
Twi Hard: 
A Twin Fang Prequel 

Lacy Maran & Kevin Michael



 
 
Team Vamp or Team Wolf?  The brooding hunk that made your 

heart skip a beat, or the shirtless best friend aspiring to 
be more?  Two extraordinary men fighting over one ordinary 
girl.  Some people didn't understand allure of the Twin 
Fang Saga.  But for Twi Hards, the only question that 
mattered was which side you were on.  Sometimes falling in 
love was a hairy situation, other times it just bit.  But 
the decision wasn't to be taken lightly.  At least not by 
Alice Johnson.   

Alice had read all the books.  She'd seen all the movies.  
And she had the bumper stickers and fangtastic t-shirts to 
show her Twi pride.  She had even dabbled in a little fan 
fiction from time to time--putting herself in Ella's place, 
of course.  But wishing and dreaming you were Ella was one 
thing.  Actually having to pick between Vamp or Wolf was 
another.  

And yet there Alice stood in Convention Hall H having to 
make just that decision.  She'd come to San Diego for the 
Mother of all Twi Hard conventions, but she'd be leaving 
with a hunk on her arm that would make all the other girls 
smolder with jealousy.  The question was, which hunk? 

Alice had started the convention off far more 
inauspiciously.  With just a ticket and a dream as a matter 
of fact.  Ali had driven three hundred miles to be among 
the fanged faithful to be the first to see the new Breaking 
Down trailer.  But it was more than just bragging rights.  
The convention was one of a kind.  A chance to share her 
fandom with people that actually understood her fervor 
instead of condemning it.   

Unlike Ali's family and even some of her friends, the 
convention goers had Twi hard bumper stickers, Team Vamp t-
shirts, and an insatiable appetite for anything Twi 
related.  Meanwhile at home, Ali had a grown brother that 
had plenty of energy to twiddle away on Fantasy Football, 
but balked at the thought of fantasy fiction.  Ali's 
parents worried that if she'd take her head out of vampire 
books every once in a while, maybe a real boy would sink 
his teeth into her.  And as a newly minted High School 
Graduate, most of Ali's summer job coworkers were busy 
scaring up the next round of adult beverages while 
chastising Alice for reading little kid books.  

Alice got tired of people asking why she cared so much 
about vampires.  But those people just didn't understand.  
What girl wouldn't love to have her pick of two dreamy 
guys?  Who wouldn't want to be loved, desired, and fought 



over?  Besides, vampires were the ultimate bad boys.  Not 
to mention the fact that all the Twi Hard swooning wasn't 
over some coked up super model or walking eating disorder.  
No, the guys in Twi Hard series had their eyes on one 
simple, every day, ordinary girl.  Someone just like Alice.   

But although some Twi Hards turned to the books for an 
escape, Alice felt a special affinity with Ella.  Alice had 
also traded sunny skies for the overcast forecast of a new 
town.  She also had trouble making new friends.  And her 
Dad was more of a stranger to her than a Father Figure.   

But being a Twi Hard was about more than just sharing an 
affinity for the books characters.  It was about sharing an 
affinity with the fans that loved the books.  And some of 
them were pretty wild characters themselves.  If the Twi 
Hard kingdom was a family the Soccer Moms that turned their 
mini vans into rolling shrines were like the black sheep 
Aunts got a little loose with the gin and tonics during 
family reunions. 

And for Twi Hards, there was no greater reunion than a 
convention.  Hall H had welcome Alice with open arms 
immediately upon arrival.  And Alice sunk her teeth into 
the festivities fang first.  She'd raided the merchandise 
booth like a vampire at a blood bank, got autographs for a 
few of the movies supporting characters, and even swung by 
the Twi Hard Trivia panel.  But that was all just a piddly 
appetizer compared to the main course.  The trailer for 
Breaking Down wasn't just a movie preview.  It was the end 
of an era.  There would be no more books to follow.  No 
movies.  Just unrequited yearning for more fanged content. 

Alice wanted to revel in what was left.  She'd woken up 
at five am and had her sights set on being the first in 
line.  That was, until things got a little hairy.   

"Alice Johnson?" a Male Voice called out.   
Alice stopped in her tracks.  That Voice was strangely 

familiar.  And yet Alice couldn't quite place it.  Until 
she cast her eyes on Ryan Maxwell.  He was six feet of 
lean, carved muscle.  Stunningly handsome.  Deep eyes.  
Killer smile.  Oh, and completely shirtless.  Ryan was 
decked out as Jay, the comely wolf best friend of Ella in 
the Twin Fang series. 

But to Alice, he was more.  Jay was a long lost hunk.  An 
old bunk buddy from her camp days in her pre pubescent 
past.  But adolescence had been good to Ryan.  Seeing him 
after nearly a decade apart, Ryan had grown into hunk 
enough to stop Alice in her tracks.  Not to mention make 
her forget about the Breaking Down trailer.      

"Talk about stepping into a time machine.  But you're 



just as beautiful as ever," Ryan declared, much to Alice's 
smitten delight.  If the shirtless sight for sore eyes 
wasn't enough, Ryan was strumming a guitar with dexterous 
ease.  Was there anything sexier than a hunk with a guitar? 
Alice asked herself.   

"Ryan Maxwell.  What are you doing here?" Alice asked, 
shocked not just to see Ryan, but at a Twi Hard convention 
none the less.   

"I'm the lead guitarist in Blue Moon." 
Alice furrowed her brow.   
"We're going to be playing a few Twi Hard tribute songs 

today." 
"You've sure come a long way since those old campfire 

sing a longs," Alice joked.   
"If you're lucky, I might pull one of those out as an 

encore," Ryan flirted.   
"Hardly what I'd call lucky.  Unless there's some 

s'mores." 
"I'd sure like to see you s'more." 
"Hook, line, but no sinker on that one.  Yikes, do the 

girls usually fall for that mush?" 
"I'm usually a lot smoother than that.  Then again, I'm 

not usually shirtless in front of a girl I've had a massive 
crush on since grade school." 

Alice eyed Ryan's chiseled pecks.  "Trust me, you have 
nothing to be ashamed of." 

Ryan blushed, then seemed to get his bearings again.  
"Does that mean you'll stick around for our set?" 

"Of course," Alice blurted out, lost in the rippling 
waves of Ryan's washboard abs.   

"Sweet.  Anyway, there's a wrap party afterwards, maybe 
you'd want to swing by?" 

What a difference a decade made.  Back at Camp, Ryan was 
the best friend type.  The awkward pimply kid that lived in 
the friend zone but always wanted more.  The proof that 
nice guys finished last while the cool kids got to kiss the 
girls at the tire swing.  But Ryan had made the best of his 
athletic build and an opportune growth spurt. He looked 
more than ready to kick the friend zone square in the ass.  
Yup, Ryan was ready to come first in Alice's heart.  Until 
Johnny Casanova took the stage.   

"Who's that?" Alice remarked.   
If Ryan was carved, Johnny was chiseled by God.  A real 

life Adonis.  Jaw droppingly handsome.  As close to perfect 
as a nineteen year old could be.  Smolderingly intense.  
Effortlessly charming with soft, kissable lips.  Not to 
mention the accent.  A gentle, irresistible British accent 



cooed at Alice like a lullaby with every word out of his 
mouth.  But Johnny was more than just easy on the eyes.  
The guy had bad boy practically tattooed across his chest.  
And, just like camp days, Ryan faded into the distance, a 
guitarist dwarfed by his lead singer.   

"Well hello love, pleasure to meet you," Johnny said.   
Alice practically turned into putty.  
"Trust me, the pleasures mine," Alice said, instantly 

smitten.   
"I wish all our fans were as beautiful as you," Johnny 

continued, with effortless charm.   
Alice started blushing, overcome with flattery.  But 

years of teenage insecurity were hard to overcome.  "I 
think you have me mistaken for a much prettier girl." 

"Are you kidding?  You're gorgeous," Ryan blurted out, in 
true candor.  But the wolven guitarist had already faded 
into the background, a footnote in another man's love 
story.   

