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      Lily’s turn came. She grabbed a book off the pile and handed it to him, fumbling it. He caught it and their hands touched. Her fingers felt as if they’d been asleep their entire lives and now they lit up like candles. Sparks shot through her entire body.

      “What’s your name?” he asked, smiling.

      “Lily, Lily Toureau. But it’s not for me. It’s for my friend Bree. She’s sick and couldn’t come.”

      He looked into her eyes and Lily felt as if she were melting into a giant primordial blob.

      “So you braved the elements to help her out. That was very kind of you,” he said.

      Lily felt sure it was a reference to her wet T-shirt. Her cheeks felt hot, but she said, “Thanks.”

      Just in case he was sincere.

      After Sean finished signing the book, he handed it back. Her hand touched his and their eyes met. He looked amused. She felt dizzy as he looked at her and her head tingled. The sensation traveled down her spine, then became overwhelming until her entire body resonated with it. She felt herself wilting to the floor.

      When she came to, Sean knelt over her, along with one of the bookstore women and Heather.

      “Lily, are you all right?” Heather asked.

      She nodded, sure her face must be on fire with embarrassment.
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      The cold November rain pounded onto the windshield making it almost impossible to see. The brooding clouds didn’t help. It was rush hour and almost dark already. The wipers on her battered Subaru wagon needed replacing. Even at top speed, they couldn’t cope. Lily shifted in her seat, tapping her long, manicured nails on the steering wheel, waiting for the light to turn.

      Her friend, Heather, said, “Go, go, go!” the instant the light turned green.

      Lily wove back and forth between lanes, driving from the rain spattered crowds of Capital Hill to the completely drenched students in the U. District.

      Heather pulled out her cell to check the time and shrieked, “We’ll make it. We will!”

      Lily smiled at Heather’s exuberance. She pulled into the small parking lot, only to find it full. They had to park in the overflow lot a block away, snagging the last open spot and nearly mowing down a newspaper box, trying to get into the space.

      She sighed, grabbed her bag, decided to leave her coat, locked the car and raced up the street after Heather. Where did Heather get her energy? Lily was thirty-eight, but she didn’t remember having that much oomph at twenty.

      They ran the block and a half to the University Bookstore. Her white T-shirt and black capri leggings were soaked. Her long, blond hair was tangled in the bag she carried. It hurt, but she’d have to get it all untangled later.

      Just as Lily made it to the crowded doorway, she ran into a girl coming out. A girl smothered in purple and gold, the UW colors. A girl carrying a chocolate ice cream cone. Which went all over the front of Lily’s t-shirt.

      “Watch it, bitch,” snarled the girl, catching the ice cream in her hands.

      “Sorry,” said Lily. God, she was such a klutz. She needed to pay more attention. She’d always been that way.

      She went into the main doors, following the crowd. Good thing most of them were just shopping and not going to the signing. She ran for the stairs and tripped over some guy’s rolling backpack, which was nearly invisible in the crowd, goddamn it. She stumbled but regained her balance and bounded up the stairs. By the time she made it to the second floor, she’d caught up with Heather.

      They joined the end of the line, which the staff closed off four people behind her.

      Lily stood there, breathing heavily. She looked down at her shin and saw it wasn’t bleeding badly, just a trickle. But it would be a nasty bruise. Luckily her jobs for the near future were modeling outdoor wear. Her legs would most likely be covered.

      She felt like a huge bedraggled giraffe. Except that giraffes were probably graceful.

      Her cold, sopping wet clothes stuck to her and she busied herself with unsnarling her hair from the straps of her huge bag. She was still breathing hard.

      Heather, on the other hand, was breathing normally. She was a runner. Her long auburn hair waved in Lily’s face. She’d always wanted hair that color, but it didn’t work with her skin tone. She was tired of dumb blond jokes. Soon enough though, her hair would turn gray, no one would hire her, and she’d have geriatric jokes to look forward to. It was okay that she looked like a tall, blond amazon now, but a tall, gray haired amazon was just too scary for today’s culture. No one wanted older women to be or look powerful.

      Heather bumped her and said, “Told you we could make it.”

      Lily nodded and looked around. The line up here on the brightly lit second floor was outlined with purple ropes and golden metal stands. It snaked around isles of books, then wrapped around the mezzanine. The smell of coffee wafted up from below making her want some, but she didn’t want to risk leaving the line and losing her place.

      She couldn’t see him yet, or even the beginning of the line where he signed, but she knew Sean O’Neill was here. People in the far corner held up cell phones and she could see flashes going off. There were a few professionals with real cameras, standing on chairs. Were they paparazzi? How awful to be stalked all the time. Someone always wanting your autograph, a photo, a piece of you.

