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 Chapter One: In the Beginning

 


 


Gabbi’s story seems like one of a typical
middle-class soccer mom, but Gabbi is far from typical. Women able
to flirt with any man, able to do as they please without explaining
themselves, able to go out dancing at clubs and meet strangers on
one-night stands was all Gabbi Trancy dreamt about. While she was
sitting on the bleachers at her son’s soccer games, she would pick
out the single women; she could tell by the way they stood and
walked.

They always seemed to have this glow about
them, sending a vibe out to everyone, whispering in her ear: “I can
play, play more than you can.” She envied that vibe, their glow.
She wanted it, though no one could tell. All seemed happy with her
family of five. Her husband, Travis, wasn’t unattractive or cruel;
her son was successful in school and sports, having made the honor
roll and MVP three years in a row. Both of her daughters were
intelligent and beautiful, said to take after their mother. On the
outside, they seemed like the picture-perfect family without any
problems. You know the type. Every neighborhood has the perfect
family. The Trancys seemed to be this perfect group, thanks to the
efforts of Travis, the hardworking and socially-structured father.
Gabbi’s life was envied by most women who knew her. They wanted
what she had. Ironically, she wasn’t content with what she had. Her
life wasn’t as perfect as they had made her picture to be. That was
just a façade as Gabbi often would think. It was just a front. The
truth, however, was much darker and much more sinister.

She had felt strange for quite some time now.
Her role as wife and mother seemed to be sucking the life out of
her. She went through the da- to-day motions, but she felt numb.
She remembered a time when she had loved her husband. She
remembered a time when she had felt excitement about being a
mother. She remembered having these feelings at one time, but they
seemed foreign to her now. She needed a change, before life passed
her by. She needed to feel passion and excitement again. It was
time to do something about it. All she needed to do now was figure
out what.

Over the years, she had found little ways
here and there to spice things up. There was the time, three years
ago, when she had gone away for the weekend with some girlfriends.
Travis hadn’t wanted to go, but she wouldn’t listened to him. She
had the right to have some fun once in a while, didn’t she? When
she had been there, they had all gone out to a bar and gotten
wasted. Gabbi was notorious among her friends for her drunken
antics, and she hadn’t let them down that night. She had been up on
the bar dancing, when she had spotted a man across the room who had
taken her breath away. She had strutted over to him and started
talking to him, one thing had led to another, and the rest is
history.

That was the only time over the course of her
marriage that she had been truly unfaithful, but that didn’t mean
that she hadn’t flirted with countless other men. She loved the
feeling of being wanted and lusted after, and even marriage to a
wonderful man wasn’t enough to satisfy her forever.

For the last three years, it had taken all of
Gabbi’s willpower not to be unfaithful again, but she had managed
it. Lately, though, she knew that she was going to snap--soon. She
just wanted to make sure that she waited until the time was right
and it was really worth it. Now she couldn’t wait.

 


***


 


 Chapter Two: Bored

 


 


A thin sliver of light crept slowly across
the room. Gabbi tried to ignore it; oh, she tried hard, because
acknowledging the morning sun meant accepting that she needed to
start the same routine as it had been the day before. Nothing was
really different from day to day in the Trancy home. Travis got up,
teased kids, ate breakfast, teased kids, and went off to work. The
kids would go to school, leaving Gabbi to the mountainous-tall
loads of laundry, the dishes, and the rest of the menial domestic
bullshit tasks that she was condemned to complete for the rest of
her life.

When she and Travis had first gotten together
15 years ago, she had been attracted to him, but she had never felt
the way about him that she had felt about…but no, she wasn’t even
going to let herself think about that. She closed her eyes tighter,
as if to physically push thoughts of him out of her mind. She had
chosen Travis because he had made her feel safe. Secure. She
thought that he would be able to take care of her, and to keep her
in the lifestyle that she had always been accustomed to. The only
child of a lawyer and a university professor, she had never wanted
for anything throughout her childhood and teenage years. This was
the way that she expected her children to be raised as well.

She didn’t work, didn’t think that she should
have to. After all, the reason she had chosen Travis was that she
expected him to do all of that for her. She much preferred living a
life of leisure.