Alice didn't even hear Ryan's mooning, rather she waited 
with baited breath on Johnny's next words.  "There aren't 
enough love songs in the world to do you justice." 

That was the cherry on top.  Alice was crushing hard, 
head squarely over heels.  And the band hadn't even played 
a song.   

Johnny was more than just talk though.  He was full of 
tantalizing action, swiveling his hips on stage like a 
superstar.  Johnny made a lot of fans at the convention, 
but none bigger than Alice.  Of course, having a song 
dedicated to her surely helped.  But despite the pre show 
swooning, the concert was a star in its own right.   

Johnny Casanova & The Fanged Four had a promising future 
ahead of them as a band.  Almost as promising as Johnny's 
future with Alice.  The crowd clamored for an encore, but 
it was the after party Alice couldn't wait for.   

Going backstage meant different things to different 
people.  For some, it was the free food.  For others, it 
was the ability to meet the band.  For Alice, it was about 
getting to spend more time with Johnny.   

What a difference an hour made.  Alice was blissfully 
unaware that she was missing the premiere of her Breaking 
Down trailer.  Who needed a teaser for a movie when you 
could have your own Hollywood ending.  After all, Johnny 
didn't just play the Ted Mullen part in a tribute band.  
Johnny was a brooding hunk of epic proportions.  And he 
kissed like one too.   

No one was more surprised to be heavy necking in the 
green room than Alice.  Jumping hickey first into 



relationships was not usually Ali's calling card.  Then 
again, it was anything but a hum drum courtship.  Alice and 
Johnny shared a smoldering intensity.  And much to the 
local groupies dismay, the newly minted couple spent more 
time exploring each other anatomy than meeting and greeting 
with the fans.   

Ryan on the other hand, found himself in the all too 
familiar position of bringing up the rear.  Rippling abs 
could do nothing to make Ryan anything more than a third 
wheel.  Too bad he was the last to realize it.  Ryan's 
denial ran almost as deep as the heartbreak he was about to 
feel.  But seeing Alice and Johnny together was enough to 
make Ryan howl at the moon.  There weren't enough groupies 
in the world to calm the storm in Ryan's heart.   

Ali was overcome by a different rush of emotions.  In 
less than a day, she'd gone from the runt of the dating 
litter to a boldly going where no Twi Hard had gone before.  
There was something strangely exhilarating and intimidating 
in falling so hard so fast.  But while her past 
relationships all seemed to plenty of fizzle, Ali's heart 
had never been so on fire.  But whereas she used to resist 
giving herself over so completely, Alice felt completely 
safe with her new bad boy.  And in time, those feelings 
would blossom into something unlike anything she'd ever 
imagined.   

********* 
Young love made people do things they never imagined.  

Like run the merchandise booth before her boyfriends gig at 
a bowling alley.  It turned out not everyone was as excited 
about vampire-themed rock music.  Then again, league night 
amidst half off beer pitchers probably wasn't one of the 
great scheduling moves in history.  Snafu's aside, Alice 
still believed in her man--through both the good concerts 
at an S&M bar, and horrendous bombs at a your neighbors Bar 
Mitzvah. 

There were sparkles of absolute brilliance.  Moments when 
the band seemed to be guitar-wielding preachers, converting 
non believers in the power of rock.  Times when fans wanted 
to rush the stage over doing anything else in the world.  
There was the electricity of hearing something you wrote 
being played on the radio for the very first time--then 
promptly pre-empted for the emergency broadcast system.   

Then there were the doldrums.  When you drove seven hours 
cramped in a beat up mini van for a show that barely paid 
your gas money.  When selling your soul couldn't even book 
you a gig.  When you realize a you're going to be living 
off ramen noodles for years to come.   



But when you're in the honeymoon stage of a relationship, 
none of that matters.  Everything feels so exciting and 
new.  You can't keep a smile off your face.  Can't help but 
feel butterflies in your stomach.  Wait on every word of 
your partners mouth.  It was a magical time filled with 
unabated passion.  And Alice never thought it will end. 

But as summer crept to a close and the humid swelter gave 
way to the stiff breezes of fall, Ali found the tour going 
on without her.  Johnny decided to chase fame with reckless 
abandon.  Meanwhile higher learning awaited Ali,  and with 
it long distance love.  But absence hardly made her heart 
grow fonder.   

She missed his touch.  The soft kisses.  The sweet 
nothings he whispered in his ear.  The way his smile could 
just light up her day.  How he'd show his softer side in 
closed quarters.  But how she never knew what trick would 
be up his sleeve.  But through it, she always had his 
music.  Not to mention the song he'd written about her.  
"The Girl In The Blue Dress."  If Ali knew the summer dress 
she'd worn to the convention would have become the 
inspiration for a song, she'd have put more time into 
picking it out.  But it became music to her ears, a 
lifeline to Johnny at any moment, a crutch she was in no 
hurry to give up.   

The weeks without Johnny grew tougher, even with class as 
a distraction.  Promised phone calls went undialed.  And 
into the void stepped an old friend.  Ryan had grown tired 
of chasing the dream.  He'd left the band, citing creative 
differences.  The real difference was Alice.  It was bad 
enough having an unrequited crush.  But to lose out to your 
band mate was enough to send you over the edge.   

Ryan became Alice's campus confidante.  Her shoulder to 
cry on.  The dorm mate whose door was always open, come 
rain or shine--late night or early morning.  But while Ali 
couldn't get Johnny out of her head, Ryan couldn't get 
Alice out of his.  Ryan had always wanted to be more than 
friends.  He would take a silver bullet for her. 

And as Johnny's gigs took him further away from campus, 
Alice drew closer to Ryan.   

A little too close sometimes.  Sure it felt good knowing 
there was someone that knew all her quirks and 
idiosyncrasies.  Unfortunately, her boyfriend wasn't that 
guy.  As Johnny went AWOL, Ryan became a fixture in Alice's 
life.  And despite her best efforts, feelings crept in for 
Ryan.   

Parents Weekend was the game changer though.  Following a 
week of lengthy promises, Johnny was a no show yet again.  



But Alice's parents didn't seem to miss him.  After all, 
they had Ryan to impress them.  Whereas Johnny was a bad 
boy to the bone, Ryan was built to impress parents.  Full 
of manners and respect, Alice's parents were quick to 
assume Ryan actually was Ali's boyfriend.  And although 
Alice was quick to correct them, her parents couldn't stop 
mentioning what a great couple they made.   

That's when Ali knew she'd let her feelings get the best 
of her.  Because for a brief moment, she didn't mind 
pretending Ryan actually was her boyfriend.   

In a moment of weakness, Alice actually came close to 
being Ryan's boyfriend.  They were alone, under a moon lit 
sky.  Ali was buzzed on sugary mixed drink, but completely 
drunk on Ryan's flirtation.  They shared knowing glances, 
gazing deep into each others eyes.  And it took all Ali had 
not to just give in to the temptation.  Taste the forbidden 
fruit.   

Everyone has those moments.  When they wonder how things 
could have been if they'd just chosen differently.  Alice 
was on the precipice of finding out just what she'd been 
missing out on.  And the view looked pretty good.  But just 
as Alice reached the point of no return, she found herself 
hesitating.  Pulling back.  Getting her senses once again.     
And--luckily in a college town, drunks were never too far 
away to torpedo even the most romantic moments the Universe 
could conjure up.   

The sound of a bombed frat dude hurling in a nearby bush 
was more than enough to bring Alice back to her senses.  
The moment passed and Ali counted her blessings.  After 
all, if Alice was anything, it was loyal--to a fault.  
She'd never cheat on Johnny, no matter the moment of 
weakness.  She was a good girl.  But she was tired of 
finishing last.  Alice was tired of the emotional tornado.  
She wanted her real boyfriend back.   