      She watched as the staff tried to get them off the furniture, but as soon as the bookstore employee moved on, they were right back up there.

      Rubbing her leg, trying to wipe off some of the blood, she noticed her capris were ripped. When had that happened? Her t-shirt was clinging to her like she was in a wet t-shirt contest. At least she’d worn a bra. Although red probably wasn’t the best choice. It had been her only clean one. Now her nipples stood out from the cold. And then there was chocolate stain. She moved the bag over to her hip to cover it. She felt guilty about the girl’s cone. She hoped all the rushing had been worth it.

      She ran her fingers through her hair; at least she could make that look decent. Maybe.

      She’d dressed down for work today. The photographer was always hitting on her. She had hoped that her everyday clothes would discourage him. At least until she put on the dresses for the shoot. Her strategy hadn’t worked. He was such a sleaze bag. Why couldn’t a nice guy ask her out?

      There were lots of nice guys around, supposedly. But they didn’t make themselves known to her.

      She looked around at the people in line. Teenagers who were probably in love with his action-adventure flicks. Middle age, art house types who liked his whimsical, critically acclaimed films. A few dark, moody people who must be fans of the Nick Drake movie. She’d heard Sean O’Neill made something for everyone.

      As the line moved forward, she caught a glimpse of him sitting at a table with two female bookstore employees hovering over him.

      His brown eyes seemed warm, inviting. And those full lips. My oh my. He actually looked better in person than on film. His hair, just a little long, curled around his neck.

      She’d seen only a couple of his movies and knew he had a prolific career, but he’d never appealed to her as a lust item. Lily had always gone more for musicians than actors. Bree and Heather lusted after him, ravenously.

      Most people carried his latest book, Adventures in Kuala Lumpur; the making of Flight from the Wind. That was the one she needed to buy for Bree, who’d gone home earlier in the day, puking her guts out and broken hearted about missing the signing.

      Heather turned around, “He’s so gorgeous.” She rolled her eyes in ecstasy. “Have you seen Shadows yet?”

      “No, I’ve been too busy apartment hunting.” Not that she would have necessarily gone. It hadn’t looked that interesting.

      “I thought you’ve only lived there a year? Moving already?” asked Heather.

      “Yeah. They’re tearing the building down to make condos.”

      “Bummer. Well, you’ll find something. You live alone, it’ll be easy,” she said, turning back to drool over Sean.

      Over by the calendars, she heard clanging metal. Lily couldn’t see what happened. Sean leapt to his feet and rushed over. He disappeared from her sight, then reemerged with an elderly woman on his arm. He took her over to the table and gave her his chair to sit on while she recovered, leaning on one of those four pronged walkers, which weren’t supposed to fall over.

      The lady looked a little confused. She stared at him.

      Sean stood, signing books and chatting with people in line, as well as with the old lady, who Lily guessed hadn’t been in line. She was still clutching a calendar. The staff brought him another chair.

      The lady eventually recovered, stood and put a hand on his shoulder, patted him and said something, then walked away with her calendar.

      Lily felt a sharp pain in her back as the boy behind her accidentally jabbed her. The air felt warm and stuffy, maybe her clothes would dry and she could stop shivering. She was so distracted by everything, she hadn’t even realized her arms were covered with goose bumps. She shuffled a little farther forward.

      The signing was supposed to end at six and they’d arrived and five-thirty. The clock on the wall said seven. Only five people remained ahead of her. She could smell the enchilada someone on the staff must have brought him. She’d overheard the conversation where he insisted on staying to sign for everyone.

      Heather said, her eyes never leaving him, “Do you have the CDs and DVDs of the movie about Nick Drake and his other one Songs of the Soul?”

      “Nope,” said Lily.

      “That’s the one about Ian Shayne and this band. They didn’t really exist, but in the movie they revolutionized music in the late ‘90s. Sean did vocals, played acoustic guitar with the band and actually wrote all the music and lyrics while in character. He’s so brilliant. You’ve seen it right?”

      “Uh, no,” said Lily.

      “Lily, it’s amaaaaazzzing. You have to rent it. Or buy it. I wish I’d brought mine for him to sign. Poor Bree.”

      Lily shook her head. “I don’t understand it, if he’s so smart then why is he so stupid about women?”

      “What do you mean?” asked Heather.

      “Nina Vicente? Weren’t they together for years? She’s such a viper,” said Lily.

