him. Lizzie wrote him back a very nice thank you note; she seemed like a shy and unassuming woman. He also thought she must be an outright dog if she spent most of her time on the Internet writing and uploading stories about Dennis Johnson. Michael was pleasantly surprised when he turned out to be wrong in that assumption. Lizzie’s website didn’t just hold her stories but it held her photography, which he thought was very good. It held a Pagan Library that he came to discover was very interesting even if he didn’t go along with all of the things she had to say. It also had Lizzie’s genealogy a very methodical and in depth look at her ancestors. These things instantly raised her from fan-addict to the level of actual human being as they showed him that she had a life and interests outside of Through the Mirror. That was something the fan-addicts didn’t seem to have going for them: a life. He couldn’t point to one other Dennis Johnson or Through the Mirror fan fiction site anywhere on the entire Internet that held more than just some boring stories based on the most cliché of situations and themes. Unless, that was, they also had a photography gallery of images of the show. This was what Michael thought he would find when popped the link that on Lizzie's read ‘Photography Gallery’.
The most amazing thing the site held, other than her stories that is, was a link to her MyPlace page where Michael discovered Lizzie, unlike the majority of the fan-addicts at the conventions, was actually a very pretty woman. At first, he didn’t believe the photograph she had displayed so he clicked the link to view the rest of her pictures and there she was solo and with her family: two daughters and a husband whom she spoke of often in her blog. To his blue eyes, Lizzie was a very attractive 40 year-old woman whom he thought definitely qualified as a MILF. She had dark brown eyes that seemed almost as deep as the Grand Canyon, a nice head of chestnut hair and a happy smile. Michael found her MyPlace page to be quirky and zany unlike her website, which was very well designed with graphics she made herself and music to accompany each novel she uploaded. He noticed something else about her MyPlace page, under the ‘Who I’d Like To Meet’ section was a photograph of him, not Dennis Johnson. It was a black and white Michael hardly remembered having taken and he wondered where she’d found it. There it was nonetheless and below him were Edwin Prince—Grand Master of the American Horror Novel and one of Lizzie’s biggest heroes— Bruce Springsteen, John Mellenamp, Criss Angel and Melissa Etheridge. Michael considered himself to be in good company on Lizzie’s page. The last two images in this section were of Dennis Johnson, or rather Dennis Johnson’s butt and a glitter picture of Eeyore from Winnie the Pooh.
Over the last year or so, Michael visited her site and her MyPlace page often. He even created a dummy account and asked her to be his ‘friend’ so he could read most of her blog entries when he got the chance. Many of her entries were open to the public but they were mostly things concerning her gardens and her photography. Through the blog he’d come to learn a lot about her and one thing astounded him; her name actually was Elizabeth Love, it was not a pen name. Love had been her maiden name and she kept it when she wrote because, she blogged, that she felt more like Lizzie Love than Liz Travers when she was writing. Still, the majority of the blog entries were not open to the public but only to her ‘friends’. He had a feeling the real meat of Lizzie Love was hidden behind that door and he wanted to know her. They did have Dennis Johnson in common after all and so now, at least as far as Lizzie and 27 other people on his page were concerned he was Daniel of Kalamazoo, Michigan and he was 32 years-old. He even uploaded a picture of his cousin Mark who wasn’t the best-looking man in the world to use for his picture. On some level he considered it a little test to see if she’d accept a less than attractive man as a ‘friend’ but Lizzie approved him right away and sent him a ‘thanks for the add’ comment for his page.
Now that the majority of her blog entries were unlocked he discovered that Lizzie lead a zany work life in a law office which consisted mainly of elderly and impaired people. Reading those entries sometimes Michael laughed aloud and wondered why she didn’t quit working there. Surely, he would if it was his job. Nope, couldn’t pay him enough to put up with such craziness on a daily basis. In other entries that came under the heading of ‘The Writer’s Life’ she talked about her stories and what she was working on, giving away little tid-bits of what was to come. Sometimes in these entries she actually ‘talked’ with Dennis Johnson, except she called him ‘Constant Companion’ or ‘CC’, regarding whatever story she was working on at the time. Lizzie nailed Dennis pretty well in those nutty little conversations. That was something they had in common, they both had to live with Dennis Johnson in their heads. In these entries and the ones concerning her job, Michael found her to be very funny and very intelligent.
From time to time Lizzie blogged her dreams under the heading “Nightmares & Dreamscapes” and lately she and her Constant Companion had been getting rather close and those entries were bordering on erotic. He couldn’t wait until, in her mind, Dennis Johnson finally got Lizzie Love and she told the world about it in her blog. Yes, he’d be very interested to see how that played out. His curiosity was definitely piqued in that department. Michael felt very much like a voyeur as he read her blog and about her life but Lizzie didn’t seem to mind, if she did why would she post such stuff.
Thinking about it now, he turned to his computer and opened her site. She’d uploaded a novel not that long ago which he’d devoured in two days and was waiting for more of the storyline but she hadn’t given her readers anything new in the last month. Michael was starting to think this was the end of the line for Dennis Johnson and his very beautiful wife, Kitty. He signed into his MyPlace account to see that Lizzie had left him a comment. He looked up at the calendar to see that today was Wednesday. Lizzie often left suggestive Hump Day graphics on his page…he noted that she did this with most of her MyPlace friends. Today’s graphic was a very artistic black and white of the curve of a woman’s bottom, she was wearing a black thong and the caption read; My Hump is Waiting For You. Happy Hump Day! Michael smiled, shook his head and approved the comment for display on his page. He clicked the link to her MyPlace page and opened her latest blog entry to read about her latest dream encounter with her Constant Companion. In the ‘Nightmares & Dreamscapes’ entries She never gave away her companion’s name usually only calling the character ‘him’ but once in a while she would, near the beginning of the dream entries as she was apt to do in the entries that concerned her writing where she might say something like; Shut up, Denny! No, in the dream entries she might state that Constant Companion or CC was there with her near the beginning but other than that, she left it up to the reader to determine “CC’s” true identity; be he the character of Dennis Johnson or someone else when she was dreaming these days. To Michael he seemed to be a bit less like Dennis Johnson since the news broke that Through the Mirror was going off the air.
In another entry, Michael read that Lizzie was putting Dennis and Kitty on a back burner for a while as she worked on a new and all-original novel, which, oddly enough, was about a serial killer named Eddie. While Lizzie was known for her dark material and her adult content, a serial killer was completely unlike her and to make the focus of the novel rather than whatever hero she was going to come up with, well that didn’t sound like her at all.
Michael sighed deeply and sat back in his comfortable chair staring at the large monitor. She’d been talking about doing an all-original piece for a while and it looked like she was finally doing that. Good for her. What with Through the Mirror going off the air this move was probably a smart one on her part. Still, he would miss those stories about Dennis Johnson and his Goddess wife, Kitty. Lizzie was a good writer with a wonderful imagination and a short while ago she’d begun posting very short original stories to her website, Michael had no doubt that her new endeavor would be stellar and that he might like to read it once it was ready.
“Daddy?”
Michael came out of his daze and looked down to see his little daughter, Minnie standing there in her pj’s. “Hi honey.” He reached out and picked her up. “How’s my girl today?”
“Juice?” Minnie asked wiping the sleep out of her blue eyes.
“Thirsty?” He stood up with Minnie in his arms. “Sure, we’ll get some juice. How about some breakfast?” Minnie nodded her head of raven ringlets which she’d inherited from her mother but those eyes were all his as were Steve’s.
“Where’s Mommy?” She asked as she put her arms around her daddy’s neck.
“Shopping, I’m sure she’ll be home soon.” He assured the little girl as he thought that his wife had better be home soon as he had an audition to go to this afternoon. “Is your brother awake?”
“Yep.” Minnie huffed and her mop of black ringlets bounced up and down. “He smells.” She waved her small hand in front of her face and then pinched her nose shut. “P-U.”
Oh, joy. “Well, I’ll change him in a minute.” He pecked the little girl’s cheek with a kiss as they left his office and wandered through the one-level house on the corner lot. “Eggs or Cheerios?”
“Cheery-ooos!” The little girl cried.
“You got it, pumpkin.” He said to his daughter and then heard his son crying in his crib waiting to be changed.
Chapter Four
Through the Mirror wrapped for the final time in its long running history. There were many tears and much laughter as the cast and crew said their good-byes for the last time. Over the course of ten years, they had become less like co-workers and more like family seeing each other through births, deaths, marriages and divorces and all of Life’s other little ups and downs. The camaraderie they shared would be greatly missed even if the work schedule would not.
As Fate would have it the last day of shooting was also the night of the Dionysus Awards and Michael Gray was up for his 6th Dionysus having won four previously. The Dionysus Awards were far less well-known than say the Emmys or the Oscars were but they were important nonetheless as they were thee award given in the realms of Fantasy and Science Fiction for television and major motion pictures. At the Dionysus Awards it was possible and highly probable to rub elbows with the likes of Steven Spielberg and George Lucas that was always a good ‘in’ to have.
After shooting wrapped Michael would go home, tuck his kids into bed leaving them safe with Julie the babysitter and take Gabby out for a special dinner before the awards ceremony. Everyone was certain Through the Mirror would win for best Show of the Year and it was being honored tonight with a special achievement award. The night would be almost solely dedicated to Through the Mirror, Michael was sure that all of those nominated this year would also win including Jeff Webber who was nominated as best actor and Shelly LeGrande who was nominated for best actress. Although Michael’s part on the show was quite large, he always seemed to be nominated as supporting actor with Jeff taking the grand award at the end of the night.
With any luck at all that was about to change and the next time Michael Gray was nominated for an award it would be as best lead actor in whatever role. Then again, of course, this could simply be the last awards show he ever attended and he could fade away into oblivion never to be heard from again. To say that his life and his future were uncertain at this moment would be a gross understatement.
Tomorrow night the production company was throwing a big party for the cast and crew and at the end of the month, the show was going to be inducted into the Science-Fiction Hall of Fame. After that, Through the Mirror would be nothing more than royalties for Michael Gray.
Arriving at his contemporary style home with it’s heated ‘Y’ shaped driveway and parking his Porsche in the garage for the night, he thought they’d take the Escalade to the awards ceremony tonight, Michael locked the car and walked into the house only to find it an utter mess. Toys were strewn everywhere along with other assorted children’s accessories like clothes and blankets, Steve’s bottle and the baby swing was half-blocking the front door when he opened it. “Gabby?” Michael called out and got no answer. “Anybody? Daddy’s home.” He dropped his keys on the speaker of the entertainment center with its new plasma television and began picking up various items from the floor. “Hello.” He called out again. It seemed Gabby hadn’t been much for keeping up with the kids today and he only hoped she wasn’t in the middle of one her marathon nap sessions as they had to be at the awards ceremony in less than three hours. With an hour for dinner and an hour for travel time to the restaurant and then to the Vancouver Convention & Exhibition Center that left just about an hour to get dressed. Gabby always took much longer than that to primp and prime for one of these things where she would capture the attention of the paparazzi and the lime light as many times as she possibly could.
With an armful of toys Michael made his way down through the living room, past the big open kitchen where he saw a pile of dirty dishes and a pot of mac and cheese still sitting on the stove, walking down the wide corridor with its blonde hardwood floor he picked more items strewn hither and yon. With the dull beginnings of a headache coming on Michael walked into the kids’ room where he found Minnie and Steve snoozing away in their respective beds. Putting the toys on the toy chest, he strolled over to his sleeping daughter and kissed her cheek then did the same with the baby. He noticed a dirty diaper still sitting on the changing table and went to toss it into the diaper pail. Upon opening it with the foot pedal, he found an empty bottle of Benadryl sitting atop the pile of used Pampers and instantly went from merely dismayed to a state of controlled anger. No wonder the kids were sleeping so soundly at this hour; Gabby dosed them up so she could have her beauty rest and not to have to be bothered with anything as mundane as being an attentive mother. Taking his foot off the pedal he let the lid close while he stood there shaking his head.