Then just as all seemed lost, Johnny re-entered the fold.  
He'd finally found a regular gig, closer to home than he 
imagined.  After months of touring the Midwest, Johnny had 
to look no further than the local campus watering hole to 
strum his guitar.  Johnny would be the Friday night house 
band, laying down his catchy hooks on Alice and Fraternity 
types alike.   

Alice was never happier to see him.  They rekindled in 
short order, making up for lost hickeys.  In an instant, 
Ali was reminded of all the things she loved about Johnny.  
His passion.  His talent.  His insatiable appetite for all 
things Alice.  Johnny truly was one of a kind and Ali was 
smitten once again.  She didn't even need alcohol to get 



drunk on Johnny's looks.  His tender touch.  His devilishly 
delicious grin.     

But things had changed.  Johnny wasn't the only hunk in 
town.  Ali had seen the grass, and began to wonder if it 
was greener on Ryan's side.  She was torn.  After all, Ryan 
wasn't just the third wheel anymore.  He had become a stick 
in the spoke of Johnny and Alice's tire.  The third wheel.  
The path not taken.   

For once, Ryan was actually a threat to Johnny and Ali's 
relationship.  Of course Johnny didn't realize it though.  
The road had not been kind to Johnny's ego.  Neither had 
opening for a Midget Tribute Band.  But when he saw Alice 
again, Johnny felt more Casanova than ever.  Ali was the 
best confidence booster.  An energy drink for his soul.  
The antidote to the musical enema he'd been given.   

Still, Ali would find herself wishing Johnny were more 
like Ryan sometimes.  That he'd be as obsessed with her as 
he was with his guitar.  That he'd know just what to say 
and when to say it.  That he really was her soul mate.   

*********   
Alice's emotions twisted and turned like a runaway 

tornado long after storm season passed.  Ali was always 
envious of Bella.  How she had two men fawning over her.  
Fighting to the death for her.  Full of primal, biting 
passion.  It turned out it wasn't easy being caught in a 
love triangle.  Something had to give.  Something had to 
break.  And before long, Alice would find out things would 
never be the same.   

Ryan was proof that you couldn't have your cake and eat 
him too.  He was like going to a museum.  Nice to look at, 
but off limits to touch.  But he also wasn't willing to 
wait around forever.   

In an ironic twist of fate, Ryan landed a plum gig off 
campus.  If Johnny really were a vampire, he would have 
sucked Ryan dry out of spite.  If it wasn't enough that 
Ryan was able to succeed without his former band mate, 
Johnny wasn't happy to see his girlfriend among Ryan's fan 
base.  But of course Alice was in attendance.  What kind of 
a friend would she be otherwise?   

Who would have thought landing a spot as an opening act 
for a band called Keg-A-Saurus Sex would cause such 
turmoil?  But a line in the sand hand been drawn--Ali just 
didn't realize it.  Johnny wasn't about to pony up money to 
see his former guitarist rock out on stage.  But he wanted 
Alice to boycott as well.   

Alice and Johnny had never fought before.  Hell, they'd 
hardly even raised their voices at each other.  But when it 



came to Ryan, the honeymoon was over.  Ali wasn't about to 
be told what to do, even if it was by the man she loved.   

Alice was going to that concert.  Little did she know 
when she came back, nothing would ever be the same again.                

The concert was amazing.  The crowd was buzzing beyond 
just the half price shooters.  There was an electricity in 
the air as Ryan played.  And despite all the new fans he 
was making, Ryan only wanted to give a backstage pass to 
one.  Ryan used the encore as his soap box to preach his 
love for Ali.   

It took him nearly a year, but Ryan finally managed to 
come clean.  Like a stadium marriage proposal gone wrong 
though, Ryan did not get the reaction he was hoping for.  
As Keg-A-Saurus Sex took the stage, the real show started 
to unfold in the green room.  Ali tried to pick her jaw up 
from the floor while Ryan stated his case.  How strong his 
feelings were for Alice.  How he was tired of being just 
friends.  How he wanted more.  How standing idlely by was 
torture, ripping his soul in two.   

That was not what Alice wanted to hear.  She wasn't 
expecting to make a life-changing decision.  She sure as 
hell never thought she'd be forced to choose between her 
boyfriend and best friend.  She just wanted to hear some 
catchy music.  But Ryan was tired of being just her friend.  
He wanted to be her boyfriend--and nothing less. 

And boy did he make a convincing case.  But Alice's heart 
wasn't up for auction.  It didn't respond to ultimatums.  
And it had made up it's mind.  But most importantly, Ali's 
heart belonged to one man, and that man was not Ryan.  So 
despite Ryan's many charms and impressive musical talent, 
Ali would still be going home to Johnny.  And nothing was 
going to change that.   

*********        
You never forget the moment your life is propelled into 

the stratosphere.  See, most girls would give anything to 
have one of the Twi Hard guys even pining for them.  Alice 
was going to marry one of them.  At least that was the 
rumor.   

A lot had changed since that fateful Keg-A-Saurus Sex 
concert.  While Alice and Ryan's friendship soured, 
hampered by an unrequited crush that always seemed to be 
lingering, Johnny's career started to take off.   

One of his demo CD's had made it into the hands of the 
right person in Hollywood, and suddenly Johnny's music 
career seemed imminent instead of in question.  With it, 
Ali and Johnny's relationship also seemed ready to be taken 
to the next level.  But after putting all her eggs in 



Johnny's basket, it was paying off.  Upon hearing Johnny's 
demo, the Hollywood music big wigs invited him to the 
Golden State to make an EP.  And, if the songs were music 
to their ears, they'd sign him to a record deal.   

Alice never had more mixed reactions in her life.  No one 
was a bigger fan of Johnny's music than Ali.  And Alice was 
thrilled to think of Johnny getting a record contract.  But 
that meant months apart after just getting her beau back.   

Johnny had a way with words though.  He told Alice it was 
going to be the last time they'd be apart.  That with the 
record deal inked, he'd take care of Alice for good.  That 
they'd be able to build a life together.  Travel.  Explore 
the world.  Experience a level of riches they'd only dreamt 
of.   

Alice gave her mixed blessing.  This had to be Johnny's 
big break.  She couldn't handle more long distance dating 
disarray.  And so Johnny hopped a flight to California 
while Ali stayed home to finish her Freshman year of 
college. 

Then, it happened.  Alice was micro waving ramen noodles 
on a break from cramming for her Bio mid term when a call 
came over the line.  It was Johnny with unbelievable news.  
He had a big surprise for Ali.  One she'd never believe.  
He said it was going to change everything. 

Johnny wanted Ali to drop everything and come out to LA.  
Never mind her studies.  Never mind her degree.  It was the 
moment they'd been waiting for.  Johnny hadn't been so 
excited since he first met Alice.   

Ali's head was flooded with possibilities.  Johnny was 
mum on the details though, only leaving two brief hints.  
There were actually two surprises.  One was about Johnny's 
music career.  And the other was about their relationship.   

For the first time, Alice paid little attention to her 
frisking at airport security or the gelatinous man stealing 
her arm rest and snoring up a storm on plane.  All Ali 
cared about was seeing Johnny again.  The flight was 
torture for Ali's overactive imagination.  All the 
possibilities.  Opportunities.  Alice was desperate to know 
what was in store for her.   

The record company sure knew how to take care of people 
though.  A chauffeur awaited Alice at the terminal.  The 
ride to Johnny's Wonderland Blvd apartment was a star 
struck kaleidoscope of Hollywood glitz.  Was this what life 
would be like from here on out?  Ali sure could get used to 
such pampering.  At the legendary rock star haunt, Alice 
went from chauffeur to concierge treatment.  The building 
was immaculate.  Johnny had left a spare key with the limo 



driver so she could let herself in, but all Alice cared 
about was what awaited her beyond the front door.   

She pictured a bed of roses or maybe a sweet serenade.  
Johnny loved surprises.  But even he had a lot to live up 
to after the limo ride over.  As Ali put the key in the 
door, she tried to keep her head from exploding.  But 
nothing could prepare her for what waited on the other 
side.   