      “Okay, definite bad choice. I think he just needs to find a good woman.” Heather sighed and returned to Sean watching. She held up her cell to get another photo.

      Only four people left.

      Sean had dimples and even a cleft in his chin. His brown eyes looked kind. He wore a green, plaid flannel shirt and jeans. She had expected some swanky suit. Wavy brown hair drifted over his forehead as he bent his head to sign. He shook hands with everyone who wanted to. He was perfectly charming. Rugged, yet gentle. Not airbrushed or perfect. He looked human.

      Lily watched him with Heather as she turned up the charm, flirting with him. Poor girl, all she’d get would be an autograph and a smile.

      Lily’s turn came. She grabbed a book off the pile and handed it to him, fumbling it. He caught it and their hands touched. Her fingers felt as if they’d been asleep their entire lives and now they lit up like candles. Sparks shot through her entire body.

      “What’s your name?” he asked, smiling.

      “Lily, Lily Toureau. But it’s not for me. It’s for my friend Bree. She’s sick and couldn’t come.”

      He looked into her eyes and Lily felt as if she were melting into a giant primordial blob.

      “So you braved the elements to help her out. That was very kind of you,” he said.

      Lily felt sure it was a reference to her wet t-shirt. Her cheeks felt hot, but she said, “Thanks.”

      Just in case he was sincere.

      After Sean finished signing the book, he handed it back. Her hand touched his and their eyes met. He looked amused. She felt dizzy as he looked at her and her head tingled. The sensation traveled down her spine, then became overwhelming until her entire body resonated with it. She felt herself wilting to the floor.

      When she came to, Sean knelt over her, along with one of the bookstore women and Heather.

      “Lily, are you all right?” Heather asked.

      She nodded, sure her face must be on fire with embarrassment.

      “I just got dizzy.”

      “Can you sit up?” asked Sean. He took her arm and helped her sit up. She still felt dizzy and nauseous, but was able to move to a chair. Sean returned to signing books, but glanced at her occasionally, his forehead wrinkled.

      Heather knelt beside her, whispering, “He’s awesome, isn’t he? Are you going to be okay? Can you make it to your car?”

      “I’ll be fine,” said Lily, not sure it was true.

      “Did you eat lunch today? Oh yeah. I remember you ate a huge lunch. A slice of pizza and a yogurt. You always eat and never gain anything. Well, if you’re okay. I’ve got to run. Promised to meet him in five minutes, down the street. See ya.” She hugged Lily, then disappeared down the stairs.

      Lily slowly stood, the nausea dwindling. She felt so flustered. She had never fainted. What was up with that?

      Sean asked, “Are you sure you’re okay?”

      “I’ll be fine, thank you,” she said, picking up her book and walking over to the far side of the mezzanine. Moving made her feel better. She stood near the calendars and watched him talking to the staff for a few minutes.

      Her head reeled. Nausea came in waves, but she couldn’t seem to stop staring at him or leave where he was. She leaned against a column for support. Then it came to her that she wanted more from him, but she felt confused as to what that might be.

      She picked up a calendar, trying to look less like a drooling teenager or pathetic middle aged addict. But she felt like both. She glanced at the calendar, ‘Hot Babes & Hot Cars.’ So not her type of wall decoration.

      She gazed at him again and found him staring at her. She felt such a jolt of energy and the tingling began again. Was he checking her out?

      In her dreams maybe.

      She began trembling until the entire calendar section, which wrapped around the center of the mezzanine, was in danger of collapsing.

      She wanted to get closer to him.

      But that would be even more embarrassing. She needed to leave. What was wrong with her? She put the calendar back, then went to the elevator, not trusting herself with the stairs. Downstairs, she walked towards a cashier to check out, but stopped at a table of books which caught her eye. She flipped through a book on new archeological discoveries in Ireland. It would be perfect for Mom. She put it down, trying to decide whether to get it and looked up. Across from her was Sean looking through a book. He’d been there when she walked up to the table.

      Unbelievable. She turned to head for the cashier again. She managed to make it this time and pay for the book for Bree. She got a thick plastic bag for it, so it wouldn’t get ruined by the rain.

      Sean was standing just past the cashier, looking at a table of remaindered books. With great effort, she walked past him and headed towards the stairs to go out the back door, but instead of going up, she went down to the art supplies. She just couldn’t seem to make herself leave.

      He came down the stairs and looked at pens. He probably went through a lot of them.

      What was she thinking? She fled up the stairs and still couldn’t make herself leave the store. She dawdled in the gifty section for a while, still nauseous. Then she went back down to the art supplies. He was gone. She searched for him through all three floors of the store, including textbooks. But he was gone.