Closing the door quietly behind him he went down to the master bedroom at the end of the hall where he found his lovely wife with her sleeping mask over her eyes to block out the light as to keep from disturbing her rest. Not that there was any light coming in to the room with the blinds and the curtains drawn tightly. Michael reached out and shook her. “Hey, Gabby, honey. It’s time to get up. You need to take a shower and get ready it’s almost time to go.”
Gabby grumbled in her sleep and rolled away from him. “Five more minutes.” She muttered.
Michael shook his head as he reached behind him and threw open the curtains and blinds to let in the dazzling light of the red sunset. “No, no more minutes. It’s time to get up.” He took the mask off her face. “What have you been doing all day?” From the looks of things, cleaning had not been on the day’s agenda.
Grunting Gabby rubbed her dark eyes and brushed an errant strand of dark hair behind her ear. “Taking care of your kids,” she said with a sigh and then looked at the clock. She hadn’t meant to sleep so long but she was unapologetic about it. “They’re a handful you know.”
“Really? They’re sleeping.” He reminded her. “Did you give them Benadryl?”
By the tone in his voice, Gabby already knew he was aware that she had done exactly that so lying to him was out of the question. “Just a little,” she huffed, “just so I could get some rest and be my most beautiful for you tonight, my love.” Gabby cooed and held a hand out to him. “We’ve got time, why don’t you get in here with me?”
No, they didn’t have really time for sex and after walking in the front door, he wasn’t in the mood for it. “You want to shower first or shall I?”
Still purring along she said, “We can shower together then we’ll definitely have time.” Gabby ran her hand up Michael’s arm as she grinned at him.
The woman was insatiable, beautiful, and exotic and if it weren’t for the smell of liquor on her breath he could tempted into taking her up on that particular offer. It might even do his headache good and they did have time for a romp in the shower. He watched her toss off the covers to reveal her naked size 0 body with it’s 38Ds. Gabby spent upwards of 10 hours a week in the gym with a personal trainer then worked out at home for another 5 hours or more each week. Her body was in tip-top condition and it showed gloriously. She also had the family on one crazy diet or another week after week in her pursuit of the perfect body. To that end, she’d had those Ds implanted when she started her acting career several years ago. They were nice to look at but not as much fun to play with. He leaned in and kissed her tawny cheek, took her hand and led her toward the master bath. “You start the water, I’ll be right in.”
“Whatever you say, lover.” Gabby said coyly and then slid off the bed stopping to take a glance back over her shoulder to be sure he was watching her bare ass as she walked away from him. He was. She smiled and winked at him as she went into the bathroom.
Forty-five minutes later and with his balls 10ccs lighter than before Michael paced the living room in his tuxedo waiting for Gabby to hurry up and finish dressing so they could leave. He gave last minute instructions to Julie the babysitter telling her the kids might be a bit groggy tonight and he thought they might be coming down with colds. With no time to spare Gabby finally made her grand entrance to the oohs and ahhs of Michael, Minnie and Julie. She looked dynamite in her tight fitting satin strapless little red dress which she’d picked up on her latest shopping excursion just for tonight to the tune of $2,000.00 and that didn’t include the new shoes (Prada of course) , purse (Gucci), silk stockings, ruby and diamond necklace or lacy little undergarments. “You look wonderful,” he complimented and she did. Gabby always loved parading around and showing off her hot little body. The dress was very tight fitting especially in the strapless bodice where her boobs looked plump, pert and like they were just ready to explode out from behind the satin at any moment. Michael leaned down, kissed her, and was very happy that all he tasted was mouthwash. “Ready?”
“Whenever you are.” Gabby said to him and looped her arm through his as he kissed the kids and she did the same almost as an after thought. They left the house off for a fun filled evening of good food, long boring speeches, and glittering paparazzi.
Their first stop was the Lumiere, a five star restaurant combining Old World elegance with contemporary French cuisine. Michael ordered a bottle of Chateau Palmer 1996, an excellent, full bodied Bordeaux at 500.00 a bottle. By the end of the meal, he’d had two glasses and two bottles were empty beside them. Wanting to adhere to her diet Gabby ordered a vegetarian entrée Fresh Green Pea, Mint and Ricotta Ravioli, which at 72.00 a plate she ate only half . Michael on the other hand intended to enjoy this evening to the fullest and ordered the Pan Seared Artic Char with wild rice and mushrooms. At 50.00 a plate, he ate every bit of it. Gabby topped her meal off with a glass of brandy while he had coffee and went over his acceptance speech in his head. He wanted to prepared, just in case he won.
Upon leaving the Lumiere Gabby was more than slightly tipsy as she held on to his arm and giggled and waved to the clientele who had either not recognized them or had been mindful enough not to show that they had. Gabby wasn’t one to enter or leave any place without those around her knowing she was there. As heads turned toward them, Gabby flicked her hair behind her shoulder, gave a winning smile and promptly tripped over her own two feet on her way out the door.
Gabby stumbled onto the sidewalk clinging to Michael's arm for support. A light mist and several blinding flashes of light greeted them. It seemed the paparazzi had been informed of where they were dining tonight. Photographers shot pictures and shouted questions at them regarding the end of Through the Mirror as the valet brought the white Escalade around. Michael and Gabby stood arm in arm having their picture taken; turn to the left, turn to the right, back to center please and answering a few basic questions with ‘yes’ or ‘no’, on Michael’s part but not Gabby. She was a very talkative soul especially when she’d had a bottle too many. Gabby posed in various model-like fashions as she shouted to the photographers how happy she was tonight and how successful her husband was; weren’t they all jealous of her? The photographers wanted to know when they might see her in a new acting role.
“I’m too into being a wife and mother right now,” she said to them.
And shopping let’s not forget shopping, Michael thought as the valet parked the car in front of them and he held the door for her. “Come on, honey, we’re going to be late.”
“Show us the dress, Gabby!” Shouted one photographer while the cameras continued their clicking and the bulbs continued their flashing and Gabby continued hamming it up.
“You look fantastic tonight Gabby!” Shouted out one more.
“Who’s the designer?” Asked another.
“Oh, this old thing?” She cooed as she turned her back to the camera and looked over her shoulder with a sex kitten grin. “It’s Versace, darling.” She tossed her dark hair around and batted her long lashes to the constant click-click-click. Being a bit tipsy, Gabby almost completely lost her balance when she turned around again. Her Pradas temporarily lost their grip on the wet cement as she bobbled with her arms oh so daintily poised on either side of her like a drunken ballerina.
“Gabby?” Michael said a bit impatiently knowing that this was just the pre-game show, the warm up for when they actually got to the red carpet at the Dionysus Awards. “Gabby honey we have to get going.” He smiled when he spoke so the cameras didn’t catch him in a bad way even if the reporters heard the tension in his voice.
Gabby did hear the tension in her husband’s voice and striking a final Vogue in which she managed a nice recovery, she heeded it by getting in the car. Of course, she did that in her inimitable way by showing more leg than necessary, which caused the males around her to whistle and ask for more. She bent over sticking one leg far out beneath her and those fake boobs out in front of her while she smiled a Cheshire Cat grin for them before settling into the seat as Michael closed the door for her bidding the photographers a good night.
“That’s enough,” he said to the throng of photographers. “I won’t be able to see where I’m going.” He joked regarding the flashing lights and the effect they were having on his retinas.
“Good luck tonight, Michael!” One happy photographer shouted.
“Yeah, break a leg!” Another echoed.
“Thanks guys,” Michael muttered and climbed into the driver’s side of the luxury SUV. “You just love doing that, don’t you?” He remarked as he pulled away from the curb and drove off into the evening. Michael didn’t necessarily mind the paparazzi but he wasn’t a big fan of them either. However, they did exist and it was better to co-exist with them than live in an adversarial relationship. Therefore, to that end, he always made sure to give them a few moments—those people had to make a living too—but then he soon stepped back and away from the cameras when he wasn’t on-set. Gabby lapped it up like a cat with a bowl of cream, she’d stand there all night posing and taunting and teasing the cameramen if someone would only let her.
“Doing what?” She bantered as she pulled down the visor and opened the vanity mirror. Gabby fished in her clutch and pulled out her lipstick. Planting her pinky against her chin and extending it all the way out, using it as some sort of guide, while the thumb, fore and index fingers applied the mocha colored make up to her face. When she was done, she sat there staring at herself in the lighted mirror as he drove down the wet road. Another of her favorite pastimes; looking at herself. When she worked out those 10+ hours a week she did so in some of the skimpiest of spandex outfits—which he usually admired greatly—and in front of several full length mirrors. When she wasn’t looking at herself, then it was in the mirrors in the stores where she bought all her expensive clothes or in their bedroom where she tried those outfits on one more time to be sure they were excruciatingly flattering to her small frame. Gabby fluffed her hair and then turned to look at him. “Hum?” She turned back to the mirror, decided her lipstick was fine and put it back in her purse before dousing herself with another round of perfume.
“Nothing,” Michael muttered. “What do you say we stop by Starbucks for a couple of cups of coffee on our way?”
“Do we have time?” She asked sarcastically.
“I’ll make time.” He replied. Michael did, he swung into the drive-thru of the nearest Starbucks and ordered two double-espressos. The girl at the window recognized him, congratulated him on his nomination for the award and told him how sorry she was the show was going off the air as she handed over their order. She did all of this while blushing wildly and giggling uncontrollably.
Gabby knew what those two signs meant and she was damned if some pimply faced teenybopper in a Starbucks uniform was going to stand there ogling her man while Gabby sat right there. “Hi ya, honey.” She said as she leaned down so that the Starbucks girl could see her face. “Can you make sure I get extra cream with that, dear?”
The girl was more than a little visibly shaken when she saw who the passenger was and did her best to recover from the awkward moment. “Of course, ma’am.” She said politely and added an extra shot of cream to one of the orders. When she turned back to hand them over to Mr. Gray his wife had her tongue firmly down his throat and her hand below his seat belt. At first, the girl didn’t know what to do and she just stood there watching them make out in front of her wondering what he tasted like. Finally, she cleared her throat and they broke their embrace. Mr. Gray paid her for the order, thanked her kindly and told her to keep the change before he drove off looking slightly embarrassed.
Michael handed Gabby the espresso and she put the unopened container in the heated cup holder while she opened the vanity mirror and then wiped away her smudged lipstick with a cosmetic towelett she retrieved from her purse. “Can you slow down a little?” She asked as she fixed her make up. “Careful of the bumps.” Gabby reminded him as she powdered her chin and reapplied her lipstick.
“You know, if you didn’t make a big display like that I wouldn’t have to slow down and you wouldn’t have to fix your face.” He commented as he put his own espresso in the cup holder. “Why do you always do that? She wasn’t hurting anything. She’s just a fan.”
“They all want to get their claws into you my pretty,” Gabby said with a cold grin, “but mine were here first.”
Chapter Five
The rest of the ride was made in silence until they arrived at the Vancouver Convention & Exhibition Center to an utter tidal wave of paparazzi. Once again, a valet appeared to take Michael’s car and they walked arm in arm on the Red Carpet down the line of photographers held behind the gold rope. They stopped to chat with VH-1 Canada, E! Talk Canada, Inside Edition, as well as to chat with Finola Hughes and Joan Rivers regarding Gabby’s dress for the evening. While she was off talking fashion Michael answered questions about how it felt to be at the end of the show and what was he going to do next. He wanted to say it felt great to be at the end of the show but refrained from being that blunt about it saying, instead, that he was pleased and proud to have been part of such a monumental show. As for what was coming down the pipe next for Michael Gray all he could really say was he was looking into his options and looking forward to exploring different roles.