There were no roses.  No serenade.  No hero's welcome.  
At least not for Ali.  Fact was, Johnny seemed just as 
surprised to see Alice as she was to see another woman in 
his bed.  Apparently Johnny decided to celebrate landing a 
record contract early with his studio producer.  And by the 
looks of it, they had celebrated all over Johnny's bed.   

Alice wasn't prepared for a betrayal that deep.  To see 
the man she put her life on hold for throw it all away for 
a lousy lay.  To have her leave school mid semester, fly 
halfway across the country, and promise her the World, only 
to stake her in the heart.  That was not the Hollywood 
ending she had expected.  And after all that, the betrayal, 
the lie, the emotional annihilation, all Johnny had to say 
was "Your flight was early." 

********* 
Some people didn't understand the allure of the Twin Fang 

Saga.  They saw it as just a bunch of toothless vampires 
and werewolves making much ado about some everyday, 
ordinary girl.  That it was just some sappy saga for losers 
in love.  But the haters just didn't understand.   

In the Twin Fang Saga, the nice girl didn't finish last.  
She was lauded, pursued by hunks, lionized.  In the twi 
hard universe, girls like Alice weren't objects of ridicule 
or heartbreak.  Ella didn't have her best friend give her a 
romantic ultimatum.  She didn't have her boyfriend cheat on 
her with some loose-legged music producer.  No--Ella got to 
live the dream.  She was fought over.  Prized.  Loved until 
the end.     

So while Alice was stuck, stranded in Hollywood, she had 
only one reprieve from her heartbreak.  Breaking Down was 
ready to hit theaters and Alice couldn't wait to camp out 
and see it.  At least there she knew there would be a happy 
ending.                         

The End. 
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Chapter One 

 
Heavy necking.  Shirtless hunks.  Bad boys with fangs 

looking to warm your blood rather than suck it.  Soulful 
creatures of the night wanting to spend eternity with an 
everyday, ordinary girl.  Alice Johnson loved the vampires 
of fiction.  It was the real life vamps she had trouble 
with.  Then again, not everyone had their boyfriend stolen 
by a vampire vixen.  Hardly a way to celebrate your 
nineteenth birthday.     

Don't tell Hollywood about Alice's mixed emotions though.  
The place had developed fang fever, both onscreen and off.  
Everyone in town seemed more than happy to sell their souls 
for immortality.  Then again, it was debatable whether 
Hollywood ever had a soul to begin with.   

Vampirism was the new fountain of youth, and Beverly 
Hills plastic surgeons were running scared.  No more aging.  
No more wrinkles.  No more diets.  Being a vampire had many 
perks, but in Hollywood, one mattered above all else--the 
ability to stay forever young.  In the old days, turning 
forty was a death sentence to an acting career.  But by 
becoming vampires, the stars never had to step out of the 
spotlight. 

Turns out you couldn't judge a movie by the pale hunk on 
the poster.  Hollywood wanted you to believe that vampires 
were soulful, noble, yet misunderstood men who'd sweep 
women off their feet while capturing their hearts.  
Vegetarian vamps that loved heavy necking, but never gave 
in to their darker impulses.  Alice was the first to buy 
in.  She loved Hollywood almost as much as vampires.  So 
she assumed nothing would be better than the two combined.  
Until her lustful vamp dream became a blood sucking 
reality.  In truth, vampires were a total pain in the neck.  

"Don't you know who I am?"  
That was the kind of soulless berating Alice was used to 

from the undead.  Then again, Alice didn't deal with just 
any old vampires.  She was forced to serve celebrity vamps.  
That was just one of the perks of working at the famed 
Hollywood Hell Hotel.  Sorry, Hollywood Hills Hotel.  A 
playground for the rich, famous, and infamous.  Where 
celebrities behaving badly was just a normal Tuesday.    

It was a lot to sink your teeth into.  Long hours, low 
pay, blood sucking clientele.  Then again, that was hardly 
the life Alice had planned.  The only reason she was even 
in Hollywood in the first place is was her boyfriend Johnny 
Casanova.  Ex-boyfriend, actually.  Alice had nurtured her 



singer songwriter beau and his passion project, Semi-Lethal 
Tai Chi, all through high school.  She'd been there to 
console him after disastrous gigs at laundromats, pizza 
parlors, and bingo halls.  She believed in him when no one 
else did.  Not even his family or friends.  Alice even left 
college and moved to Hollywood for the guy.   

So when he landed a million dollar record deal, the last 
thing Alice expected was to be dumped for a vampire 
actress.  And yet there Alice stood, waiting tables to make 
rent while her ex took a bite out of the music industry 
with a song he wrote about her.  And to add insult to 
injury, Johnny Casanova was staying at that very hotel.  He 
was upstairs in a suite necking with his vampy new 
girlfriend while Alice was being brow-beaten by a blood 
sucker for minimum wage and lousy tips.     

Which brought Alice back to the thought that kept 
hijacking her brain.  If you could make a million dollars, 
but would have to drag two people's names through the mud 
in the process, would you do it?  What if one of the 
muddied victims was your ex boyfriend who unceremoniously 
dumped you?  Could you really pass up a seven figure pay 
check when you were living off of ramen noodles?  Those 
questions kept repeating over and over like a catchy song 
she couldn't get out of her head.   

Alice kept thinking the decision would be so much easier 
if Johnny weren't involved.  But he was an all too integral 
part.  See, Johnny didn't just dump Alice for any celebrity 
vampire.  He dumped her for Tabatha Stevenson. 

Tabatha had fame, fortune, a house in the hills, and an 
A-list hunk to go home to every night.  Hell, she was 
America's Vampire Sweetheart.  But instead of being happy, 
she’d been out back at the hotel pool cheating on Mr. A-
list Hubby with Johnny.  The Tabloids would be all over 
that story like birds of prey swooping in for the kill.  A 
photo toppling two of Showbiz's biggest stars in an 
adulterous lip lock would fetch a million bucks easy, and a 
sweet sense of revenge for Alice.  But could Alice pull the 
trigger?  Vampires were known for being soulless, but was 
Alice willing to sell her human soul for quick cash?    

"What would you do with a million dollars?" Natasha 
Pittsford asked, approaching the servers cubby station at 
the back of the hotels famed Cahuenga Dining Lounge.  If 
Alice was stranded in Hollywood by accident, Natasha was 
born to bask in the bright lights of Tinsel Town.  Lean and 
leggy, Natasha would be the most beautiful woman in any 
room in the Midwest.  But in Hollywood, she was just 
another pretty face.  Just another wannabe actress waiting 



tables. 
The worst part was, Natasha was human.  All the big time 

celebs were vampires.  Their agents and attorneys had sold 
their souls too.  Natasha meanwhile couldn't even get bit 
by a halfway decent blood sucker.  When the vampire craze 
hit, the groupies lined up to get sucked off by A-listers.  
To say they were sired by a super star.  But the celebs 
wouldn't bite.  They wanted elite blood.  Without 
impurities.  Bottled from the source in Fiji.  Not just 
some heavy necking with a wannabe actress.        

So Natasha has been stuck in the Cahuenga lounge waiting 
tables.  Sad thing was, she was desperate enough to take a 
role as Background Vampire #8 in some weirdo Art House Vamp 
Movie.  That's what desperation did to you.  It made you 
lower your standards.  Second guess yourself.  Natasha 
would have no problem selling out Tabatha and Johnny to the 
tabloids for a cool million if she could get beyond her own 
blondeness and figure out how to use her camera phone.   

Alice was different.  She had no interest in acting of 
any kind.  Matter of fact, she couldn't even act like she 
cared about the customers, no less a movie role.  Growing 
up, Alice always thought she had a perfectly pretty face 
and athletic build.  But Hollywood had a way of torpedoing 
a girl's body image.   

That's why the prospect of a million bucks was so 
appealing to Alice.  She could find a place that would 
appreciate her soft and sweet center.  Her electric wit and 
magnetic personality.  Her flights of fancy.  A place where 
Alice could just be herself.  A place where she could even 
figure out who she really was.   