      She felt a sense of loss that threatened to swallow her up like a huge black hole. Finally, she gave up and was able to go out the back door to the parking lot. Her body still tingled and she felt nauseous. She must be getting sick or something. Hopefully, it wasn’t what Bree had.

      The rain had been replaced by a cold breeze that cut through her still damp clothes. She shivered and now the goose bumps were obvious. It was dark out, even with the lighting casting long shadows over the cars that filled the parking lot. Woodsmoke drifted past her nose, mingling with the scent of wet earth and fallen leaves.

      She stood for several minutes trying to figure out where she’d parked her car, before she realized it sat in the lot a block away. Shaking her head at the stupidity, she started walking in that direction.

      Then she saw him. Leaning against a white car, talking on his cell and staring at her.

      She dug into her bag, searching for her keys, stalling for time. Glancing up, she saw him put his phone away. It’s now or never. She took a deep breath and walked towards him. He moved towards her. Or was it the dizziness? It made her weave slightly.

      They both spoke at the same time.

      “Wait,” he said, “you first.”

      “Hi, I’m Lily. I don’t know if you remember me from the signing.”

      “Of course I do.”

      “I know, how could you forget? Probably not many women faint. Or maybe they do. I feel like a complete idiot and I don’t really know how to do this, but I was wondering if you’d like to get a cup of coffee or dinner or something.”

      “I’d love to, but I can’t. Tonight.”

      “Oh,” she said, feeling completely deflated. Now would be a good time to go crawl under a pile of wet leaves.

      Sean touched her arm and said, “My twin sister made dinner for me and I’m known in the family as the one who’s always too busy to make these gatherings. If I don’t show, no matter how late, and I am late, she’ll string me up by my toes and throw dinner at me, dishes and all.”

      “I see.” Her head spinning, she tried to think of a way to leave gracefully. It wasn’t coming to her. He touched her arm again and the spinning stopped.

      “I’ll still be in town tomorrow. Are you free for dinner tomorrow night? I’d really like to find out who you are.”

      Lily felt so stunned she could hardly reply. Finally, she croaked out, “Yes, I’m free.”

      “How about if I pick you up at seven?”

      “I’m working tomorrow and may be home late.” She felt torn between jumping up and down and screaming or just falling over. She’d never reacted like this to a guy. All the tingling as if something deep inside her was waiting to erupt. Her skin, her entire body was on fire and it felt as if she’d be burned up with the heat.

      “8:30?”

      “That’d be perfect.”

      She gave him directions to her apartment and her home phone number. He punched them into his phone, then got into his car and drove off. Without staff, a bodyguard, a chauffeur. Or paparazzi.

      Lily slowly staggered back to her car, feeling wonderful and horrible at the same time. Her head whirled. She felt even more nauseous. But tomorrow she had a date with an amazing man.

      Things just couldn’t get any better.
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      The day after his signing at the bookstore, Sean drove his rental car to Wallingford. He pulled into the Food King parking lot, looking for Casey’s PT Cruiser. Between the wiper swipes on high, he finally spotted her, leaning against the purple car and underneath a cartoony umbrella. He parked in the last empty spot, down the row a bit.

      Getting out, he said, “Nice umbrella,” and dove under it to get out of the driving rain. The air smelled so fresh. He pulled the collar of his khaki raincoat closer, since he couldn’t get all the way under the small umbrella.

      “I can’t find mine. Don’t ever have kids. They steal all your stuff,” she said.

      He laughed. His twin was one of the funniest people he knew. He hugged her, “God, I’ve missed you.”

      “Show up more often,” she teased him.

      “Are we walking or driving?”

      “Wimp. We’re walking,” she said, starting off.

      The umbrella pulled out from over him, Sean pulled his hood up.

      “I see you still have parking karma,” she said.

      “And I’m ever grateful for it.” Casey had observed for years that he could almost always find parking spaces with ease. He didn’t know how or why, but parking always magically opened up for him. When it didn’t happen immediately, he found from experience that it wasn’t a place he should be going. A shopping experience which turned out all wrong, a party where he had an encounter with someone that ended badly. He’d learned that it was best to pay attention when he couldn’t easily find a place to park.

      Sean followed her to the crosswalk, his head pounding. He’d had the nasty headache all morning. Thank god for sunglasses. Even the dim, gloomy light of a rainy, November morning in Seattle hurt.