Catching up with Gabby just as she was finishing her interview with Joan Rivers regarding her stunning outfit for the evening, Michael took her by the arm and they walked past the throng of fans and well-wishers. Gabby took one last turn back toward the flashing cameras spinning around and once again she almost losing her precarious balance. Michael’s hand tightened on her arm to keep her steady as he sighed and turned with her so they could have a few more pictures taken before they went into the convention center.
Once inside they were met with a lively crowd most of whom were hanging out at the free bar and waiting to be called inside where they would be sat 12 to a table laden with finger foods and more bottles of wine, which he hoped Gabby didn't touch. What struck him most were the gigantic pictures of Through the Mirror and the huge display of the Space Bending Device that Galaxy-1 went through week after week. Overall, it looked less an awards show for those in the Science Fiction field and more like a Through the Mirror convention.
“Hey! Mikey! Ya made it!” Called out a chipper voice.
“Hi Jeff.” Michael said to his now former cast mate. “Looks like a good turn out this year.”
“Yeah,” Jeff said happily slapping Michael on the back, “and we’re the stars tonight. How do ya like that?” Jeff, who was almost fifteen years Michael’s senior, was a rather handsome man possessed of graying sandy hair and hazel eyes. Jeff Webber had been on two very popular television shows before Through the Mirror, a long running soap opera in which he played a mild-mannered but troubled doctor and an action/adventure series where he went around week after week solving crimes and mysteries while Gerry-rigging the most unusual items to get him out of jam after jam. Who knew tampons could be used as an explosive device? Certainly not Michael Gray until he saw that particular episode. These were the reasons Jeff was the star of Through the Mirror and always got Top Billing as well as Top Dog Treatment. Michael didn’t begrudge Jeff his success in the slightest in fact he thought of Jeff as a mentor but he did wish he’d stop calling him Mikey. God he hated that and Jeff knew it.
Michael looked around to see Gabby was already sidling up to the free bar. Not only that but she’d picked her first target for the night. Christopher Montague, a nice enough fellow and producer of several successful television shows who everyone knew was looking to cast his next television drama. Seemed Gabby was going to start bucking for a part and feeling out the territory. “Feels good.” He said with a smile as he returned his gaze to Jeff. “At least this is almost over.”
“Yeah, I know what you mean.” Jeff agreed with a slight grimace. “What are you gonna do now?”
“I’m looking over some offers,” Michael said hoping he sounded optimistic. “What about you?”
“Me?” Jeff pointed to himself. “I’m done with this stuff. I’m going to spend time with my family and do a lot of fishing.” He said with a big smile as he thought about the boat he’d just bought and planned to spend a lot of time on in the very near future. “I’ve had enough of this stuff to last me into the next lifetime.”
Jeff had more than enough money from his acting roles and as the executive producer of Through the Mirror and a few other hit television shows to last him a lifetime as well. Lucky Jeff, Michael thought. “Where’s Anne?” Michael asked with regard to Jeff’s wife of 22 years.
“Oh, you know she hates these things.” Jeff said waving his hand in the air to dismiss the idea that’d she’d accompany him. “She’s home with Kelly.”
Michael glanced over at Gabby who had her arm slung over Montague’s shoulder as she smiled at him and giggled at his jokes. Standing there watching her work the producer he thought of how nice it might be to have a wife who didn’t care about this shit but spent a good deal of her time taking care of her family. He wasn’t a strictly old-fashioned guy, he didn’t believe in a woman being barefoot and pregnant back at the homestead while the man went out to work, no he was all in favor of a woman working if she wanted to but not at the expense of her family. Some women could do it all but Gabby, he was rapidly discovering, probably wasn’t one of them.
“Hey you two,” a familiar voice said and two familiar arms slipped themselves over Jeff and Michael’s arms. “Don’t you look dashing tonight?”
“Hey there darlin’,” Jeff said looking down at Shelly and then whistled. “Wow! Look at you!” He reached out and hugged her. “You look marvelous.” He said remarking on her simple but very elegant black evening gown accentuated only by the diamond choker at her neck and dangling diamond earrings. “Where’s Pete?”
“He’s around here somewhere.” Shelly said with a roll of her pretty blue eyes. “Lost in the crowd.”
“Easy enough to do.” Michael remarked and kissed her cheek. “He’s right you look stunning tonight.”
“You two look pretty snazzy. Very handsome.” She commented with a winning smile. “I don’t know about you but I’m nervous.” Shelly held a hand to her stomach in an attempt to quiet the butterflies flitting around in there.
Overhead the lights dimmed and came up, dimmed and came up, dimmed and came up signaling that it was time to venture inside and start the awards ceremony. Shelly let out a little cry and held Jeff’s hand. “Where is Pete?” She mumbled and looked around for her husband. Shelly and Pete were married four years ago and they had a lovely little girl named Emma whom Shelly often brought to the set. Shelly met Pete while on vacation in the Virgin Islands where he’d spent the last decade running a bar on the beach and he had no idea who she was or what she did. It was love at first sight and they were inseparable ever since.
“Right here, honey.”
“Oh, thank goodness. I’m so nervous.”
“Hey, Pete.” Jeff said taking in the very tall drink of water Shelly married. Seeing them together never failed to amaze him. Pete with his long black hair and his 6’7 frame standing next to Shelly who was 5’3 if she was inch, they looked a little bit like Mutt & Jeff but in a very good way. “Good to see ya again.”
“Hi, Jeff. Hi, Mike.” Pete said as he stuck out his hand and shook with both men then put his arm around his wife. “She’s a nervous wreck she almost hyperventilated on the way over here.”
Out of the corner of his eye Michael saw Gabby slithering off the bar stool and brushing her hair back away from her face as she smoothed out her dress. She sauntered over to the four of them, slipped one arm into Michael’s and the other into Jeff’s just as Shelly had done but not with as much grace as it was becoming increasingly apparent she was using them to stay upright. Christ, just don’t make a fool of yourself while we’re in there, Michael thought but didn’t say and then found himself thinking how lucky Dennis Johnson was to have a wife like Kitty at home waiting for him. For a split second, the image of Lizzie’s MyPlace picture flashed through his mind and made him smile.
“Hi, Jeff, so, what’s your next project?” Gabby cooed hoping to hear that Jeff had a line on a hot new television show or movie. “Got a part for me?”
Jeff tilted his head back away from Gabby and the reek of alcohol on her breath as he reached into his breast pocket thinking no one could find a part for her, not even in a junk yard. Gabby had the reputation of being quite the Diva that was no big deal by itself in show business Divas were a dime-a-dozen. However, most of them could act and Gabby just didn’t have anything going for her in that department other than her looks. He wouldn’t hire her on a bet. “Don’t have one my dear; my next project is the simple life. Mint?” He asked taking out a pack of Tic-Tacs and handing them to her.
Michael pursed his lips and cleared his throat as he tried not to chuckle. Gabby gave him a dirty look and then popped one of the Tic-Tacs into her moist mouth with a grimace.
“You look beautiful tonight, Gabby.” Shelly offered sincerely.
“Thanks, hon.” Gabby said flashing that blindingly white perfectly even smile. “You look nice too, where’d you get the dress? Penny’s?”
Shelly looked down at her simple but elegant gown and thought she looked better than Gabby did in that loud ‘look at me!’ hooker-red number she was wearing. “Just something I had in my closet.” Shelly offered holding onto her husband’s hand.
“That’s what I thought.” Gabby returned. Even though she’d never admit it, Gabby was absolutely seething with jealousy tonight. Gabby was never nominated for any award let alone a Dionysus Award and this was Shelly’s fifth nomination in a part Gabby felt should have been hers. In fact, Gabby had auditioned for the part of Mandy Holloman all those years ago and never got so much as a callback. Then Cassiopeia came up and Gabby auditioned for that, however, she didn’t get a callback until two weeks before shooting was set to begin. It was only after being hired for the part of Ronnie the Robot she learned she was the third choice for the part. The other two actresses were booked by the time the producers made their final list. Gabby just didn’t understand why all the best roles (hell...ALL the roles!) always went to someone else. Usually to some woman who was far less than qualified than she was--at least in her eyes. Gabby definitely considered herself to be a Total Package and to have that special IT quality about her. She certainly worked hard enough on her toned trim body. Any show and any man should be grateful to have her. So why weren’t they? “But it looks great.” She offered. “Very…simple.”
“That’s me,” Shelly said as she held her temper. “Simple.”
On that happy note, the cast of Through the Mirror began making their way toward the entrance only to be held back by an usher who insisted they wait until everyone else was inside and seated. The writers and producers of the show were also asked to wait a moment. Ten minutes later with the outer room empty the Through the Mirror theme song blared through the speakers inside and Cast & Crew made their grand entrance.
The people in attendance, somewhere near 5,000 all stood up and applauded as Michael, Jeff, and Shelly along with the producers, writers and spouses of such entered the room. The troupe smiled and waved at the adoring crowd, especially Gabby who smiled the brightest and waved the longest of all of them as they were escorted to the Through the Mirror table, which just happened to be front and center of the stage. “Is this all for us?” Shelly asked in a quiet voice as they continued their journey. “You’ve gotta be kidding.”
Michael liked Shelly; she’d never acted at all before Through the Mirror and only auditioned for the part on a lark. Before that, she was a corn fed girl from Nebraska with aspirations of being a model. She’d had a few local modeling gigs but, like Gabby, she was far too short for the runway. One day while on vacation in Vancouver Shelly read about the open casting call. She thought Vancouver looked like a nice place to live for a little while and went down to the studio to audition. Three weeks later, they were all on-set shooting the first episode.
“Nope, it’s all for us.” Jeff said through his smile as he stopped waving to the crowd. “Suck it up while you can.” He joked and everyone but Gabby laughed a little.
Seated at their table, front and center, and knowing the cameras were on them Michael didn’t stop Gabby when she reached for the bottle of white wine on the table although he wanted to. Instead, he watched as she poured herself a big glass, not bothering to offer any to anyone else seated with them. Also on the table were various goodies crackers, cheese and pâté, fresh fruit and vegetables with two types of dip and a small bowl of chocolates. Shelly nervously snacked in the celery sticks and held her stomach in between applauding for the evening’s recipients.
The evening was a very festive occasion with all eyes on the Through the Mirror table at all times. Through the monitors, they watched the camera cut to them repeatedly and each time it did it seemed Gabby, petite and beautiful as she was, had a glass in her hand.
Bill E. Smythe star of such Sci-Fi hits as Fourth of July and Aliens Among Us came to the stage to announce the nominees for the year’s Best Actor in a Science Fiction Series.
“Here we go.” Jeff said nervously hoping for his sixth and final win in this category.
“And the winner is….” Bill E. Smythe said as he fumbled to open the envelope, dropped it, covered his mouth with his hand as he so often does and apologized to the crowd. “I’m sorry ‘bout dat, folks, no disrespect to the winner, ‘k?” Everyone giggled. “The winner is….Jeff Webber for Through the Mirror!”
Thunderous applause went up as everyone stood on their feet to admire the man who’d spent ten seasons as the head of Galaxy-1. Jeff smiled his best actor’s smile, waved to the crowd and went up to the stage to accept his award. “Sit down, come on, everyone sit down. That’s enough.” He said in a grumpy but good-natured voice as he imitated one of John Anderson’s famous moods. “This is great; I can’t thank everyone enough for this.” Jeff said as he leaned into the microphone. “First of all I want to thank my cast mates,” he gestured toward the table and the camera cut from him to the Through the Mirror table where the producers and cast were beaming happily and waving at their fearless leader. “Couldn’t do this without them. Our crew, they’re the best, the writers who’ve done such a wonderful job keeping the show fresh year after year. Most of all I’d like to thank my wife, Anne, honey, you’re always so patient with me. This is for you. We did it…again.” He smiled and held up the award as the crowd applauded him again and the camera followed as he exited the stage.