"I wouldn't be working here, that's for sure," Alice 
cracked, straightening her blouse while inputting a guests 
order into a computer terminal.        

"Yeah, but would you come back here and drop six grand on 
Bloody Mary's?" Natasha replied, showing off a guest check 
with a six thousand dollar tab.   

"Wow.  Big spenders.  But are they big tippers?"  
"I hope so.  I feel like a penny slot machine after a 

weekend bender."  Natasha then started singing to herself.  
"Baby I have to confess, I love the girl in the blue 
dress." 

Alice got a blast from the past.  "What are you singing?" 
"Sorry.  I just have this song stuck in my head.  You 

know how it goes." 
"What song is it?" 
"Really, you're going to make me use my brain at this 

hour?"  Natasha joked, looking like she'd been run over by 



a stampede of angry rhino's.  "It goes like this.  'She 
gets me excited in all the right places.  Makes me forget 
other peoples pretty faces.  Baby I have to confess.  I 
love the girl in the blue dress.'" 

"Just had to be Johnny Casanova, didn't it?" Alice 
bemoaned.  Nothing like a turn for the surreal.  "The Girl 
In The Blue Dress" was the song Johnny used to hit it big.  
A song he wrote about Alice.  And now a song Natasha 
couldn't get out of her head.     

"Why don't you be a little less excited?  Guess you don't 
want to meet him then," Natasha said.   

"Wait a minute.  He's here?" 
"Not only is Johnny Casanova here, but he hit the big 

time.  I heard he was with Tabatha Stevenson earlier." 
Natasha turned around to peak back at Johnny's table.  

Alice's heart sunk.  It was one thing to wait tables to 
make rent when your boyfriend dumped you.  It was another 
for your ex to watch you make a fool of yourself waiting 
tables while he spent more money than you make in a month 
on drinks.  Besides, Alice was in no mood to make small 
talk with a man that humiliated her.  If she were to go 
over to Johnny's table, it would be to throw a drink in his 
face.  And considering the rent was nearly due, it was not 
the time for Alice to give her two weeks notice.     

"Wait a minute, where'd he go?" Natasha asked, not seeing 
Johnny at the table.   

All of a sudden, Johnny Casanova belted out drunk karaoke 
like it was dollar pitcher night at a dive bar.  Alice and 
Natasha turned their eyes to the piano at the bar where 
Johnny butchered his own song.  As the singer songwriter 
humiliated himself in front of the dapper and dullard 
crowd, Alice wasn't ashamed to revel in the minor come 
uppance.  But whatever validation Alice felt would soon 
dissipate knowing she'd be returning to a matchbox-sized 
apartment, while Johnny would be living like Vampire 
Royalty.   

Security swooped in to whisk Johnny back to his room, 
putting an end to the nights entertainment.  But not before 
Johnny made one last fool of himself.   

"Thank you Boise!" Johnny reveled, too drunk on Bloody 
Mary's to even remember what city he was in. 

 
Chapter Two  

 
Seeing Johnny was like having salt poured into an old 

wound.  But the worst part was how Johnny wasn't troubled 
at all.  He had just carried on with his life.  Like he'd 



just traded in an old Mp3 player for a better model.  Alice 
meanwhile felt been blindsided by a runaway train.  Her 
heart was as broken as ever.  The problem with the human 
heart is you can't just take it to a repair shop to get it 
fixed.  Only time could heal the wound.   

Ali's raging emotions took hold.  She wondered how she 
could have let someone in, lowered her walls, inhibitions, 
better judgment; only to be staked through the heart.  How 
could she have been so wrong about Johnny?  How could 
someone she trusted so much have betrayed her so 
completely?  And how could Alice still be so torn apart 
after all this time?  

Luckily, work didn't leave Alice time to ruminate.  While 
Johnny spent the rest of his evening hugging the toilet in 
his villa, Alice's evening heated up like a runaway 
wildfire.  If a typical weekend was filled with pomp and 
circumstance, Award Show Weekend would prove to be the most 
migraine-inducing of Alice's life.  But for a place that 
pulled out all the stops for its guests, it pulled the rug 
out from under its employees.  The hotel was happy to break 
your back.  You just couldn't expect them to provide you 
with the medical benefits to pay for the chiropractor.  
Sweet relief came though in the form of Mark Franklin.  
Mark wasn't like most Hollywood types.  He  wasn't fake.  
Airbrushed.  He was just a genuine hunk.  The kind of guy 
that made a girl weak in the knees with just a smile.  Mark 
would fit in better on an Olympic swim team with his long, 
chiseled, and eternally young frame. 

And in a world where the guests rarely looked servers in 
the eye, Mark couldn't stop checking Ali out.   

"If it isn't my favorite server," Mark said, crossing 
paths with Alice as she came out of the ladies room.   

"If it isn't the best tipper in Hollywood," Alice 
responded.   

"Just Hollywood?  Don't you mean in the whole world?" 
"I've never seen you outside of Hollywood." 
"We'll just have to change that." 
"And how would you propose we do that?" 
"Dinner.  Maybe a movie." 
Alice wanted to say yes so bad.  Mark had been flirting 

with her for months.  Dropping hints.  Making her day.  And 
the fact was, they got along amazingly.  As if they'd known 
each other their whole lives.  Alice wanted nothing more 
than to say yes.  And she would, hell--she'd probably be 
planning a family with the guy if not were one thing.  Mark 
wasn't human, but a vamp.  Mind you, not one of the 
soulless bloodsuckers, but a vampire nonetheless.  And 



after Alice's heartbreak with Johnny, coupled with the 
celeb vamps Ali dealt with on a daily basis, she did not 
want an undead boyfriend--even if he was delicious.   

"Nice try," Alice said, playing off Mark's flirtation.  
She changed the subject.  "So, you meeting with the 
Hollywood suits again?" 

Mark was having a movie made about his life.  That was, 
if the producers ever stopped dicking around with Mark.  It 
seemed like he wished he could just go back to working at 
his blood bank and forget Hollywood even existed.     

"Don't remind me." 
"You'll do just fine.  Stop by the Cahuenga Lounge when 

you're meetings done.  I want to hear how things turn out." 
"I'll call it a date." 
Alice pretended she didn't hear that and returned to 

work, having resisted temptation narrowly again.  
*********  

Mark didn't have long in Alice's thoughts before Steve 
approached with another gripe sure to make Ali's head ache.  

"Alice, get your head out of the clouds.  The only bong 
you should be smoking is mine," Steve remarked.   

"There's a better chance of you getting a good tip 
tonight," Alice replied, brushing Steve off.  "At least 
romance isn't dead though," she remarked, sarcastic.   

Steve was the ultimate Occupational Hazard.  The kind of 
horn dog that began conversations with lines like "Hey, you 
wanna bang one out in the walk in?"  He was also a wannabe 
actor with the unfortunate curse of still being human.  You 
might have recognized his work as Syphilis Sufferer #5 in 
"Bobby Regrets Going To The Doctor."  But Steve was also a 
cautionary tale.  According to Natasha, Steve joined the 
hotel of horrors as a wide-eyed yokel.  Just a good ol' boy 
high on manners and low on attitude.  And now he was as 
heartless as a vampire, but without the immortality to fall 
back on.     

Steve went to show that people were a product of their 
environment.  Spend too much time with blood suckers and 
you'd likely get thirsty yourself.  Spend too much time in 
a Hedonism Heaven like the hotel and you'd end up like 
Steve.  Your morals mildewed.  Your good sense got curled 
into the undertow.  That's just what Alice was trying to 
avoid.  Alice managed to keep a good head and heart about 
her, but she was definitely a minority.  Fish out of water 
didn't begin to cover it.  More like a mermaid in the 
desert.  Alice just hoped she wouldn't wither away.  That's 
why she was having such a hard time grappling with becoming 
a tabloid tattle.  But with the dinner rush at full tilt, 



there was other wrestling to be done.     
The Cahuenga Lounge was as vintage as the Hollywood sign 

and had the cache to back it up.   Thick-pocketed tourists 
came from far and wide to graze on chopped salad while 
gawking at the fabled sign that launched a thousand 
delusions a day.  But great as the views were outside, the 
Lounge was just as renown for its cavalcade of Hollywood A-
listers, power lunches, three pictures deals, and more egos 
per capita than anywhere else on Earth.  It was the kind of 
joint where shark wasn’t just something on the menu.  It 
was a place where the menu was more just a list of 
suggestions, and special orders were as ordinary as high 
maintenance customers.   