      A block away, they entered the Indian Restaurant. Spices floated through the air: cardamon, cumin and other curry ingredients. Casey plunked down in a red vinyl booth and Sean slid in across from her, unzipping his raincoat and sliding out of it. The restaurant felt cozy, with heat coming from the kitchen and warm turmeric colored walls. They were the only customers. At two in the afternoon they’d caught the lull between storms of lunch and dinner. The waiter brought menus and water.

      “You look good today,” Casey said.

      “Good, how?”

      “You’re sort of beaming.”

      “Ah, it’s the charming company,” he said, not wanting to bring Lily up.

      “Flatterer. So, how’s your day been?” Casey shook our her navy raincoat and put it on the bench beside her.

      “Busy. Lots of interviews. Publicity is really hard work. And repetitious. And I’ve had a raging headache that won’t go away. Aspirin didn’t help.”

      “I’ve got something,” she said, digging through her purse.

      “What is it and is it legal?” He glanced at the menu and quickly decided on paneer and peas with rice.

      “Of course it’s legal,” she said, taking an orange pill out of her pill case. “I’m a mother. I carry a pharmacy in my purse. Want a cough drop? Having an asthma attack?” She pulled out a bag of cough drops and an inhaler.

      Sean swallowed the pill.

      “Are you going to keep wearing those sunglasses? It’s a gray day. This isn’t California,” she said, perusing the menu, her lips tight.

      “Sorry,” he said, taking off the glasses. The light still hurt his eyes, but he knew Casey thought sunglasses inside were rude. She’d once observed that when you can’t see someone’s eyes, it’s as if they don’t want to communicate with you.

      “So,” he said, “how has your day been?”

      The waiter, a short, thin Indian man with a mustache, came and took their orders, collected the menus, and left.

      Casey said, “Oh, same old stuff, getting the kids off to school and James off to work. Moved some stuff around in the garden.”

      “In the rain?” he asked.

      “Best time to move plants around here. In the fall, in the rain. They don’t get so stressed,” she smiled, impishly. Casey’s brown hair curled around her shoulders from the rainy weather and her chocolate colored eyes sparkled with mischief.

      He missed being around her. His twin had the amazing gift of being able to juggle ten million things in her mind at once. He could give her seemingly disconnected words and she’d find the connection. She was a genius in his eyes.

      “And I got a call from Marcia. She apologized for not coming last night. Got hung up with clients. But at least they bought the house.” Casey paused and looked at him.

      “And?”

      “And she’s got a sweet condo for sale in Fremont. Just finished three months ago with great views, a cute deck, gas fireplace and a jetted tub in the bathroom.”

      “Casey, …”

      “I know. We’re not pushing, but you might consider having a second home at least. Mom and Dad aren’t getting any younger. As a matter of fact, neither are you and I. I want to spend more time with you before I die.”

      “Are you planning on going soon?” he asked. Was she just thinking or was something really going on?

      “Having kids is great, but they also kill you sooner. But no, I’ve got too much to do to die and there’s nothing wrong with me, but there is with you.” She stared at him.

      He drank his water, feeling the ice cubes clink against his teeth. He took a deep breath and tried to will the headache away. It had been a grueling morning doing the interviews while wishing his head would simply explode and get it over with. He felt exhausted.

      Last night’s dinner at Casey’s, with most of his huge family, had flowed smoothly. Now he knew why. She’d been saving up her energy for lunch. He’d be under fire until she said what she needed to. He just wished his head would stop hurting. At least he had the date tonight to look forward to.

      He sighed and said, “Okay, shoot.”

      “Well, since you asked. Let’s start at the edges. Mom and Dad getting older, me getting older, you getting older, my kids getting older and they don’t even know my twin brother except from what they see on a screen. Then there’s the main part of what worries me. Just what are you doing with your life? You know I don’t mean your career, that’s fabulous and I’m proud of what you’ve done there. I’m talking about your personal life.”

      “It’s coming along,” he said.

      “Okay, I can understand not dating for three years after what Nina did to you. But if ‘coming along’ means dating twenty-something starlets for a week or two, maybe even a month, before moving on to the next one for two entire years and then now there’s nothing, well, that is not ‘coming along’.” Casey glared at him in silence as the waiter brought their food.

      Sean stirred the sauce with peas and homemade cheese into his rice and took a bite. The sweet, spicy flavors mingled in his mouth as he tried to think of a witty reply and failed.

      “I get your point. I was never serious about any of them; I doubt they were about me. I was much too old for any of them. It was a business arrangement, sort of. My publicist wanted me to prove I’m still man enough and popular enough to get the hot young things, that I wasn’t emasculated by Nina. And they got publicity and attention they wouldn’t have gotten on the arm of a less famous man. I finally got frustrated with the charade and quit.