The only job that Gabbi could really picture
herself doing was something social. She had always been a social
butterfly, and enjoyed any situation where she could be the center
of attention…especially if there were men involved. She considered
herself a very sexual being, and her life with Travis bored her
more every single day.

Gabbi’s eyes squeezed tighter as the sun
beamed brighter through the slit of the blinds. She heard Travis
groan beside her. He turned over and passed gas, something that he
did every night in his sleep, and every morning when he woke.
Gabbi’s stomach turned. This life of hers was becoming more
unbearable every time she had to endure this caveman behavior.

“Excuse you,” she said with more than a hint
of irritation in her voice, as she fanned the offensive odors away
from her face.

Travis chuckled a little, “Sorry babe. You
know those onions you put in the stir fry kill me every time.”

Gabbi clenched her eyes tighter, wishing away
this moment and wishing to be somewhere other than…here.

Just then, the door bursts open and the kids
run in. Gabbi had just a few seconds to cover her bare breasts
before the children saw her in all her naked glory.

Mommy! Mommy!” the youngest daughter, Kira,
screamed while running down the hall, “wake up!”

She ran in and jumped on her parents.
Following her was the eight-year-old sister, Emily. Jake, the older
brother, started for their parents’ bedroom as well.

Emily lunged onto the bed, and joined Kira.
Kira pounced on Travis.

Travis grabbed the six-year-old and began to
tickle her as he hollered playfully, “Who dare disturb my
slumber!?”

Seriously, oh my God! Gabbi
thought.

As Kira squealed with excitement, Emily
launched herself onto her mother, catching her by surprise.

“Wow, careful, Em!” Gabbi couldn’t help but
to giggle as Emily’s bright eyes swelled up with love for her
mother.

“I love you, Mommy!” Emily said as she hugged
Gabbi’s neck tightly.

This loving jester caused all of Gabbi’s
discontent to temporarily melt away.

“I love you too, Em.” She hugged her little
one tightly, basking in the unconditional love that she only
received from her children. This reminded her of why, although she
was very unhappy with her married life, she was still there.

Jake, their ten-year-old MVP star, came
bumbling through the doorway. It surprised Gabbi at times how
clumsy the boy was and how he’d made almost every sports team in
the elementary school. Those two just don’t go hand-in-hand.

Before Jake made it into the room, he cracked
his toe on the edge of the door. He cried out in pain and
inadvertently uttered a minor swear word.

“Watch your mouth, boy, or your mother will
tear your butt up.”

Gabbi rolled her eyes. She couldn’t help but
to think how stupid that sounded. Travis was the one who was always
walking around cussing like a sailor. He had such a filthy
vocabulary.

“Oww, it hurts! Sorry,” Jake whined as he
hopped over to his parents’ bed. He made eye contact with his
mother and his blue eyes were reddened with tears.

Gabbi’s heart immediately felt compassion for
her firstborn. She moved Emily over to the side, “Hang on, honey,
let me look at your brother’s toe,” she said sweetly to offset the
rejection she knew Emily would feel. She gave her a light peck on
the forehead. This caused Emily to beam brightly with joy.

“Okay.”

Gabbi placed Jake next to her and held out
her hand. “Are you okay, honey? What toe did you hit, and
what did you hit it on?”

“I hit my pinky toe on the door opening,” he
groaned while slightly wincing.

Gabbi inspected it for a few moments and gave
him her expert diagnosis, “Well, Mr. Trancy, it is not broken.
Thank goodness. I suggest you think long and hard before you go
running through the house barefoot again. Okay?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Good. Glad you understand that. Now hop
along and get yourself ready for breakfast…all of you,” she said,
addressing the whole family.

One by one, the kids filed out of her room,
Jake being the last. He knew to shut the door if he was the last
one out.

Travis leaned over to Gabbi and kissed her on
the neck. “I thought they’d never leave!”

Gabbi chuckled and nodded. She was thinking
about what to cook for breakfast. Her mind was far from what was on
Travis’ mind.

“Want to shower with me?”