After his acceptance speech, Kerry Fishman came onto the stage to the theme of Planet Battles the much-loved Sci-Fi movie franchise and made a joke about her hair not being in cinnamon buns for the occasion. Kerry was presenting the award for Best Actress in a Science Fiction Series. Shelly put down the celery stick and held her breath.
“And the winner is….Shelly LeGrande! Through the Mirror!” Kerry said with much glee as she clapped and once again, the crowd was on its feet.
“Way to go kiddo.” Jeff said and gave her a wink as he stood up with the rest of their table.
“Congratulations, you deserve it.” Michael said and reached down to help Gabby to her feet so she didn’t look out of place but she refused to stand and applaud for Shelly even with the camera upon them.
“Go get ‘em.” Pete said and gave his wife a great big kiss. He clapped heartily and then stuck his fingers in his mouth to whistle for her. “Go get ‘em Shelly!” Pete cried out.
Shelly walked up on the stage looking very pretty in her simple black evening gown to stand behind the podium accepting the award Kerry Fishman was handing her. “I really don’t know what to say,” Shelly began.
“Oh sure you do.” Gabby mumbled back at the table and Michael shot her an angry look.
“Like Jeff I want to thank my wonderful cast mates,” Shelly motioned toward the Through the Mirror table and again the camera cut to them. On the monitors overhead Gabby could be seen looking down and adjusting her implanted breasts behind the tight satin material. A chuckle went up through the audience and she looked up to see herself on the monitors. Recovering quickly she smiled and waved in the direction of the camera. “The writers, the producers, the fans who are just incredible,” the more she talked the more Shelly told herself to keep it short. “It’s been a great run and I can’t think of any better people to spend ten years of your life with. Pete, my handsome husband.” The camera cut from her to Pete who blew a kiss to her. “You put up with my crazy schedule and me; I love you, my darling.” This drew a round of applause. “My parents, mom, dad,” Shelly’s pale blue eyes turned skyward. “I know you can see me. I know you’re proud. Thanks.” Taking her award, she made her exit from the stage as the crowd once again rose to its collective feet and the Through the Mirror theme music blared through the speakers.
Geoff Silverstein took the stage next, star of such films as The Bug and Dinosaur Park to present the award for Best Supporting Actor in a Science Fiction Series. He looked very dashing in his tuxedo as he addressed the crowd and made a few corny jokes.
“Get on with it.” Gabby grumbled and finished her wine. When she reached for the bottle, Michael again leaned over to her.
“I think that’s enough for right now.” He whispered. “It’s almost over, ok?”
“What are you, my father?” She huffed and pulled the bottle away from his hand as the names of the nominees were read. With a great rolling flourish of her dark eyes she poured another drink.
“Michael Gray… Through the Mirror!” Geoff Silverstein said and Michael almost missed his cue as he was about to start arguing with Gabby. The camera did not miss the angry look on his face or the cold stare in his eyes as he glared at his wife. Switching into Actor Mode, Michael put everything else aside and rose to the occasion. He waved to the crowd as he made his way to the podium and accepted his award.
Michael was, at heart, a rather shy and unassuming man, like Shelly all this attention tended to unease him a bit but staying in Actor Mode and playing the part he was expected to he stood at the microphone. “Boy, what can I say that hasn’t already been said?” He said to the crowd as they began to sit down. “Ten years is a long time,” he mused looking at his wife of only three years. “But it has been a great ride and I wouldn’t have missed it for the world, wouldn’t trade it for anything.” He smiled as he drew in a breath and thought of what he should say next. “The cast, the crew, producers, writers….everyone involved with the show has been just top notch. The fans, as Shelly said, they’ve been there every step of the way,”
(Sometimes a little too close and a little too insane but we won’t go there tonight.)
“Going to work every day, even with our hectic schedule, has been a joy.” This was the part where he was supposed to thank his beautiful and adoring wife but he loathed the idea of the camera flashing to her. Still, if he didn’t, it would look strange. “My children who put up with their Daddy being absent so often and my lovely wife, you’ve been there for me more times than I can count. Thank you, Kitty, I love you.” He said and considered that good. Above him on the monitors he saw the camera cut to Gabby who was just salivating as she waited for her cue. Gabby stood up as the words ‘lovely wife’ came out of his mouth and she immediately began to wave to everyone before he could even finish his speech. She turned around so everyone could see her and applaud her before falling more than sitting back into her chair. With that, Michael waved to the crowd who stood up one more time and flashed that smile that opened so many doors for him in life as he made his way off the stage.
Everyone at the table was standing and applauding as he made his way back to his seat. Jeff leaned over to him. “Who’s Kitty?” He whispered as he continued clapping noticing the camera still on them.
“What?” Michael whispered back in Jeff’s ear.
“You said ‘thank you, Kitty’.”
“I did.” Michael mumbled and thought about it. Yes, he did. He did say ‘thank you, Kitty.’ Always quick on his feet he said, “Just a pet a name.” He hoped that was what anyone else would think as well. Gabby was so drunk that she probably didn’t even hear what he’d said.
“Oh.” Jeff said not believing him.
They were able to take a short break while the nominees for Best Supporting Actress in a Science Fiction Series were announced and the winner, a nice girl by the name of Jenny Lewis, took the prize for her part in a little known quirky show called Star Walker on which she played the role of the doctor.
A short intermission was held after which the final awards for the night would be given away. Most people in attendance used the twenty minutes as a bathroom or cigarette break or just to stretch their legs. Shelly went to use the women room and Gabby who made a weaving path up the center isle followed her. Jeff and Michael stepped outside for a breath of fresh air and a bit of a tension break.
“You know, for a moment, I thought you were thanking that character in those stories you’re hooked on lately.” Jeff remarked as the two men stood against the side of the building smoking his cigar. “You still read those?”
“Finished them,” Michael said and reminded himself to check in with Lizzie when he got the chance. “I don’t think there are going to be anymore, the writer is taking a crack at an all-original novel.”
“You sound disappointed. I thought you hated fan fiction.”
“All of it but hers. Didn’t you read any of it?”
“Nah, doesn’t center on my character.” Jeff cracked.
“Well, it’s pretty good; I enjoyed the hell out of it.” Michael said in almost a defensive tone. “This is almost over.”
“Thank God!” Jeff said in exasperation. “I don’t know how much more of this I can take. Whole thing gives me the willies….oooo.” He shuddered for effect. “Can’t wait to get home to Anne and Kelly, get out of this stupid suit.” Jeff puffed on his cigar and the two men passed the next ten minutes in an amiable silence.
In the ladies room Gabby pushed other starlets out of the way of the mirror so she could adjust her face and her boobs, which weren’t sitting quite right in the bodice. Shelly came up next to her, without shoving anyone aside they just parted the way for her as she looked at them. She was a big winner tonight and they were showing her a bit of due respect. “Having a good time?” Shelly asked trying to make some civil conversation with Gabby as she applied a fresh coat of lipstick.
“Wonderful,” Gabby griped and rolled her eyes. “Watching all these self-congratulatory hacks get up there and claim their undeserved awards is just thrilling.”
Shelly looked at Gabby in the mirror and wondered if that included Michael, certainly it included her. “Well, who knows? Maybe one day you’ll be one of us.” Shelly said coolly as she capped her lipstick. “It could happen.” She smiled, very happy with the little zing she was able to get it without making a scene, and made her way out of the ladies room leaving Gabby behind with a fallen face. Once outside Shelly gave herself a little shot on the arm and politely stuck her tongue out at the Ladies’ Room door and the woman behind it.
None of the cast ever understood what Michael saw in Gabriella Phideaux besides the obvious; she was a hot little number. Other than that, she was a bitch of the highest order. In their collective opinion of the Cast and Crew of Through the Mirror, it was a relationship that shouldn’t have lasted beyond a few weeks. Lucky for Gabriella she’d caught Michael Gray on the rebound from Vanessa who’d refused to marry him when he’d asked her. Vanessa said Michael was too immature for marriage and probably for fatherhood as well but she wanted to be a mother and would therefore raise the baby on her own if he didn’t want to be part of its life. Michael was heartbroken and completely crushed by her rejection. Two weeks later, he started filming his small role on Cassiopeia and he became instantly smitten by the petite brunette beauty that, coincidentally, looked a hell of a lot like Vanessa. Too bad she didn’t have the same steady head on her shoulders. After that Gabby was all Michael could talk about and the rest, as they say, is history.
Back inside the crowd re-gathered and took their seats. The nominees for Best Science Fiction Series of the Year were announced and Through the Mirror proclaimed the winner. The producers, including Jeff, went up to collect the award and give their short acceptance speeches, thanking cast, crew, god, parents and spouses.
All of the awards for the evening were now given away and there was just one thing left to sit through. For the second to last time that night the Through the Mirror theme song blared through the speakers as the lights went out and a movie screen lowered on the stage. A fifteen-minute montage of Through the Mirror ensued narrated by none other than James Earl Jones, Darth Vader himself.
At the end of the montage there was more applause, everyone at the Through the Mirror table was beginning to get a headache from it, and from the smiles they kept plastered on their faces. Well, except for Gabby who was just plastered. With the bright spotlight shining down on the Through the Mirror table, the producers, writers, and cast all stood up to collect their special award. The spouses of said producers, writers and cast, including Pete all remained at the table while the little troupe made its way to the stage. Glancing up at the monitor to see what his wife was doing, Michael noticed she was not at the table.
Oh God.
He looked behind him and down…there she was right behind him going up to the podium with the rest of them to collect this most special of prizes. This was not the time to make a scene even as she reached for his arm to keep herself steady as she ascended the small stairway to the stage. Still smiling but dying inside he kept hold of her as though nothing out of the ordinary were going on even though everyone on stage was looking at her with disapproval. As they stood behind the podium, they tried not to notice Gabby Phideaux in her hooker-red strapless dress. One by one everyone walked to the microphone keeping his or her acceptance short as possible. When it was Michael’s turn to say thank you Gabby stepped right in front of him and took center stage.
“This award is truly an honor,” she said through slurred speech. “We’re so happy to be getting it. We’ve all worked very hard these past ten years to make Through the Mirror the best it could possibly be.” Gabby closed her brown eyes as she weaved unsteadily on her feet and those behind her glared with ice water in their veins wondering what gave her the right to stand up there with the rest of them. “Thank you so much for honoring us with this award tonight.” She smiled, waved and winked at the camera. There was a small round of hesitant applause after her little acceptance speech and Michael felt like hiding under a rock as he stood there smiling wishing he were anywhere else at this moment. Siberia would be a good choice. Gabby finally stepped away from the microphone motioning for her husband to step up. Michael simply leaned in and said “Thank you” and nothing else to the bewildered crowd gathered to honor them this night.
For the last time that night the crowd stood on its feet and applauded like thunder while the Through the Mirror theme music played and the presenters for the night all gathered on the stage to show their respect and appreciation for the long running show by joining in the standing ovation. With the spotlight and all eyes, including the never blinking eye of the camera upon them, Gabby began excitedly jumping up and down as she clutched the Dionysus Award in her greedy little hands.
That’s when it happened.
As if the night had not gone badly enough, there was Gabby bouncing up and down and jumping in her drunken stupor. The expensive Versace dress, which she’d been adjusting all night, finally gave way to the pressure of those fake breasts behind the satin. Even through the applause, the tearing of the material was clearly heard and then….there was her boobs on display for the whole world to see. They bounced up and down like lead balloons as her oversized brown nipples hardened with the sudden chill of the air conditioning. Gabby didn’t notice she just kept jumping up and down as the applause, first died out and then turned to a passel of wolf-whistles from the men in the audience. Someone shouted; “Take it all off baby!”
Everyone on stage—except Michael who was absolutely mortified by the event— burst out into uncontrollable laughter believing the little wardrobe malfunction served Gabby right for getting up there and sticking her nose (or her boobs as the case may be) in where it didn’t belong.