      “You turned your romantic life into a business strategy? You are way more messed up than I imagined. Sean, your romantic life should be private.”

      “My romantic life hasn’t been private since Nina walked into it. No way could the paparazzi resist two megastars together.” He rubbed his eyes. The headache wasn’t leaving. It would be a long day.

      “Well, I understand that. However, it needs to be private from now on. No more dating bimbos.”

      “I’ll have you know that I have a date with a very respectable woman, who’s at least out of her twenties, this very evening,” he blurted out, instantly regretting it. He took a bite of his food. It was too soon to talk about Lily. He didn’t know her well enough, even though his attraction to her felt overwhelming. He needed to be with her. But he couldn’t figure out how to explain that. To anyone.

      “Is she an actress?”

      “No, well not that I know of.”

      “Blond?”

      “Yes, blond. Many people in this world are blond. Are you that bigoted?”

      Casey gave him her patented ‘you idiot’ look. “How did you meet her and when?”

      “Last night. At the signing.”

      “So you only met her last night? You don’t know anything about her.”

      “She’s not a twenty something starlet.”

      “However, she’s not someone to settle down with, is she? She just thinks you’re some hot movie star.”

      “I don’t know what she thinks of me. You can’t figure that out from one short meeting. And I don’t get a chance to meet many women who are unaware of who I am.”

      “Touché,” said Casey, toying with her lunch. She set her fork down and looked at him.

      “I want you to find your soul mate. As far as James can tell from his research, the Gift doesn’t simply skip one half of a pair of twins. I want you to find the right woman and start attracting kids. I just really want you to meet someone you can be happy with. I know you’re not right now.”

      “I understand you want the best for me, Sis. That’s why I haven’t thrown you through the beautiful glass door of this establishment,” he said, not wanting to talk about the Gift. He felt so mixed about the whole thing. He was in his forties and it still hadn’t appeared in his life. He desperately wanted to find his twin soul and start a family. Because the Gift hadn’t shown up yet, he was equally afraid that he’d missed his chance somewhere or that it simply wouldn’t happen to him.

      “You’d never be able to throw me through the door. I can take you,” she said, sipping her water.

      “No, but I’m sorely tempted to try.” He rubbed his temples and pushed the plate away, half uneaten. “Are you sure you can take me?”

      “Sure of it. I’m in shape. I have teenage boys to wrestle with, remember?”

      He insisted on paying the bill. They walked to their cars. The rain had momentarily stopped, leaving the streets and everything else intensely sparkling. The sunglasses went back on.

      “Headache still there?” asked Casey.

      “Yeah. No change.”

      “I’m sorry. But you get to rest this afternoon, right.”

      “No, I have to make a few phone calls. Business to attend to,” he smiled, grimly, remembering the message Nina had left.

      “It sucks to be you. Daniel thinks you’re a god, you know. He wants to grow up to be you. You need to hang around him more often, so he sees the downside of his uncle’s life.”

      “I really will think about what you’ve said. I would like to spend more time with my family. I need rejuvenating. I’ve got a lot to sort out.”

      “Well, call Marcia if you want to see the condos. I love you, little brother,” she said, hugging him and getting into her car. “Take care of yourself.”

      “Yes, big sister, I will. Take care of yourself as well.”

      “I always do. Put the oxygen mask on myself first, kids second.”

      He laughed, got in the rental car and drove to the hotel, feeling desperate for his head to stop hurting. In the elevator, he checked his messages. His agent had texted. ‘Urgent, call me. Nina replacing Lillian to play opposite you. Lillian injured.’

      Sean’s heart dropped to the floor. He loved Lillian Anderson’s work. It was one of the reasons he’d chosen to be in the upcoming film. Nina had left a gushing message earlier in the day, telling him the same thing. Nina. Rage poured through his body as he walked down the hall to his room. Rage at her, rage at his pounding head, rage at feeling powerless to change his life.

      Inside the beige suite, he kicked off his damp shoes, tossed his raincoat towards the closet, drank some water and pulled the gauzy layer of the curtains shut. He sat on the carpet and did some stretching and breathing exercises. Only then did he call the director of his next film. The one that started shooting next week.

      “I’m sorry, Mr. O’Neill. Mr. Nicholls is on another line. Would you care to hold or shall I have him return your call?” asked the assistant, whose syrupy voice on the other end only made him want to put his hands around her throat and strangle her.