You could always sniff out the difficult customers, and 
it wasn’t just from their overpriced colognes or perfumes.  
The general rule was, if you wouldn’t invite them to a 
party, they’ll be the table from hell.  And the next table 
was sure to be just that.   

Alice tried not to crack up as she approached a buffoon 
with the World's Worst Hairpiece.  If celebrities were 
normally vain, add a dash of the undead, and the narcissism 
was too much to bare.  This lout was a classic midlife 
crisis case.  But when you're immortal, you never have to 
grow up.  Alice imagined him pulling up to the valet stand 
in his brand new sports car, having left a loving wife and 
confused kids in the dust for this Gold Digger Trophy Wife.  
Never mind that she was barely old enough to drink.  She 
was plenty old enough to suck off his credit cards.   

They were the kind of couple that gave cliché’s a bad 
name.  Now she got money, and he got young blood, but what 
did Alice get out of their peculiar pairing other than a 
pounding headache?  Dealing with them would be like tearing 
off a bandage.  Better to do it quick.  

"Yeah, can I get a Bloody Mary without the Mary?" the 
Gold Digger inquired.   

"So just one cup of blood then?" Alice replied, looking 
for swift mercy.   

"No,” the Gold Digger clarified.  “I still want a Blood 
Mary.  I just want the blood separate from alcohol.  Get 
what I'm saying?" 

Alice got it alright.  This was all just some cruel game 
to see how long she could hold out before gouging her eyes 
out with a stake.  But any minute some hidden camera crew 
would come out letting Alice know it had all been just an 
elaborately staged joke.  Then they'd laugh it all off.  
Right?  Oh wait.  If only reality was like TV.  There was 
no happy sitcom ending coming out of it though.  But Alice 



acquiesced, hoping Hairpiece would stir up enough empathy 
to throw an extra pity tip her way.   

"Coming right up," Alice said.  One made to order 
migraine.  A la carte.  A marathoner couldn’t have dashed 
away from that table faster than Alice.  To let off steam, 
Alice muttered to herself.  “Where's a stake when you need 
it?"   

Alice darted passed Maitre D’ick, who was trying to put 
out his own fire at the host stand.  Little did Alice know 
she was the one about to get burnt.  A real life Posse, the 
leader of which headlined the fictional pay cable show 
“Vampire Posse,” was trying to bull his way into the China 
shop.   

"Welcome to the Cahuenga Lounge," Maitre D’ick uttered 
smugly, his nose practically scraping the gold-encrusted 
chandelier on the ceiling.  D'ick was the perfect corporate 
tool.  The kind of guy that truly believed the customer was 
always right.  Always toeing the company line, D'ick sucked 
up to all the guests while trampling over the staff.     

The Posse Leader snapped back.  "Some welcome.  I’ve 
gotten better service at the Sir Lunch-A-Lot drive thru." 

It was pretty easy in Hollywood to pigeonhole someone as 
a douche bag because they played one on TV, but in the case 
of the Posse Punk, there was no acting involved.    But, 
master kiss ass he was, Maitre D’ick puckered up.     

"I’m very sorry Sir, but we’re extremely busy--" D’ick 
said in a tone that was somehow apologetic and 
condescending.   

The Posse Punk showed off his gold-plated fangs like 
everyone should be impressed.  And, almost as if reading 
page for page from the Douche Bag Digest, he uttered the 
universal axiom of blowhards everywhere.  "Don’t you know 
who I am?" 

And the award for biggest dick in a leading role went 
to…the Posse Punk.  But a posse wasn’t complete without a 
supporting cast, and the flock of hangers on looked like 
they were plucked straight from Deadbeats ‘R Us.  The kind 
of loser mooches that would normally be living in their 
Mom’s basement knocking up your sister just before going on 
the lam.  But, by whatever twist of fate, they'd played in 
the sand box with the right future multi millionaire as a 
kid.  Those lame brains seemed to be particularly vocal. 
"He’s the J dawg," one Hanger On declared.   

"Yeah.  He’s the star of 'Vampire Posse,' yo!" another 
Mooch mentioned.   

"Yeah, I’m huge.  Now fetch me a table, A-SAP," Posse 
Punk proclaimed, loud enough to annoy everyone in earshot.   



It was just like a scene from his show, except the staff 
didn't have the option of changing the channel.  This was 
what happened when you catered to the rich and famous.  
Most of them didn't care if they were infamous.  Sure the 
hotel got a thicker wallet, but they also got fatter headed 
guests.  And, as much as Maitre D’ick would have just as 
soon socked those suckers as seated them, when dealing with 
people who’ve never heard “no,” there’s only one thing to 
say.    

"Yes Sir."  Maitre D’ick darted his eyes around the 
restaurant, then approached an empty, but non-bussed table.  
And, since there was never a bus boy around when you needed 
one, D’ick set his sights on Alice.  But he’d have to wait 
his turn.  She had punks of her own to pander to.      

A Middle-Aged Man with a thick accent took a sip of his 
drink, then gave Alice a mouthful to swallow.  "You call 
this a Blood Mary?  It's more like bloody bathwater.  What 
did you drain this blood from one of the bus boys?" the 
legendary Hollywood Hothead snipped.  Celebs were very 
picky about where there blood came from.  Lesser places 
used animal blood.  But not at the Hollywood Hell Hotel.     

"I’ll get you another one then," Alice replied, not 
wanting to make Mr. Accent snap.  It wasn’t that long ago 
the classic cinema cop had a real run in with the badge.  
Before he knew it, the drunken Silver Screen Star was 
slurring more than his words.  He apologized via press 
release the next day, but Alice didn't see herself getting 
that lucky.      

"Make this a double," he added.    
Alice gave the Bloody Mary back to Antwaan at the service 

bar.  He looked ready to erupt.  Antwaan was the kind of 
guy you could see mixing it up in the boxing ring when he 
wasn't blending drinks.  But he kept himself busy 
exercising his brain.  He was only slinging cocktails and 
coffees until he passed the bar exam.  And with God as 
Alice's witness, she wouldn’t want anyone else defending 
her.  See, Antwaan didn’t make a whole lot of friends, but 
the friends he made were for life.  Unfortunately, he 
wasn't looking so jovial.    

"Bloody bathwater my ass," Antwaan snapped.  "I should 
slip Holy water in his drink."   

"Oh please Antwaan, make my job harder." 
"I oughta drive a stake through that bums heart," Antwaan 

replied, defiantly. 
"You should do that.  Then I'll definitely get a fat 

tip." 
Antwaan glared at Alice.     



"Look, do you really want to make the vampire angry?" 
Alice insisted.  

It was incredible what celebrities thought they could get 
away with.  Sorry, rephrase.  It was incredible what 
celebrities did get away with.  They committed crimes, yet 
never seemed to do any time.  They could even drink an 
unsuspecting bell boy on a bender and chock it up to 
dehydration.  The rest of the World couldn’t even get out 
of a parking ticket.   

"One Bloody Mary, coming up," Antwaan said, defeated.  
"So, how'd your audition go?"     

Everyone assumed you were an actress in Hollywood.  
Especially if you wore an apron and pandered for tips.  Who 
could possibly be happy just being themselves, instead of 
pretending to be someone else?   