Never one to be shy, when she realized her tits were on display for the whole world to see, Gabby simply covered them suggestively with one arm while she continued to wave with the other. Michael took her waving hand and began to escort her off stage, smiling all the way and laughing at the little wardrobe malfunction she was having for the cameras. Going down the steps Gabby promptly twisted her drunken ankle in its high Prada heel and fell flat on her face in front of everyone. Michael took off his tuxedo jacket and put it around her shoulders before helping her to her feet.
Gabby shrugged him off as she struggled to her feet noticing she’d broken the heel on the expensive shoes. To him it seemed she was more concerned about that than her behavior, her embarrassing him or her tits flapping in the breeze for the whole world to see, as she sat there for a moment looking at the heel and complaining that she’d have to take them back they must be defective.
You’re the defective one, Michael thought but held his tongue. All he wanted to do was get the hell out of here.
With Gabby back on her feet and with her shoes in her hands, they made their way back to the table for the closing ceremony of the night. When the evening was finally over, he insisted they go out the back door where there would be less paparazzi. Picture taking time was over and the less images of her boobs on the Internet tomorrow morning the better. Quickly ushering her, barefoot, through the wet alley way and to their car with his hand firmly on her elbow he looked at her. “What the hell was that?” Michael demanded. “Whatever possessed you to get up there?”
Gabby rolled her eyes and tossed her hair. “I’m just as much a part of that stupid show as anyone else is!” She hissed at him. “Why shouldn’t I be up there?”
“Just as much…..Jesus Gabby, Tom Riley is more part of the show than you are and you didn’t even see him here tonight, did you?” Michael said through gritted teeth. Tom Riley was a Through the Mirror enigma. He was a fan who hung around the lot often and one day when several extras didn’t show up, they asked him to fill in the background of a few scenes. From then on Tom was in. He wasn’t an actual cast member but he had boyish good looks and had played everything from an extra in the lunch line to an extra that was shot and killed on a mission to bit parts in the lab and more. Overall, Tom Riley appeared, in one form or another, in over 50 of Through the Mirror’s historic 220 episodes. “You were only in five episodes!” He grumbled as he opened the door of the Escalade and almost pushed her into the huge SUV. “Five Gabby! Five!”
Gabby wouldn’t listen. After what Shelly said in the ladies room, she wasn’t in any mood to put up with any shit from anyone. “It should have been my award.” She grumbled thinking of Shelly and how she stood up there in her Plain Jane dress giving her Plain Jane speech getting an award for a part that rightly should have gone to the great, talented and absolutely drop dead gorgeous Gabriella Phideaux.
“Yeah, well it wasn’t.” Michael said slamming the driver’s door shut. “Let’s just go home.”
Chapter Six
Not long after stumbling through her front door (after being woken up by her husband), Gabby weaved a drunken path through her living room, taking off the tuxedo jacket as she went and letting her boobs flounce around in the open air. Stumbling into her bedroom, she promptly passed out on her bed. Michael who was angry and embarrassed to no end paid the babysitter, apologized for his wife’s behavior and kissed his sleeping children. In his own room, he undressed quietly, hung up his shirt and dress slacks and looked at Gabby stretched out and snoring in the middle of their bed still in her ripped dress and stockings to find himself utterly disgusted by her and fighting the urge to shake her awake and then wring her neck. Knowing it was better to wait until morning to have this particular argument he slipped into a pair of gray pj bottoms and his robe quietly closing the door as he left her to sleep.
Wandering into the open kitchen, he opened the fridge, grabbed a Blue Moon and then made his way to the couch where he flicked on the TV to see if the Gabby Show was running yet. It wasn’t. However, no doubt, by tomorrow evening every entertainment news show would have footage of her making a complete ass of herself tonight. Why shouldn’t they? All of those shows were there tonight with their cameras filming away to catch the big send off for Through the Mirror. Boy what a show they got! Certainly, it was worth the price of admission and then some. Gulping down a large mouthful of the amber ale, he flicked off the television. He wasn’t tired and even if he was lying down next to Gabby was the last thing he wanted to do tonight.
Sitting there, Michael thought of his earlier Freudian slip and wondered if Gabby would catch it tomorrow. Who cared if she did? At this point, not him that was for sure. Shaking his sandy head and smiling a little to himself, he couldn’t believe he’d said ‘Kitty’ when thanking his lovely wife, Gabby. It seemed like such a stupid thing to do and he chalked it up to nerves. Looking up at the clock, he saw it was late. The house was quiet the kids were asleep and it was best to keep it that way. Michael wandered into his office and turned on his computer. Maybe Lizzie had changed her mind and was going to put up a new Dennis and Kitty story after all. After tonight he could use one.
Popping her website and her updates page, he saw nothing new was said about upcoming stories since the last time he was in and Michael’s hope for a little escapism began to dwindle. Maybe there was something new on her MyPlace page. He logged into his account and saw the words ‘New Blog Posts’ and ‘New Messages’. He only subscribed to Lizzie’s blog so she must have had something to say since the last time he was in almost two weeks ago. That wasn’t unusual since she blogged daily and he thought he had some catching up to do, that would be almost as good as a new story. Michael loved reading about the crazy people in Lizzie’s office she always made him laugh with those entries.
Hitting the link that would take him to her new blog entries, he found something very strange. Since the last time she’d posted half the entries had been deleted all of those being either ‘The Writer’s Life’ or ‘Nightmares & Dreamscapes’ entries. At current, her new blog posts were nothing more than pictures of her gardens and some very interesting shots of graveyards near her and a big biker rally that she’d attended. There were a few posts about the elderly and insane people she worked with and helped take care of. A few little fluff posts about where she went or what she did on a given day. There was nothing about her new story at all. He wondered what was going on, Lizzie was always talking about whatever new story she was writing when it came to Dennis and Kitty. Maybe she was nervous since this was an original work and didn't know how her readers would take to it. Maybe she thought no one wanted to hear about it. Still, that didn’t seem much like her. Lizzie was more of a Don’t Tread On Me type of a girl when it came to this, constantly reminding people that she didn’t make them read her blog and if they didn’t like what she was about to say they could just leave. Something made her delete those entries; what was it?
Michael went back to his in-box and found several e-mails from the people on his MyPlace page along with one from Lizzie. It was almost two weeks old and it informed him that, since he was a reader of her blog and often emailed with her, she wanted him to know that, ‘due to current personal circumstances’ ‘The Writer’s Life’ and ‘Nightmares & Dreamscapes’ posts had been moved to another site completely. She was keeping a secret blog. If he wanted to read those posts, he should drop a line and she’d give him the new web address.
Why would she feel a need to keep a secret blog? “What’s going on, Lizzie?” He muttered as he took another pull off the bottle of Blue Moon and hit ‘reply’. Michael typed:
Hi, Lizzie
Sorry to be out of touch so long but I’ve been away on business. Thank you for sending me your email. I do like to read your blog—I’m not a stalker or anything—but I do like to see what you have to say and those entries interest me most of all. If you don’t mind, please send me the address where I can find your new blog.
Your friend,
Daniel
Michael looked at it again and thought about taking the stalker part out but left it. Lizzie often remarked that she had no idea why people read a blog only why she kept one and therefore she never seemed to mind when the odd person would pipe up and leave a comment. Still, he wanted her to know that he meant her no harm. He hit ‘send’ and then went to read some of the other emails waiting for him. By the time he finished, she’d responded to him. Michael looked up at the clock again. It was just after four in the morning where she was, what was she doing up at this hour? On a lark, he opened his MyPlace IM to see if she had hers open as well. She did. He sat back and looked at her name for a moment pondering whether or not he should open an IM window and chat with her when Lizzie made the decision for him. A window popped open and there was her picture along with her message.
Lizzie: Hi Daniel, how are you?
Oh, this felt too much like cheating. If she knew who he really was she’d probably have a fit or something. However, she didn’t know who he was and why should he pass up this, his very first opportunity to chat with her?
Daniel: I’m fine. How are you?
Lizzie: Ok…how was your business trip?
Funny, she didn’t ‘sound’ ok to him. As he couldn’t actually hear her, Michael tried to dismiss the stupid idea from his head.
Daniel: Boring. Thanks for the URL
Lizzie: Thanks for asking for it
Daniel: Why the change?
There was a long pause before her next message came up and in his head, he could almost see her sitting at her computer trying to think of what to tell him.
Lizzie: Getting a little flack over those entries so I moved them
Daniel: Flack? From who?
Another long pause.
Lizzie: Hubby
Michael got a chill looking at that single word. What did her husband care about those posts? Why would he read them? It seemed a rude thing to do.
Daniel: Why?
There was another very long pause as Lizzie sat in her darkened home office with only the light of the flat screen monitor and ember of her cigarette for company. A week or so ago Scott became very angry over those posts. She told him repeatedly they were just dreams and silly conversations she had with herself….Dennis Johnson wasn’t real and neither was her Constant Companion! Over and over she was the one insisting that was the truth of the matter while Scott was the one standing there arguing with her as though Lizzie had a real flesh and blood lover. She told her husband if he didn’t like reading them then the intelligent thing to do would be to STOP READING HER BLOG and not try to force her to stop writing. The fighting got so bad that at first she put those entries on the ‘preferred list’ just to keep his eyes off them. When he got pissed over that one night and ended up making her unusually sorry in bed for her misbehavior and her uncontrollable dreams, Lizzie moved all of her “Nightmares & Dreamscapes” entries to RealBlog and told only five people about the new blog. Only five very trusted souls knew that she was there and freely blogging away about the inner most aspects of her life, her dreams, her writings and her relationship with her husband. Lizzie kept up her MyPlace blog just as always so as not to give herself away to Scott but she no longer talked about her dreams and only mentioned her writing in passing. There were no more “The Writer’s Life” entries. No more ‘conversations’ with her Constant Companion. She didn’t want to tell Daniel any of that, not because she didn’t think it was any of his business—overall if Lizzie didn’t have to look at someone then she didn’t care what they thought of her or what they read in her blog—she didn’t want to make Daniel feel uncomfortable. He’d been very nice to her. She didn’t want him to think badly of her.
Lizzie: (sigh) he’s jealous over CC…isn’t that stupid? Gotta keep the peace. NBD
Yes, that was stupid. How could a man be jealous over his wife’s dreams? Admittedly, they were a little racy and a little zany but they were just dreams. Michael sensed she wanted to talk about it but she didn’t want to talk about it. Perhaps this was the reason she was awake at four o’clock in the morning and away from her sleeping husband. NBD…No Big Deal but that was just a cover; he was almost sure of it even though he was more than 3,000 miles away and couldn’t so much as hear her. He was doing his own bit of deceiving here and, maybe if he were Daniel from Kalamazoo, Michigan then maybe he would ask. Nevertheless, he was really Michael Gray star of Through the Mirror and the man she wrote so much about—ok the actor who played the man she wrote about so much. Prying further into her private life didn’t seem like a good thing to do under this set of the current circumstances.
Daniel: Sorry to hear that. How’s your new story coming?
Lizzie: Great! I’m having a lot of fun with it!
Maybe it was the exclamation points, he didn’t really know, but now she ‘sounded’ a lot happier. He smiled in the dark as he drank his beer and hunted and pecked at the keys.
Daniel: That’s good! Can I read it?
Lizzie: It’s not Dennis and Kitty
Daniel: I know but I want to read it anyway
Lizzie: Why?
Why? What did she mean ‘why?’
Daniel: I like the way you write. Not going to let me read it?
Lizzie: Only a few people have looked it if you want I’ll send you some
Daniel: Thank you! I’m sure it’s very good
Lizzie: Where should I send it?
Good question, MyPlace didn’t let you attach files to your emails. He gave her the address for the hotmail account he set up anonymously when he set up the MyPlace account.