His question caught her off guard. “Huh? What
did you say?”

When she turned to look at him, she saw
that look in his eyes. She shook her head urgently.

“No. I have to cook breakfast.”

“It’ll be quick. Kill two birds with one
stone.”

Gabbi sighed. This was another thing she
hated about married life. She had to be ready whenever her husband
was ready. If she didn’t give him any of his “goodies” as he called
it, he would be a jerk until she gave it to him.

But if she wanted it and he wasn’t willing,
he would just say no, and that was it.

Marriage is so…UGH!

“Fine,” was all she said as she stripped away
the covers and headed to the shower with Travis to take care of his
morning wood.

 


***

 


Travis was right. It didn’t take long from
start to finish. Gabbi had an odd feeling of being a specimen cup.
Usually she didn’t feel that way with quickies, but this morning
was different. Travis treated her like an inflatable doll in the
shower.

Slam-bam-thank-ya-ma’am.

Gabbi was dressed and heading to the kitchen
when she was headed off by Kira. Kira stood in the middle of the
hallway, blocking Gabbi’s dash to the kitchen.

Kira simply stood there smiling, her azure
eyes glistening. Gabbi smiled at her.

“Now, what do you want, Miss Blue Eyes?”

“Mommy, will you braid my hair?” she asked,
batting her lashes.

Gabbi smiled, picking Kira up, taking her
long red curls out of a ponytail. She brought Kira back into her
bedroom and sat her down in front of the vanity mirror.

“Do you want me to go pick out your clothes?”
Gabbi asked, beginning to pick out her own ensemble for the day.
Kira nodded vivaciously, swinging her legs back and forth. Gabbi
quickly ran in to the girls’ room and came back with a red-belted
shirt with a slight ruffle at the bottom, and a black skirt with
built-in leggings.

“Mommy! How did you know I wanted to wear red
today?” the child exclaimed.

Gabbi smiled, and as she helped her with the
shirt, she replied,” didn’t you know? I’m magic.”

Kira giggled and hopped around the room in
attempt to pull her leggings up.

“I wanted a halo-braid!” she declared,
plopping down in her chair, tilting her chin up like a noble in a
fairytale would.

Gabbi smiled and began brushing Kira’s
fiery-red locks. Looking in the mirror, she noticed a strange look
on the youth’s face. Her beaming smile that she had grown
accustomed to seemed to be missing. Her once glittering blue eyes
were cast down upon the floor.

“Baby, are you all right?”

As if waking out of a trance, Kira’s head
popped up and she stuttered, “Wh-what? Oh! Yes, I’m fine mommy,”
she smiled, “I’m just worried about Daddy.”

Gabbi frowned curiously, “Why would you be
worried about your daddy?”

“A minute ago, downstairs, I heard him on the
phone with his boss and he didn’t sound happy.”

Gabbi hugged her tightly, smoothing out her
hair. Whispering in her ear with reassurance, “Daddy will be fine,
I promise.”

Gabbi checked her wall clock. She was going
to be pressed for time if this took longer than fifteen minutes.
Kira leaned back into her mother, smiling with a sense of security.
Gabbi then began braiding the long tresses. In the mirror before
her, was a picture of her youth. Kira, along with Emily, was in
perfect likeness of her mother. The three all had flowing, opulent,
loose circlets of fiery red hair; lips perfectly full and red as
cherries, dimples as prominent as a scar. They each had a
mismatched and distinct tint to their eyes. Gabbi's viridian eyes
were full of life and had an impish gleam, Kira's cerulean optics
were wider than the ocean, filled with waves of curiosity, and
Emily had wise and intelligent bright amber eyes.

The two children were as close as sisters
could get. Kira was a limber, graceful, and statuesque girl with
the ability to back flip seven times in a row and was fanatic in
gymnastics. Emily was her counterpart; though limber and lanky like
her younger sibling, she had an arm of iron. Tennis was her love,
and when she couldn't take part in tennis, softball was the next
best thing.

Gabbi treasured them and held them close to
her heart. Not to say she didn’t love her son, for she held him
just as close. She simply felt as though she had a stronger bond
with the girls than Jake. He had always been much closer to his
dad, as most pre-adolescent boys are.