      “I’ll hold,” he said. He put his phone on speaker, and paced back and forth around the room, trying to calm down and think of a useful way to voice his objections.

      Finally a male voice came on, “Sean, how are you?”

      “Not great. How are you?”

      “I’m running a mile a minute, as always. What’s up?”

      As if he didn’t know. Bloody bastard.

      “I don’t want to be a pain in the ass, but I agreed to do this picture with Lillian Anderson as my costar.”

      “You agent told you that Lillian has been in a car accident.”

      “I understand that, however, I will not do a love scene with Nina, if in fact she does replace Lillian. I won’t budge on that. Isn’t there any way to postpone shooting? I really want to work with Lillian.”

      “Sean, we didn’t choose Nina to spite you. She was the only actress available, who could give us the performance we need, at such short notice. They can’t give us a time line for Lillian’s recovery, even if we could postpone. Which we can’t. Our lead time is too short and the other actors and tech people have other commitments.”

      “I won’t do a love scene with Nina. You can release me from the contract and find a different actor if you need to.” Sean’s head throbbed and he sat on a chair, laying his head on the nearby table.

      “Sean, I don’t want to do that. You and Nina set off fireworks together on screen. And we need that love scene. It’s crucial to the story. You know that. Can we compromise here?”

      “I’m not a good enough actor to do a love scene with her. I’m not even sure I can be on the same set as her without strangling her. What other compromises did you have in mind?”

      “I don’t know. I just don’t feel good about letting you go without trying to work something out. We had to scramble to find Nina. Time’s running short. We’ve already started shooting. We’d need to rethink costumes and makeup, again. Maybe we can do something with body doubles. I don’t know. Let me meet with everyone to see if we can find a solution. Give me a chance to work with this.”

      “I’ll give you a chance, but no love scene,” said Sean.

      He hung up and ran water in the bathtub. He hadn’t handled that well. Damn, he was a mess. Now he’d get a reputation as a prima donna.

      He walked to the door and clicked on the ‘do not disturb’ sign and switched his phone to vibrate. It was six. He poured a scotch from the mini bar and drank it. How could he possibly go on a date tonight? How could he do this movie with Nina in it?

      Part of him wanted to call and cancel the date. Another part held out hope that the amazing electricity he’d felt when meeting Lily last night, meant something. He wouldn’t give up that chance for the world. She might be the one.

      He undressed and sat in the hot tub with the lights out.

      In the darkness his head throbbed. And his mind went back and forth between Nina and Lily.
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      Lily dangled from the orange Fremont Bridge, held only by a purple bungee cord. For three hours. In the pouring rain.

      She’d accepted the booking for the sportswear shoot months before. Gerard, the photographer, shot from a boat below, then on land, then above on the pedestrian walkway and lastly, leaning over the bridge.

      They should have pulled her up to take a break, while he moved around. But they didn’t. They should have prearranged a signal for her to use if she needed to come up. But they didn’t. She should have thought of that. But she didn’t.

      She’d been too excited anticipating her big date with Sean to think clearly.

      Normally, heights didn’t scare her. After the first hour of swinging in the cold breeze and streaming rain, her arms and legs went numb, except her bad knee which ached from the cold. At least she had water. All she had to do was stick out her tongue to get fresh, cool water.

      She looked down on the ship canal, watching the boats move past below, half hidden by the rain. Occasionally, the awful smell from their engines drifted up to her. It was almost as bad as bus exhaust.

      Would she ever be able to move her limbs again? Losing control of her body made everything else more frightening. She tried not to focus on the fact that only a purple string kept her from plunging into the freezing cold water. Instead she kept her attention on the fact that the money was good and would give her enough to get by for a few months.

      Twisting in the downpour gave her plenty of time to think as her body slowly atrophied. She stuffed thoughts of her hot date to the back of her mind. It felt too important and she didn’t want to think about it, somehow afraid she’d jinx it.

      Trivial stuff, that’s what she needed to make herself stay present. What part of the city did she want to live in? The cheapest were far north or far south.

      Cold water ran down her sides, beneath the loose fitting sweater.

      Damn.

      The coat leaked. So did the helmet. It must be a cycling helmet with vents. She hadn’t really seen it before they’d strapped it on. The urban chic sportswear was not impressive. It might look hip, but it sure wasn’t warm enough for this weather. She felt as if the wind blew right through her.

      Lily heard sirens above and looked up to see the lights. Police.

      Finally, they closed down the shoot. She’d overheard the crew speculating when they started on how long it would take.

      Gerard had said, “No, no. Do not worry pretty little heads about zis.”