Lizzie: Ok, will send now. If you like it I’ll send you more.
Daniel: Good deal. I’m sure I’ll love it.
Lizzie: LOL…don’t be so sure it’s very different from the Dennis & Kitty stories but I hope you’ll like it.
Daniel: What’s it about?
Lizzie: A serial killer, the Shaw Street Strangler
That was different from her Dennis and Kitty stories! Those tales tended to have a lot of dark content, mainly dark sexual content, but there weren’t any murderers running loose in those stories just ancient Greek Gods, aliens and the typical lunatic who wanted to take over the world.
Daniel: That sounds interesting. Are you going to do any more Dennis & Kitty stories? I really like those.
Lizzie: Down the road…maybe
Daniel: You can’t leave it there! You have many loose ends to tie up!
Lizzie: LOL! I know but with Through the Mirror going off the air, I don’t know who will be interested in reading more of those stories or for how long. Fandom is fickle.
Oh boy was it! Michael smiled and let out a little laugh, it seemed Lizzie knew more about the ins and outs of fandom than he’d thought. She was probably right within a year or two Through the Mirror fan fiction would be totally passé and she wouldn’t have much of a readership if she continued with it. Smart girl Lizzie was.
Lizzie: At least with original stuff I won’t have Wankers to deal with!
Again he laughed. Her Wankers were probably the same group as his fan-addicts. It appeared she was looking just as forward to riding herself of them as he was. It also seemed they were in the same place in life; leaving one thing behind and going in a new direction, both of them leaving Through the Mirror as they set off in search of greener pastures.
Daniel: LOL! That’s true! What are you going to do with it when it’s done?
Lizzie: I dunno…maybe try for publication or sell it in e-books on my site
Michael didn’t hesitate
Daniel: Try to publish it first. You’re a good writer I’m sure you can find an agent and a publisher. Go for it!
There was another pause. This one long enough to make him wonder if she was still there and then suddenly, she wasn’t. The machine informed him she’d signed off. She hadn’t said good-bye. Finishing the beer Michael closed out the IM window and looked at her picture on his page, the little ‘online now’ wasn’t flashing as it had been. Fearing he’d said something wrong he dropped an email apologizing for any misstep he’d taken and hoping he hadn’t offended her somehow though he didn’t see how supporting her decision could be offensive. Then he opened her new RealBlog by clicking the link.
Lizzie had been writing all right and she’d been dreaming. Now Michael could see why her husband might be getting a bit ticked off over her entries but still he didn’t understand why it was enough to raise a big fuss and make her do this.
Nightmares & Dreamscapes
I wish I could remember all of it but mostly I remember being in a cabin. I don't know whose cabin it is but I suspect it represents the one near the end of "Where Do We Begin?" as it has two floors and an open floor plan with a huge fieldstone hearth in the middle of the first floor. Pretty much like the cabin in the book I would think.
Out of every window is snow...deep deep snow. I'm standing in the living room by the fire that's roaring to beat the band and I'm saying; "No, I have to go."
Constant Companion stands there looking at me like I'm totally stupid or something. "Go where?"
"I gotta go."
"Where ya gonna, Liz?"
"Away from here." I start walking toward the door. I see the shape of an SUV in the snow and I do mean the SHAPE cuz the vehicle is completely covered in snow. I think; well I ain't drivin' anywhere. Still I put my hand on the knob to open the door and he shuts it.
"Look, you're not in the city anymore." He says with one hand on the door and the other shaking his head. "There are real bears, wolves and coyotes out there, Liz. We're warm; we got plenty of food and water. Why don't you just stay here?"
"No, I gotta go." I mumble.
For the last time and in a very exasperated voice he says, "Where? Where the hell are you gonna go?" He shakes his head. "Face it, you're stuck here...with me."
“NO! I'll....I'll...I'll”
"You'll what? Walk to the road? Ok, sure, now that's about 15 miles in that direction," he points through a window on the left. "How long do you think it'll take you to get there? When do you suppose a car might come along to pick you up? Before or after you freeze to death?" He throws his hands up in the air as he shakes his head some more and lets out a long sigh. "But it's a free country, you go ahead. I'm going to sit down here by the fire where it's warm."
I'm stuck. I'm trapped. He's right. I'll freeze to death or get eaten by a bear or something out there. Suddenly I feel like I'm having a heart attack but it's just a really good panic attack. My heart is racing like a runaway train, my palms are sweating my head’s reeling it feels light, and I'm getting dizzy. I'm either going to get sick or pass out, I'm not liking either option there. “Fine.”
"Do you like the wine?" He asks. "I got it special for you."
CC’s sitting by the fire but the couch and chairs aren't there. The mattress from the bedroom upstairs is by the fire with pillows and blankets and rose petals. I’m still standing but he hands me a glass of wine, I never tasted anything like it before. It's kind of like the way he smells...you just want more.
"So about this story..." I say as I sit down on the mattress and he hands me fills my glass again. "You too." I say to him as I notice his glass is empty and he doesn't argue but instead pours himself a glass of wine.
"I don't want to talk about the story tonight." He says. "Its fine, everything's in place and the rest will take care of itself. We don't have to worry about the story tonight."
"No?"
"No." He says and produces one of the fattest joints I've ever seen from his breast pocket. "Gonna publish it, right?" He asks as he lights the joint.
"Gonna what?" I ask him. "Yeah, whatever." I dismiss the idea and he gets pissy.
"Haven't worked this hard for nothing." he says then takes a hit off the joint and hands it to me. "Cannonball it." He says with a smile as though he's daring me to do it.
Fine. I take a huge hit off the joint and then take a big drink of wine without exhaling.
"Good girl." he cheers, laughs, and takes the joint back. He sits down next to me. "Do I have to sing again?" (He likes to do that in dreams, I don’t know why.)
As I'm listening to him sing, I Believe I Can Fly, we pass the joint back and forth and when the music is done he says; "Come on, Liz, write me into your life."
I ignore his comment. "So why are we here?"
"What am I gonna do with you?" He asks in return.
"Guess you'll have to think of something obviously I'm not going anywhere." I tell him. My head is light and the room is starting to spin.
"Well then, in that case." The joint isn't anything more than a roach now and he pitches it into the fire burning in the fieldstone hearth. "I got a few ideas."
That sounds intriguing and suddenly I'm no longer in the mood to make the boy work for it...too hard. "What?"
He pushes me back onto the mattress. "I'll show you." He takes off his shirt.
He lays himself over me and he smells so damn good...as always...he just smells like heaven or home. Whatever it is I can never breathe it in deeply enough. I reach up to touch him and realize I'm totally blotto and I don't give a shit. He's smiling he looks very proud of himself as he looks down at me and traces his hand along my face. "What am I gonna do with you?" He asks again.
Whatever you want, buddy!
I love those eyes, I can't help it, and I can see everything I've ever wanted to see and more in those beautiful eyes.
"You know, I think you're overdressed for this occasion." He sucks on his bottom lip. "Let me take care of that for you." He slips my favorite black knit top over my head and lays his skin against mine, leans in and kisses me. Everything is...electric. Everything is just so suddenly ON and THERE (but it's not there)...there's nothing but him, me, and the fire burning next to us. We could stay just like that forever and that would be just fine with me. But not CC. He kisses me, down my neck, over my chest, to each breast as he takes off the bra and continues down me. He undoes my slacks and tosses them to the floor with my undies before settling himself between my legs. "He never does this right." CC muses as he gazes up at me.
No, he never does.
However, CC doesn't have that problem. Nope not at all. In fact, CC doesn't have any problems whatsoever.
For the first time in one of these dreams CC and I…well…I gave up, I gave in and surrendered by the fieldstone hearth. The rest of the night, I just lost myself in making love with him. Things don't get murky in the slightest. I can remember every shadow on his face, every touch, every taste, every whisper, the way his tongue felt on my body and in my mouth. I can still feel my hands running wild all over him and see him over me. The way he felt inside me. Just thinking about it now my head is buzzing and all my lights are ON. I fell asleep in his arms by the fire whispering that I hated him. He kissed the back of my head and told me that one day I would tell him the truth about that.
I woke up happy some time later.
Only in dreams is it ever like this. Isn’t that a shame?
Michael sat back in his chair breathless and looked around the room. Yes, Lizzie’s dreams were getting very hot and there were more of them to read. He hesitated. The last two lines just kept screaming at him. Michael thought of her MyPlace picture, a woman like that shouldn’t have any problems being laid properly and often. Maybe she wasn’t super model material like Gabby was (were Gabby taller) but Lizzie was no slouch. Thinking about her MyPlace pics a thought came to mind; there were no pictures of Lizzie with her husband, Scott. There were pictures of her alone and in her gardens and with her daughters, there were pictures of Scott on his motorcycle and he was her “Number 1” on her MyPlace page. However, there wasn’t a single photograph of the two of them together. Why was that?
It wasn’t any of his damn business. He shouldn’t read this stuff. He shouldn’t chat and email with her without being honest about who he was. It was wrong. It was deceitful and she’d be mortified if she knew it was him. Lizzie was a nice woman who’d been nothing but kind to him, he shouldn’t do this to her. If she knew it was him, surely she’d never have given him this link to her private blog. In the end, she intrigued Michael almost to the point where he just had to know more about her. It wasn’t as if he was actually hurting her. At least, he didn’t think he was and so he read on:
Nightmares & Dreamscapes
I don't know where I am. It's a house or an apartment or something like that. It's dark. Most of the light is moonlight coming in through open windows. The stars are very bright; wherever I am, I'm not in a city. I'm in a hall or a corridor or something. The walls are very close but part of one wall is only half a wall and beyond it is more windows with more light and I think I see a kitchen between the half-wall and the windows. Constant Companion is there….I don’t know why I know this but we’ve just returned from a picnic where most of the Crazy People from my office were in attendance.
"What the hell was that?" CC asks.
"I don't know."
"You don't know?"
"I don't know."
"Yeah, whatever. Thanks for leaving me with that crazy bitch. The woman is out of her mind!"
In my mind I see one of our Crazy People leading CC away at some point. I don’t know where she took him or what they did but I take it his experience with the pretty but crazy lady wasn't good.
"You owe me." CC says and I don’t like the way he’s looking at me.
Hmmm....yeah, and on that happy note... "I gotta go." I start wandering in the dark toward what I think is the door. I am fumbling around for it almost though I have a good idea where it is.
"Why don't you stay? Have a drink."
I'm still making my way toward the door. "No, no, no, I gotta go." My hand lands on the knob, I turn it, and it opens. It slams shut.
"No, no, no." He says in a singsong voice as he mocks me, standing there with his hand against the door, "I don't think so."
"It's late and I gotta...."
Suddenly something is gleaming in the moonlight and I hear the rattle of metal. He's holding up a pair of handcuffs.
Oh shit
"You gotta do what? Go home? Do you know how to get there from here?"
No, but I won't let a little thing like that stop me.
"I'm flattered and all, dude," I manage to get out, "but I gotta..." I pull on the doorknob it opens an inch or two before he slams it shut again. "I hate you."
"Ah-huh." He lets out a little laugh. "Really?" He smirks at me like he doesn’t believe me.
"Yeah."
"Say it again."
"I hate you."
"Hmmmm....I don't think so." The smirk grows a bit wider as his eyes narrow on me and rattles the cuffs in his hand. "You owe me."
My head is spinning…I don’t know what to do. I reach into my bag of magick tricks and pull out one of the oldest excuses in my little black bag. It is one most women use. It's a last line of defense. "I haven't had a shower."
He leans in close and takes in deep breath. "You smell all right to me." He whispers.
He's so close I can smell him and I feel the heat radiating off him, as those blue eyes don’t stare at me but through me. He knows what I want even if I keep saying ‘no’.
Oh God! Get me out of here!
"And ya know, Liz, that rather pitiful ploy only works with Denny and even he hates it. It's very weak."