Once finished with Kira’s hair, Gabbi began
to make sure Jake and Emily were attended to. By the time Travis
came out of his office, Gabbi had the kids all showered in the
large downstairs bathroom, and was already halfway through making
pancakes for breakfast. She looked back at him and smiled.

“It smells wonderful honey,” he grinned. “My
compliments to the chef.”

“Thanks honey,” Gabbi said with a smile.” She
leaned in for a kiss and Travis kissed her square on the lips.

“Eww, yuck,” the kids said in unison.

Travis looked to the table. Stuffing his
face, Jake had syrup caked on his complexion and still three more
pancakes on his plate. Emily reclined in her chair, rubbing her
stomach with a pleased smile gracing her face, while Kira was
licking the syrup off her plate. Travis laughed and rubbed his
head.

“I see that,” he said as he sat down. “Will
there be enough for me?

Jake shook his head and spoke, with a mouth
full of food, “No, ah mine.”

“I’m sorry, what was that? I don’t speak
chewish,” Travis snickered playfully.

Gabbi sat down, placing the last batch of
pancakes on the plate, taking two for herself. Jake shoved himself
away from the table announcing, “the savage beast is tamed by the
mighty power of the pancake! The townsfolk shall be free!” Emily
rolled her eyes at him.

The next fifteen minutes or so consisted of
hustling to grab backpacks, choruses of: “Mom! I can't find this,”
and “Honey! Where are my keys?” Gabbi made sure all the kids made
it on the bus safely and with all of their possessions. Soon after,
Travis had to leave for work. He hugged Gabbi.

"I'll see you when I see you. I love
you."

He then kissed her and went to open the
door.

"I love you too, honey." “Umm, wait….” She
stopped him, "Are you having problems at work?"

This was such a sensitive subject these days!
Gabbi almost hated to bring it up, but she had a right to know. She
and the kids depended on Travis for everything, and even though he
was a great provider, he was very secretive about things like this.
It was like pulling teeth to get him to discuss details about the
job or finances with her. She was thankful for the regular flow of
money, and frankly, she was somewhat anxious to find out whether or
not that flow of money would continue.

He froze in his tracks and tensed up. Gabbi
bit her lip; his reaction made her chest hurt. He sighed and turned
slowly to face her, heavy with prudency. Gabbi's eyes filled with
trepidation and met with her husband's revealing eyes. Filled with
dread of the imminent answer, she hugged him.

"I'm sorry, Gabbi, I didn't want you to
worry,” he admitted shamefully, grasping her hair lightly. "How did
you find out?"

"Kira heard you over the phone. She is scared
for you.”

Travis frowned and shook his head. The last
thing he wanted was for his daughter to know what was going on. His
children should never know when their parents were in financial
trouble. It just wasn’t right. Travis’ parents always told him to
keep all things secret from the kids. That was the only way to make
sure they had a somewhat “normal” childhood by allowing them to
actually be kids.

"She shouldn't have to hear that,” he bit his
lip and closed his eyes, "she shouldn't have to worry for me.”

"Don't beat yourself up. Now hurry and get to
work, you really don't want to be late."

He nodded and hugged her.

“Hey, honey, can I take my beautiful wife out
for a night on the town on Friday night? I feel terrible for making
you worry, and we haven’t gone out just the two of us in
weeks!”

Honestly, the last thing that Gabbi felt like
doing that night was going to some stuffy restaurant with Travis
while they both sat there and had nothing to talk about. There was
nothing more boring to her than their date nights, and especially
the boring sex that was sure to follow. Knowing that Travis had
been right, and it had been a few weeks since they had a date, she
knew that she probably couldn’t get out of it, but it was worth a
try.

“But what about the kids?”

“I’ll call my mom and ask her to watch them
for the night. You know she won’t mind, she has been so lonely
since my father died, she is happy for all of the company that she
can get. She always tells me that the kids are the highlight of her
life now, you know that.”

Gabbi loved Travis’ mom, and knew that what
he was saying was true. She didn’t have the heart to deny her
mother-in-law a night with the kids.