"For the last time, I‘m not an actress," Alice replied. 
"Oh sorry, aspiring."  
"How long does it take to remake a Bloody Mary?  There's 

a lot of people out there waiting to abuse me, you know?"  
"Oh I see.  Casting directors are going in a different 

direction, huh?"   
"Seriously.  I‘m not an actress." 
“Wait a minute.  You’re just a waitress?” 
There it was.  Just a waitress.  Antwaan looked at Alice 

like she had leprosy.  In complete disbelief that waiting 
tables wasn’t just a stop off between auditions, but an 
actual career.  There were two types of people in the 
World.  Those being waited on, and those doing the waiting.  
The have's and the have not's.  Like most people, Alice 
came from a long line of have not's.  The Johnson family 
had scrubbed toilets, cleaned pools, and had been working 
class casualties twice over.  In a city built on dreams, 
living paycheck to paycheck was Alice's cold, hard reality.  
But Alice thought that had all changed when Johnny signed 
his record deal.  Which made having to wait tables so soul 
crushing.  To be so close, and now so far away.    

Alive gave the Hothead his Bloody Mary, then received 
complaints from another table about when they’d be getting 
their food.  Alice moved into the kitchen to check on their 
orders. 

There was a great irony to the celebrity vamp craze.  
Actors used to keep a close eye on everything they put into 
their bodies.  They'd always watch their weight, avoiding 
snacks like the plague.  But since they were guaranteed a 
trim body forever as vamps, their digestive system wouldn't 
allow them to enjoy sweets.       

The unfortunate side effect of all this was it left the 



kitchen as a relic from the past.  Luckily there were still 
some humans left in the Hotel coming to crane their necks 
at the undead celebs.  Otherwise the kitchen would be a 
ghost town.   

The sad fact was, the Age of Vampires had driven more of 
a stake between the have's and have not's.  All the hotel 
staff remained human while most of the guests were 
vampires.  Like the employees weren't good enough for 
immortality.  Like being a creature of the night was a 
luxury afforded only the rich.  An elitist activity.  
That's why getting a human customer every once in a while 
was so refreshing, even if it did mean having to mesh with 
unruly cooks.   

It was like the United Nations in the kitchen with all 
the bickering and dysfunctionality.  There was Manuela, the 
prickly Mexican thorn in Alice's side.  Claude, the hoity 
toyty French Sous Chef and perpetual cloud over Alice's 
head.  Philip, the always broke bloke from across the pond 
who made such horrible bets you'd think he'd taken one too 
many penalty shots to the head.  Not to mention Zbignew, 
the Eastern Bloc prep cook working on his epic screenplay 
titled "Dude Bro:  Revenge Of The Unibrow."   Then throw in 
Ugu, the former call center representative who outsourced 
himself to the hotel's kitchen as a line cook.  Ugu had 
taken to profanity, but hadn't quite grasped the subtleties 
of the English language.  He was frequently heard spouting 
gems like "ass that" or "dick hole."  No one dared correct 
him, fearing they'd lose the comedic relief.   

Then there was Sergei, the Ruskie Chef as crooked as his 
nose.  He always had the latest gadgets.  He said they fell 
off the truck.  But he was tough as a Siberian winter and 
not much easier to understand.  "Come on, we party on yo," 
he muttered.  Rumor was he learned English from 1980's 
sitcoms.   

"That's ok Sergei," Alice said.  "I'll just take the 
salad." 

"Bummer dude."     
"Who's ready for a big surprise?" Natasha deadpanned as 

she entered the kitchen looking exhausted enough to take a 
nap in the middle of the kitchen.   

"Please tell me it’s good news," Alice begged, forgetting 
where she worked for a moment.   

"Table Forty wants the check split eight ways." 
"I'll repeat.  Please tell me there's good news," Alice 

muttered.     
Natasha handed over a payment folder with eight credit 

cards stacked inside.  Alice's eyes practically rolled back 



in her head.  Women have a number of unique gender specific 
attributes.  Like the ability to have multiple orgasms, to 
multitask, or to read men’s minds.  But when you worked in 
food service, one of women’s inabilities remained the most 
glaring.  "What's wrong with my gender?" Alice muttered to 
herself.   

Nothing like splitting an eighty dollar check eight ways 
to induce a migraine.  But, headaches like that had a way 
of going from bad to worse.     

Natasha groaned.  "Damn Celebutantes.” 
Alice read over the names on the credit cards.  It was 

like a spoiled Brat-a-palooza.    
Celebutantes deserved a special stake through the heart.  

These vamps were famous for being famous.  That contributed 
nothing to the world, especially not a half decent tip.      

“Unbelievable,” Natasha continued, with the 
understatement of the Millennia.       

“They have their own hotel chain.  What are they coming 
here to nickel and dime me for?" Alice asked, rhetorically.   

"Oh, cut ‘em some slack.  It’s hard being an Heiress 
Vampire.  Do you know how hard it is to find clothes to 
compliment pale skin?" Natasha joked.     

"You mean it's hard waiting on an Heiress.  She sent her 
Bloody Mary back three times.  Then she ordered filet 
mignon for her purse dog."   

Leave it to rich brats to treat animals like accessories.  
To the bimbos, their pooches were toys.  But Alice was the 
one that got played.   

"Her dog eats better than I do," Alice grumbled.    
"That’s why they call it a doggie bag," Natasha joked.  
Alice grimaced.  "What a perfect way to end the night.  I 

can't wait to get out of here," Alice continued, sighing.   
"Get out of here?  Already?" 
"You kidding?  I'll never be happier to see Thompson in 

my life," Alice added.   
"Thompson?  Oh Ali.  You didn't hear?" Natasha said, 

sporting a doomsday face.   
"Hear what?"  
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"So you're the guy having sex with my Little Princess?" 
Uncle Henry spouted, matter of factly.   

Dorothy Gale was quickly finding out that it never got 
easier introducing your boyfriend to your parents.  
Especially when your Uncle Henry still treated you like you 
were a sixteen year old awkward, gangly, hormonal tornado 
instead of a twenty-nine year old self-sufficient, 
relationship veteran.  But tact was not in Uncle Henry's 
vocabulary.  He was an up at dawn, meat and potatoes, 
pioneer of political incorrectness.  The kind of man with a 
no filter frankness that could only fly in farm country.  
If you talked like that back in the Mile High City, they 
would fry you up like a Denver Omelet. 

But Dorothy didn't come back to Kansas to have her 
sensibilities shocked.  Especially not at the dinner table.  
"Uncle Henry, do you want me to die of embarrassment?" 

"Really dear, how about some tact?  This isn't casserole 
conversation," Aunt Em insisted, still clinging to manners.  
Aunt Em was the perfect counter point to her husband.  If 
Uncle Henry was too salt of the Earth, Em peppered their 
relationship with a touch of class.  Auntie Em was a Miss 
Queen Of The Cob runner up two years running after all.  
And not that Em was above judging.  Hell, she'd filled up 
Dorothy's voice mail box twice over gossiping about Farmer 
Ted's lustful glances at his house keeper.  She just did 
her judging behind people's backs, not over dinner rolls 
and scalloped potatoes.   

Peter meanwhile took the steamrolling in stride.  He 
looked like an old pro of parental probing.  The grizzled 
veteran of ice breaking with ball busting overprotective 
Dad's.  That was one of the reasons Dorothy had fallen for 
him.  He was always cool under pressure.  Be it finding a 
raccoon in the attic or a busted tire on the interstate, 
Peter had the cool of someone who'd had a life jumping from 
uncomfortable situations.  "Mr. Gale, I can assure you 
Dorothy is in good hands." 

"Oh God.  I don't want to know what you're doing to my 
Dorothy with your hands," Uncle Henry squawked.   

"No no Mr. Gale.  I meant I'm taking good care of 
Dorothy," Peter assured.        

Uncle Henry scowled at Peter with the disdain usually 
reserved for telemarketers and used car salesmen.  "You 
talk like a lawyer.  I hate lawyers." 

"Hey, I hate lawyers too," Peter replied.   
"Self-hating lawyer, huh?  If you don't even love 

yourself, then how are you supposed to love Dorothy?" 
Dorothy jumped in to douse the burgeoning grease fire.  