So am I! Now get away from me, buddy!
"I'm not..."
"Denny. I know who you are. I'm not stupid."
"I know you're not stupid." One more time he rattles the cuffs. "Come on."
One more tug on the door and this time it won't budge. "I hate you."
"Hmmm-umm, yea, I hate you too." He says in a dark whisper and holds out his hand, he wraps around mine. “Come on.”
Things get mercifully murky at this point. I remember being on the bed and there was a very sharp tug at my ankle and he asked if he had to strap my feet down too. Then he reminded me that he didn't have a problem with doing that if it came to it.
Some time later, I am very warm and satisfied even though my wrists and ankles are sore. I'm snuggled up to him drifting off to sleep and still trying to get out of there even though now there's no point to it any more. "It's late, I gotta go."
"It's very late," he says, "You need to stay. Sleep. Everything's all right."
I look past him to the clock by the bed: 3:17 am. I'm warm. I'm comfy. I've been laid so well that I feel like my body is full of lead and I can't move. All I really want to do is just lay there and sleep. I close my eyes, cuddle my cheek to his chest and listen to the sound of his heartbeat while I drift off to sleep.
The dream ends.
By the end of that entry, Michael Gray found himself in possession of a raging hard-on. Thinking about Lizzie chained to a bed and him having his way…..every which way he wanted…with her, it was almost enough to drive him crazy. Yes, he really shouldn’t be reading these things. In the end that wasn’t going to stop him. Michael decided he wouldn’t read anymore of her dreams tonight and went back to the main page of the RealBlog site. He read all about “The Shaw Street Strangler” and the character of ‘Eddie’ the serial killer. Lizzie sounded very excited, blogging two, three times a day about what she was writing, and how well it was coming along. There was her Constant Companion in his dark purple font (which was the color she used to represent his ‘voice’) talking to her and leading her through the story. CC was her biggest supporter. Once again he noted how much CC sounded like him and the things he might say to her. That was probably just his imagination. They’d never met let alone talked and he was positive she had no idea in the world as to his identity. He read all of her ‘The Writer’s Life’ entries and was anxious to read her new story when she finished writing it. It sounded very intriguing. Way in the back of his Actor’s Mind, what he was really thinking about was that ‘Eddie’ sounded like a good role.
Michael had never used the RealBlog site before and it took him a little while to catch on to the fact that there were posts here that weren’t showing up to the general public. Lizzie had a private secret blog that had a private list. If those that were open to the public were this hot and detailed, what did the others hold? Why would in Gods’ name would she feel a need for such a thing? He opened the page that said ‘about the writer’ and found no information AT ALL. Not a name. Not an email link. Not a link to a website. Zippo. Even the picture she used wasn’t her but an icon; the silhouette of two lovers in the sky, they were embracing and about to kiss while below them wild white horses ran along the shoreline of some far distant beach with the sun setting behind them. He thought it a powerful image especially given the dreams he’d just read.
Lizzie was completely anonymous here. So what was up with the private list?
With his MyPlace page still open, he dropped Lizzie another email.
Lizzie,
How do I get added to your private list over here? I hope you’re all right. You disappeared so quickly I got a little worried. Everything ok?
Daniel
He hit ‘send’ for the last time that night and then remembered she’d promised to send him a few pages of the new story. Michael popped his anonymous hotmail account to see she’d sent it to him as they were chatting. He downloaded the file to read later.
With his ample cock still hard as a rock, he laid down on the couch in the living room and had his own erotic dreams about being snowed-in in a cabin with Lizzie. When he woke a few hours later, he found his cock was still hard even though it had relieved itself at some point during his dreams. He tried to will the erection away, tried to think of naked old ladies and baseball scores and anything that would take his mind off it but it was to no avail. With the house quiet he made his way into the bathroom, locked the door, grabbed a bottle of cocoa butter and jacked off with Lizzie’s image in his head. A few moments later with that bit of pleasurable business taken care of he peeked in on his sleeping children and his wife sprawled out on their bed. Didn’t seem any of them were going to wake soon.
With his cock relieved of its load, he sat at his computer and opened the file Lizzie sent him last night.
Chapter Seven
The Shaw Street Strangler
By Elizabeth Love
Chapter One
Eddie. They call him Eddie but this is not his name.
The night is cold and damp the only sound is the echoing footfalls of a single person walking along the empty street in a rundown part of town. Here he knows no one cares and no one will blink an eye if you scream.
Breath hot and white escapes from his nostrils as Eddie lumbers along, head low, calloused hands stuffed into the pockets of a ratted pea coat with the collar turned up. A longshoreman’s hat, drawn past his ears covers an untamed tangle of mangy black hair further masking his identity. All that can be seen of his face, even under the brightest of streetlights, is his fair complexion and perhaps a scruff of beard. In his black jeans and leather boots, he blends in easily with the darkness surrounding him and that within him.
Three days ago Eddie first saw her walking across Montauk Avenue, pretty little Mary Sue with her young firm body, long blonde hair and big blue eyes. She was perfect. Like the others, she captured him though he doesn’t know why. Perhaps she reminds him of his mother or a love lost or unrequited. Perhaps she’s simply in the wrong place at the wrong time. Since then he’s followed her to Cumberland Farms and to the Planet Fitness Gym. For as many night as days he’s peered into her window to gaze upon her while she slept his face and hands pressed to the cold glass while he fantasized what it would be like to be next to her warm body. Last night he followed her to a local restaurant and watched unseen as she met a man for dinner. This last did not sit well with Eddie. Couldn’t the uninvited suitor see that she belonged to him?
Eddie knows where he’s going and what he must do. Briefly, he looks up at Mary Sue’s unassuming home, he wonders what she’s doing but he already knows; she’s putting on her uniform for work. Mary Sue works the breakfast shift at the Broken Yolk Cafe; service starts at 5am. Creeping up the driveway, he crouches and waits between her car and the garage. Eyes darting around to be sure he’s alone and that he has not been seen. As he waits he massages the strand of nylon rope in his pocket, he waits, and he waits with much patience until the front door opens and the young woman walks out. Sensing no danger only the early morning chill Mary Sue gathers her jacket tightly around her body to guard, she clutches her purse in one hand and her car keys in the other. In the shadows by the garage, he waits, watches, and holds his breath so that she does not see him against the blackness of the night still hovering around her. His eyes catch upon the moonlight as it dances on her golden hair. Eddie’s heart beats with an ever-quickening pace. The rope in his pocket, clutched tightly in his hand, appears and he unravels it holding one end in each of his rough mitts.
She’s near now, so close he can smell her perfume, White Shoulders. Intoxicating in its soft innocent scent. He hears the soft pattern of her breathing and believes if he’s still enough he will be able to hear the beating of her heart as she puts her key into the driver’s door of the old beater she drives.
She must not get in the car. She must not drive off. Coming up close behind her, he strikes! Bringing the strong rope over her head and across her throat, he pulls her into him with all his might.
Fear! Paralyzing overwhelming fear!
Mary Sue cannot scream the air in her lungs is cut off as she wriggles, writhes, and struggles to break free. It is to no avail. Sultry breath reeking of decay and alcohol steams against her cheek. Her golden strands catch in his beard and the stench of him fills what little air she is able to gulp. Something long and hard more frightening than the rope pushes into the small of her back as he holds her firmly to him.
Slowly her panicked body runs out of air, precious energy flees as the fight in her fades away and she succumbs to her fate. Darkness descends. Before she can breathe her last breath, the rope falls away. Limp as a rag doll in his arms he turns her around, her blue eyes frozen in terror stare up at him as he looms over her. The palm of his calloused hand closes over the tender flesh of her wounded throat. Eddie’s lips greedily descend over hers while his rough hand squeezes her delicate neck. Like a vampire, Eddie sucks the last breath from her body. The bulge in his black jeans soaked with his own release. “Don’t be afraid, I love you.” Eddie whispers from behind rotting teeth. “I love you. You will spend eternity in my embrace. I love you.”
The Shaw Street Strangler
Chapter Two—A Portrait of Eddie
Eddie lives in a ramshackle house on Crystal Avenue in Terryville. It's an old street once it had been filled with the finest homes the city had to offer along with its finest citizens. That was a century ago and now those good citizens are gone and their once grand homes have fallen into grave disrepair as the neighborhood has become less well maintained just like the citizenry. Surrounding these rundown residences are yards that are just as forgotten as the denizens here are. They are as littered with broken toys as the street is with rubes and drug dealers. It is not the sort of street upon which one might take a leisurely evening stroll, but rather the type of street where one drives to the local corner store with their doors locked. Overhead the twin Gold Star Memorial Bridges stand tall and traffic whizzes by all hours of the day and night in a loud cacophony of unrest.
Eddie has lived at 52 Crystal Avenue for the past ten years though for most of his life before that he lived on Shaw Street, which is a neighborhood he still likes to visit in the dark of night. Shaw Street is where he was born Jason Frederick Meyers to his mother Cristina, a pretty little thing with shoulder length blonde hair and bright blue eyes. For most of her short days, she was a waitress who quickly learned the nicer she was to the customer, especially the male customers, the bigger the tip she would receive. This was something Eddie's alcoholic father Jake never came to understand or approve of.
In his size and his appearance Eddie took after his father as he was a big boy, an excitable boy, as they used to like to say back in the 70s when the 'You're Okay, I'm Okay' theory was the accepted norm of the day. Eddie attended Harbor Elementary School and the Terryville Junior High. Eddie was never a good student and he was the type of child the others avoided like the plague not only because of his size or because of the fact that his clothing was always shabby and outdated but because of his unruly and sometimes uncontrollable temper. The tests the school shrinks gave him, the ones his mother made him take, said Eddie was a genius, his IQ was off the charts but his grades told him he was an idiot who'd never do better than making Cs and Ds in any class. His mother always offered him encouragement telling him the classes bored him and that he should try to concentrate harder.
While attending NLJHS his mother Cristina met with an unfortunate accident leaving Eddie alone with his father. During his years at Terryville High Eddie struggled with academics while excelling in sports and, for a few short seasons, he shone as the left tackle on the football team. Like other city boys he soon fell in with the wrong crowd, those like him, he got into drugs, alcohol and pornography. It was around this time that he began to call himself "Eddie" after the Iron Maiden icon. He insisted that others do the same to the point where he would no longer answer to the sound of his own name. In his junior year, he was kicked out of NLHS (a hard thing to do give the tough nature of the school) for coercing a freshman cheerleader into having sex with him in the boy's locker room. After that, with no direction or structure whatsoever, Eddie floundered and went from one unskilled job to the next with great frequency. For the most part Eddie simply wandered around Terryville in his long lumbering gait, just another face in the crowd.
On this day of his 39th year, Eddie is employed only infrequently as a dock hand on State Pier and living off of Social Security Disability for his little mental problems which were pitifully misdiagnosed by a State paid doctor and so it was no real wonder the medication he took from time to time didn't help him. It is here in his dilapidated old colonial home where Eddie spends most of his time. Small objects fill the house from floor to ceiling: toasters, coffee makers, alarm clocks, microwave ovens, blenders, hot plates, irons, electric shavers and more. All very neatly arranged on metal shelving. Eddie likes to putter he likes to tinker and to know exactly where everything is at all times.
On the days he isn't called in to work he sleeps the day away trying to ignore the noise of the trucks and cars whizzing overhead on the Twin Bridges—two very large expanses which join Terryville to Groton and vice versa. Normally he rises just after noon and like any other man, he pees, showers, dresses and combs his long black hair while looking in the mirror at his weathered face and avoiding the stare of his own dark eyes. In the evenings, he putters away with important business of the house before making his rounds to the old stomping grounds of Shaw Street.
Even now as he drives his old Datsun through the quieted city streets, it is that important business of the house that is always foremost in Eddie's mind. Always does it bother him and weigh on his beleaguered mind.