      He called everyone pretty.

      “All ze permits are in order.”

      His assistant had stood behind him, shaking her head. Which meant there were not permits. Gerard, or someone higher up the food chain, would get a rather hefty fine for holding up traffic.

      That they had no permits should have been her first signal that she should bail.

      After the police arrived and she was pulled up, Lily changed into dry clothes and took her lunch break in her car, the failing heater on full blast. She alternately drank hot coffee and hot soup that one of the assistants brought, staring at the rain-blurred windows.

      As her body thawed out, she relived the previous evening at the bookstore in detail. Sean had been amazing, thoughtful and kind. She’d never had a man like that in her life. Other than Dad.

      Her first choice for a partner had seemed kind, but he started drinking and turned cruel. The marriage ended in divorce, years ago. She wanted to find someone who could really care for her, as she was willing to care for him. Sean was out of her league, but he was a good start in looking for the right man. A warm glow surrounded her as feeling returned to her arms and legs.

      The next phase of the shoot involved an outdoor climbing wall at the UW. Still raining, harder this time.

      Lily stood waiting for her turn. In dry clothes. At least for a while.

      Jennifer scrambled up the wall first and hung there, waving her arms and whooping like a frat boy. Sam went lower and to her right. Lily scaled the wall directly beneath Jennifer. Michele came up below her. They formed a rough parallelogram.

      The rain increased in volume and Lily silently thanked her gloves and shoes for their grips as she clung to the wall, moving ever so slightly to keep her body warmed up.

      She smelled magnolia flowers. There were a few trees across the way, she didn’t know what kind. But they weren’t flowering. And it was November. Didn’t magnolias lose their leaves in the fall? She didn’t know. Someone must be wearing heavy perfume. Otherwise how could she smell it during a downpour?

      She started sneezing from the fragrance. The wall was slippery from the deluge. How could Gerard even see to shoot?

      Her mind wandered back to the date. She just needed to think of something intelligent to talk about. To impress Sean that she wasn’t a dumb blond model. Even if he wrote her off, she’d still have one evening with that luscious man.

      Gerard pranced around in his warm, eggplant purple coat with red, faux fur around the neck.

      He said, “You must envision yourself fighting for your place wiz nature. Life is a battle and you must be ze vinner. Ze Fierce line of clothing is about having mastery over oneself and one’s environment. You must feel zis to ze core of your beings!”

      Above her, Jennifer whooped and hollered.

      Lily felt miserable and wanted to haul off and belt either Jennifer or Gerard. She caught the overwhelming scent of magnolias again. It was so powerful, that it made her feel nauseated. She fixed her concentration firmly on the glove in front of her on the wall. Why did she smell magnolias? It couldn’t be Jennifer. She wasn’t that close. Neither was anyone else.

      Across the grass, a boy with longish brown hair and one shoulder raised to support a heavy backpack stood watching the shoot. He was close enough that she could see him rolling his eyes, but at what? Then he smiled at her and her heart melted.

      Just then, Lily felt Jennifer slip and hit her. It took forever to fall just a few feet.

      The next moment she lay on the ground, her back spasming. The pain took her breath away. Then Jennifer landed on top of her. Lily pushed her off and the nymphet bounced up unharmed. Lily’s back was out. It throbbed as if elephants were tap dancing on it.

      The boy came running over, “Mom, are you okay?” he asked, his face wrinkled with worry.

      Had she hit her head in the fall? Who was he?

      “Are you Lily’s son?” asked Michelle.

      “Yeah,” he said. “Are you okay, Mom?” he asked again, touching her arm.

      “My back’s out, I think.” How could she have forgotten a son? It didn’t make any sense. Still, she knew his name was Teddy, he was fifteen, hated school and loved music. She slowly moved to a sitting position, breathing hard at the pain shooting up her back.

      She watched Jennifer and Sam climb up the wall again. Gerard and his staff ignored her, probably terrified she’d sue them.

      “We’ve got to get you to the ER,” said Michelle.

      “No. My back’s just out. There’s a clinic by my apartment. I’ve been there before.”

      Michelle turned to the boy. “You’re Teddy, right?”

      “Yes.”

      “Well Teddy, we’ve got to get your mom to the clinic. Can you help me get her up?”

      “No problem,” he said, dropping his backpack.

      “Gently now,” said Michelle.

      She tried to stand, but it hurt too much. She ended up crawling back to her car, through the puddles, which soaked through the rain pants. The cold wetness chilled her skin.





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/livinginthelowerchakras-55x85cover.jpg
-