"Uncle Henry.  Peter's not a lawyer." 
"Yeah, isn't he a Fortune Cookie Writer?" Aunt Em cut in. 
"Then you should have seen this conflict coming then, 

bub," Henry corrected.   
Aunt Em corrected her husband.  "That's a horoscope 

writer, honey." 
"Actually, I'm a web designer," Peter corrected.  "The 

fortune cookie site is just one of my commissions.  I've 
done Redneck Chess, Space Pirates Vs. Intergalactic Ninjas, 
People For The Ethical Treatment Of Orcs, Drive By Farting 
dot--" 

"Drive By Farting?  You must be so proud," Henry 
dismissed.  "Why can't you city clowns ever get real jobs?  
It's like that French douche bag Dorothy used to date.  
What was he, a pet psychic?" 

This was exactly what Dorothy was afraid of.  In your 
parents eyes, you were only as lucky in love as your last 
relationship.  And Jean Francois was a total dud.  Sure 
everyone had romantic skeletons in their closet, but 
somehow Uncle Henry always had a way of trotting them out 
like a Halloween house of horrors.   

To be fair, Dorothy had fallen for the accent.  The 
Parisian was tall, dark, and exceedingly handsome.  And he 
knew it.  Just ask him--or the gaggle of girls he'd shacked 
up with behind Dorothy's back.  The months that followed 
were a wine in a box haze of self pity and Shopping Network 
marathons.  Dorothy finally pulled herself out of her 
stupor, hoping to never revisit the foreign folly again.   

Uncle Henry had different plans.  He'd been Jean 
Francois' most vocal critic.  So when the relationship went 
to mush like pate, Henry had taken every opportunity to 
treat all of his hunches as Gospel.  

"He was a pet psychiatrist," Dorothy corrected, as if 
animal psycho analysis was much better than pet psychiatry. 

"Right.  A shrink.  I hate shrinks," Henry grumbled.   
Peter wasn't ready to abandon ship on the meet and greet 

just yet though.  "Who wouldn't hate a French quack?" 
But instead of currying Henry's favor, it just seemed to 

set him off even more.  "Don't try to butter me up.  That 
baguette-toting bozo used to try that too.  Then after 
stringing my Dorothy along for three years, he carved her 
heart up like a Thanksgiving turkey." 

"Peter's not like that," Dorothy insisted.   
"Oh, I'm sorry.  When's the wedding again?" 
And there it was, the acrimony ambush.  Uncle Henry was 

on a mission to get Dorothy married.  More appropriately, 
he was desperate for a Grand kid to spoil, and tying the 



knot was the first step in that direction.  Never mind that 
Dorothy's biological alarm clock was silent.   

Parents weekend was circling the toilet like a flushed 
goldfish gone belly up.  Dorothy, Peter, and Aunt Em were 
baring witness to the funeral of family fun, but Uncle 
Henry wasn't content until the last nail was in the coffin.   

"That's what I thought," Henry continued.  "Gotta learn 
from your mistakes Dorothy or you'll end up like Trigger 
Happy Hank.  He's shot himself in the ass so much he can't 
even sit down anymore." 

And with that, there was only one thing left to say.   
"Who wants cookies?" Aunt Em asked, bringing out the 

heavy artillery.   
********** 

The drive back to Colorado was as rocky as the mountains 
Dorothy and Peter were returning to.  Dorothy stared out 
the window at the passing plains wondering how things went 
so desperately awry. 

The fact was, Dorothy wasn't some hopeless little girl 
anymore, rather a successful woman faced with the 
contradictions of adulthood.  She was a woman with an 
extraordinary imagination, but all too ordinary life.  She 
had the ability to be completely self-sufficient, but would 
much rather be taken care of.  She was pretty enough to 
turn heads on the street, but was in no danger of stopping 
traffic.  She'd been through the battlefield of broken 
hearts, yet still believed in true love.  And, thanks to 
Ms. Yummy's extra soft baked chocolate chip cookies, 
Dorothy was always five pounds away from her goal weight.  
But not to Uncle Henry.  To him, she'd always be his Little 
Princess.       

But that wasn't the only revelation Dorothy had taken 
from the trip.  For the first time in their relationship, 
Peter had no words of wisdom.  No cookie cutter fortune to 
console Dorothy with.  A chink in the armor was finally 
apparent.  So Dorothy took her turn giving a pep talk.   

"You know, it could have been worse." 
"How?" Peter asked, not convinced.   
"Least you're not French." 
Peter cracked a smile.   

********** 
"I'm glad we're not in Kansas anymore," Peter muttered, 

while climbing into bed of their Uptown loft. 
Dorothy tore herself away from the view of the Denver 

skyline and rocky mountains outside their bedroom window.  
She thought about what her Father said.  About learning 
from history.  And what a blunder-heavy romantic history 



that was.  How her Father was spot on about Jean Francois.  
How he had a hunch about Peter.  How Dorothy had no problem 
getting men to fall in love with her, but nothing but 
problems getting them to walk down the aisle.  But Dorothy 
had more pressing issues on her mind.  "Don't dismiss 
Kansas just yet.  You know we're going back, right?" 

"You didn't forget your phone again, did you?  Because 
I've told you to always check before we leave--" 

"No silly.  I don't mean now.  I mean for holidays, 
birthdays, funerals.  That sort of thing.  This wasn't a 
one shot deal." 

"Oh yeah, I know," Peter replied, with all the interest 
of getting a root canal.   

"Don't get too excited." 
Peter jabbed back.  "Bet your Uncle’s just as pumped as 

me.  Far as I can tell, the only thing that would get him 
excited would be my head on a spigot." 

"You did do better than Jean Francois." 
"I'm sorry, but doing slightly better than a 'baguette-

toting bozo' isn't much of a compliment." 
"Look.  Family may not mean much to you, but they mean 

everything to me.  Prickly or not." 
"I know." 
"Really," Dorothy insisted.  "They made me who I am.  And 

everything you love about me I got from them." 
"And boy do I love you," Peter deflected, desperate to 

change the subject.  Peter went in to kiss Dorothy, but 
hanky panky was the last thing on Dorothy's mind.  It 
dawned on her that with all the talk about her family, 
Peter's folks had gotten lost in the shuffle.  And she 
realized there had never been much talk about Peter's 
family.  Sure Peter hadn't gone out of his way to avoid 
talking about his parents, they just never seemed to come 
up in conversation.  Peter was the type of guy who was 
always concerned about the future.  The house they were 
going to buy.  The life they were going to have.  The 
dreams they were going to fulfill.  Still, you'd think the 
past would come up some time.   

Dorothy was sure having a blast from the past.  Jean 
Francois never talked about his home life either.  Matter 
of fact, Dorothy found out more about his past only after 
she realized they would no longer have a future together.  
Jean dismissed his serial cheating as a product of his 
parents laissez faire approach to love.  That he grew up 
with a rotating cavalcade of mime's, burlesque dancers, and 
lounge lizards cycling in and out of his parents bedroom.  
Dorothy was ninety-nine percent sure Peter didn't grow up 



the same.  But there was always that one percent.   
"What does family mean to you?" Dorothy asked, having 

worked herself into a frenzy.   
"What?" 
"I mean I'm planting my family tree right in front of 

you, but I wouldn't know yours if it fell on me in the 
forest." 

"Tim-ber," Peter joked.   
"Seriously.  Here I am planning a life with you when I 

couldn't pick your parents out of a line up." 
Peter furrowed his brow, looking ready to finally spill 

the beans on his maybe sordid past.  "Well for one thing, 
you'd never find my parents in a police line up." 

Peter clearly had little interest dipping into the past.  
And the city had a way of foisting the present on you.  But 
bumper to bumper traffic, work deadlines, and never ending 
bills be damned.  Dorothy's imagination was on fire with 
the sordid possibilities of Peter's home life.  And for a 
woman who'd been to Oz, imagination was a dangerous thing.  
But with Dorothy birthday looming, Dorothy shelved the 
parental puzzle--for the moment.  

 