Today the Terryville Day reported another strangling on Shaw Street and the police were convinced they had a serial killer on their hands. Detective Steven Brunner, the lead officer assigned to the Shaw Street Strangler case, was interviewed for the piece and he assured the good citizens of Terryville that they were working double-overtime on this case and he was sure they'd have a break any moment. That was all right with Eddie he knew enough city cops to know they were all stupid as pigs no matter what the newspaper reported. It would take the police years to catch up with him. Besides, the cops were just blowing smoke. This was Shaw Street and like Crystal Avenue, no one really gave a shit what happened to the people in those parts of town. Eddie had plenty of time and room to play, of that he was very confident. Of that important business of the house, however, he was not as sure. He'd taken a big risk for the last ten months and sooner or later, depending on how intelligent the cops turned out to be, he might have to do something about it.
Rolling down the window and lighting up a Marlboro Red he stops at the light at Bank and Howard Streets, draws a deep hit from the cigarette and slowly exhales. Nothing but his old beater and he occupy the street at this hour. Eddie parks his car in the Shaw's Cove parking lot behind Building #2 and sets out for his nightly stroll.
A few days ago, Eddie just happened to be driving by Shaw Street on his way back to the house and that important business he was always tending, a girl of perhaps 20 in a Dunkin' Donuts uniform caught his eye as she wandered around this neighborhood in the early evening hours. She had a short crop of blonde hair and dark eyes with a wonderful spark of life in them. The kind he always enjoyed snuffing out. Eddie started to feel that annoying itch inside of him. Like the others, she was perfect. Silently smoking his cigarette he watched her with smoldering eyes as she strolled down Shaw Street. She went into a house not five doors down from the corner. She did not knock she simply went in and this told him that she lived there.
Unable to ignore that annoying itching burning feeling in the pit of his stomach and the voices whispering in his head, last night as he strolled the street smoking his cigarettes with the collar of his beat up leather jacket turned toward his ears he paid particular attention to the house in question. The girl it seemed had a bedroom on the second floor that overlooked the street and from here, he could watch her as she chatted on the phone, played with her computer, watched TV and undressed for her nightly shower. Yes, she was a very fine girl indeed.
Tonight is Saturday night and all young girls go out on Saturday night. This girl was no different. Once more parking his car in the usual place behind Community Health Clinic in the Shaw's Cove parking lot, Eddie lumbers out of the old cramped Datsun and takes a leisurely stroll to the house in question. The street is silent except for a few wayward youths who are conducting their own form of business beneath a street light. They pay no attention to him or he to them beyond a glance in understanding each other is present. Soon enough their deal will be complete and they will wander off to other parts of the city or this very street anxious to help some other junkie get their fix.
Eddie walks up and down the mile or so length of the dark depressing street. At the far end away from the house he's going to visit soon, he ducks into the local dive, The Raider's Roost for a nightcap of Jack Daniels. He stays for two drinks in the stunted bar, keeping a good eye on the windows and watching for anyone passing by. Then without fanfare of fuss, he quietly leaves as he puts his money on the bar. Nothing but silent darkness and the smell of oppression greet him as he wanders out into the night. Striking up another Marlboro Red, Eddie takes slow purposeful strides towards his goal nothing ever deters Eddie from his goal. When he reaches it he lurks in the shadows between the bushes and the front porch—which is badly in need of painting and a few new boards— for a good two hours patiently watching, waiting, listening and smoking like a chimney. In the quiet corner, no one sees his smoke or the glow of the ember, which he keeps hidden behind a well-calloused hand.
In all the time he's been on Shaw Street tonight not a single police car has gone by, so much for the big talk of Detective Brunner and his reassurances to the Good Citizens of Terryville. If you happen to live here on Shaw Street or Crystal Avenue or any number of poor neighborhoods within the city nobody with any pull cares about you. After all, most of the people who live in such places are on the dole or too stupid to get a decent job. In other words; human garbage. Not fit for Proper Polite Society.
After a long while, a cab pulls up in front of the house and he watches as she gets out saying good night to whoever had accompanied her this evening to parts unknown. As the taxi pulls away, his heart starts racing and a light bead of sweat breaks out on his furrowed brow as he readies himself for the rush of the kill. Something unexpected has happened she's brought a man home with her tonight. Well that just won't do. Eddie feels a surge of utter rage as he reaches down and picks up a good-sized rock at his feet and waits patiently for the opportune moment.
The young couple, arm in arm approach the darkened porch talking and completely unaware of the danger before them. They pass by the bushes, one step and then two but no further. Eddie jumps out of the bushes and the young man never knew what hit him as his body crashes to the cement walkway his brains oozing out from his ears and the new hole in his skull. Before the girl knows what's happening or even has the chance to scream he pulls his favorite length of rope from his pocket, wrapping it around her throat he pulls her into the bushes and away from any prying eyes. "How dare you cheat on me!" Eddie hisses at her while his brawny arms pull her closer to him. "You little slut!" He pulls the rope so tight the girl's neck snaps before he can choke her to death and fully immerse himself in the joyful act of the kill. Eddie leaves her young body in the bushes and makes his way home angry and unsatisfied.
That's all right. He has important business of the house to tend to.
Chapter Three—The Shaw Street Strangler
Lucy the Lost
Ten months ago Lucy Dyer had been walking along Shaw Street on her way to her home on Evergreen Avenue from the Community Health Center where she worked as a Physician’s Assistant. The day had been like any other day, busy and crowed and she was overworked trying to take care of patient after patient who came into the clinic. Fishing in her purse, she grabbed her pack of Newport’s and a lit one up as she neared the Raider’s Roost, a bar she’d never been in and never cared to go inside. To her it looked seedy as did the rest of the neighborhood and Lucy never dawdled until she was off Shaw Street and then up the small hill known as Willetts Avenue, once past there she’d stroll and take her time as she felt safer in what was considered a better part of town. There was the Stranger to worry about. The newspaper was filled with reports…that weren’t really reports since the police had no leads…on the mysterious man going around strangling young women and leaving their bodies in plain sight. The police felt he struck at night and encouraged people to go about their daily business during the daylight hours.
Smoking her cigarette as she hurried along Shaw Street, an old Datsun pulled up along side of her and the driver reached out to roll down the window. Instantly, Lucy was put off. She was hit on several times a week as she walked between Shaw Street and lower Willetts Avenue by the most ungodly of creatures wanting to know if they could show her ‘a good time’. Most of all Lucy doubted they had the mental capacity to understand the words they uttered and they surely didn’t have any cash to back it up. No doubt this man in this car would be the same. Lucy kept walking and the Datsun slowed down to less than two miles an hour to match her pace. “Excuse me,” the driver said in a deep voice.
Lucy didn’t stop walking but she did switch her purse to the other side so that it was out of his reach as she glanced down at the man in the car. ”Can I help you?” She’d asked expecting to hear how she could get him laid or he could show her a really good time or something completely unoriginal like that.
“I hope so,” the driver said kindly. “I seem to be lost.”
Lost. Oh, that was a different story. Lucy stopped walking and the car pulled to the curb. “Where are you trying to go?” She asked as she bent down to look in the car and saw a rather large man stuffed in behind the wheel. He looked very uncomfortable to her.
“Ocean Beach,” he replied with a smile and a sigh. “Can you help me?”
Ocean Beach Terryville’s biggest and only tourist attraction but this guy didn’t look like a tourist not in that car. “Sure.” Without thinking about it, she stepped off the curb so she could see him better. “You’re not too far off the mark.” Lucy encouraged. “Don’t worry.” The man inside laughed. “Ok, you see the round-a-bout?” Lucy stood up a bit to point at the traffic circle up ahead then she bent toward the window again. Had he moved closer to her? “Go around that and then straight,” she put her hand in through the open window and pointed through the windshield at the road beyond the round-a-bout. “You wanna go down….”
That was the last thing Lucy remembered about that day. She woke up with an aching jaw to find herself in what she could only assume was a basement. There was a dirt floor and the walls were always cold and clammy. There was no light. Not an overhead light nor a window and Lucy had spent the last ten months in utter and complete darkness except for the few occasions the man she came to know as Eddie let her out. On those times he would bind her hands behind her back, stick a fat wad of paper into her mouth and then hold it in place with what seemed like extra-strength duct tape. Eddie would haul her out of the basement by her blonde hair and they would walk through a small but very neatly kept kitchen to a back door and out into the yard. It would be night always it would be night. Naked as the day she was born Eddie would stand her in the yard and wash her body off with cold water from the hose. He never said a word to her as he washed her every nook and cranny. Not even a single grunt. When Eddie felt she was clean he would put a raggedy towel around her shoulders, take her back into the basement, take the gag from her mouth, untie her only to fasten her to one of the support beams for the house and leave her again.
Three times a day, every single day, at what seemed to her to be regular intervals but without sunlight, clock, watch or even a calendar, she couldn’t be sure. Eddie would bring her first cereal and orange juice then he would leave. He would come back, take away the plastic bowl, spoon and empty cup and leave her with a turkey sandwich on white bread with a pickle. Sometimes he also gave her a bottle of Coke to go with her lunch. In, what she assumed was, evening he would bring her meatloaf with mashed potatoes and gravy. Always her meals came on white plastic plates or bowls, with a white plastic spoon, a white paper napkin and a white plastic cup.
Every day it was the same. Nothing varied. Nothing changed as he kept her prisoner in this dank basement. Even though it was clear Eddie was in charge and running this morbid show, he was always very gentle with her especially when he washed her. Lucy found it ever so odd that he would take her outside at night to wash her down with a hose like a dog. Surely, the house had a bathroom and a shower. Why didn’t he wash her there? Why bring her outside under the cover of night? During the times he was not washing her, Eddie had a habit of reaching out to trace his hand along her face several times a day. It was during the hosing that he touched her most and Eddie was not shy about where or how he did so. When she was clean, he would bring her back down here and towel her off. Eddie would leave the wooden door at the top of the rickety staircase open so that the light from the kitchen shone down on them. He would sit across from her, though lately he stood over her, and then stare at her while he beat off, those ice blue eyes never blinking and never closing.
Over her time here, Lucy came to count herself lucky in that. This little ritual of his was the closest Eddie came to doing anything sexual with her. He never forced her down, he never struck her, and he never put anything into her. He would just stare at her while he yanked on his rather considerable cock.
Eddie hardly ever talked to her at all, not even when she begged him to tell her why she was here and why he wouldn’t let her go. What did he want with her? Either Eddie wouldn’t answer her at all but rather bore a hole through her with those piercing blue eyes of him or he’d calmly tell her that everything was all right, she was safe and he was going to take care of her. The thing that scared Lucy the most was he really seemed to mean that when he said it. Eddie didn’t appear to believe he was doing anything wrong at all. He saw himself as the hero in this strange little scenario.
With only the three meals a day to tell her a day had come or one had gone Lucy tried to keep track of how many days she’d been here and thought it was somewhere near nine or ten months. Why had no one come to rescue her? Weren’t they even looking for her? Surely, someone reported her missing…didn’t they? Lucy’s mother, Eileen, must be frantic! Unknown to poor Lucy, her mother wouldn’t be looking for her daughter. Mrs. Lillian Dyer had caused quite a fuss with the cops over the sudden and disturbing disappearance of her precious—not to mention only—daughter Lucy. She made so much ruckus that Eddie had to take care of her. Several months ago, he approached her door dressed as a DHL deliveryman when Lillian Dyer opened the door to sign for the package he beat her to a bloody pulp before finishing her off with the leg of a chair that had busted in the struggle. He wanted to strangle her but this far away from Shaw Street—her lived on lower Pequot Avenue where the elite of Terryville lived would cause suspicion and the cops would go into overdrive searching for him if they thought for one instant the Shaw Street Strangler had anything to do with the murder of Lillian Dyer.
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