“Okay perfect, babe, I’ll see you tonight
then.”

She tilted her head to receive a kiss that he
was more than happy to give. Quickly he ran out the door and jumped
into his car. Gabbi watched until he was well down the street.

 


***

 


Grabbing her clothes from the couch in her
room, she decided to make some phone calls while in the tub. Today,
she felt the need to bathe again. Once in the bathroom, she placed
the phone on the counter and drew hot water for her bath. She
grabbed the phone, a list of numbers, and sat in the steaming
water. Her emerald eyes surveyed the page, looking for something
that seemed promising.

Her bored and troubled mind began to race
with thoughts. Her mind began to think back on the last time they
had some financial issues. It was when Travis had gone through a
period of depression and he stopped working. She kept on him about
it until he got his ass up and went to work. The weeks that
followed really hurt them financially. The cable was cut, and they
even went without lights for a day. That wasn’t very long, but it
was long enough for Gabbi. She refused to go without the basics
while her husband struggled with some invisible demon. After he
dealt with his depression and got back to work, Travis became
really paranoid about her relationship with Chris.

Gabbi had purposely avoided Chris’ calls
during this time, not wanting to add to Travis’ paranoia. She
didn’t really want to be the cause of Travis having a nervous
breakdown. She loved him a lot, but he was a very weak man.
Mentally and emotionally, he was weak. When it came to a big issue
that needed to be settled for the household, Travis would often
take the easy way out instead of facing the issue head on like
Chris would.

Travis had a secret crutch that put his
family at jeopardy. Travis had an addiction. They’d sought help
about it before, but Travis was unwilling to continue with the
therapist. This angered Gabbi beyond belief because she knew that
Travis was still maintaining his addiction, spending lots of money
to support his habit.

He’d sometimes come in from work high, and
blamed his red eyes on loads of paperwork. Gabbi knew better,
though. She knew that he was full of crap. She was preparing
herself for the day when he would come to her and say that he had
lost his job because of a random drug test. She thought today was
going to be one of those days. She was relieved, however, to know
that they were safe, somewhat from being thrown into the
streets.

She would never follow Travis into
homelessness. She and her kids deserved better than that.

Gabbi had specific things she looked for in a
job; she had to be able to meet new people, it had to be on the
other side of town or out of town, and Travis would have to be home
with the kids while she worked. She was more likely to receive and
accept a man’s number knowing he had no ties to Travis
whatsoever.

There was this one guy whom she had met on
Craigslist. She carried on a telephone/texting relationship with
him for a few weeks. He started asking to meet her and it freaked
her out because she wasn’t used to meeting people who she met
online. She enjoyed the conversations she had with the guy after
the family would go off to work. She made sure that she used a
disposal phone, one of those AT&T goPhones for her texting
escapades.

The guy was totally oblivious to the fact
that she was being discreet. He thought she was some blonde model
living and working in the city. She didn’t care if she fibbed a
bit. It was better that way because if she passed him in the street
her cover would not be blown. That’s exactly how she wanted it,
too. She didn’t need his weirdness coming into her sweet little
world. She wasn’t ready for change just yet.

But she did want something different.

However, she wasn’t much of a cheater, other
than that one time. She was more into the cellular relationship
with most men and was through with them in a week. There was only
ever one man who she had feelings for like she did for Travis.
Travis hated him with a passion. The other man, Chris, had been
best friends with Gabbi ever since they had been in high school,
and Travis didn’t like him hanging around and digging his nose into
business he would be wise to stay out of. Travis knew of her
feelings for Chris, although she never gave mention of them. It
burned Travis up to know that another man had her heart. It didn’t
take a rocket scientist to know that Gabbi purred whenever Chris
was around. They had history. They had their ups and downs, they
had adventure, they shared loss, and they shared achievements
together. They were the personification of best friends.

Gabbi started her period late. She was in the
ninth grade when it started. She was so embarrassed, because the
girls made fun of her. Chris, who was kind of geeky at the time,
was in real good with his Beta Club teacher, and he told his
teacher what was going on with his best friend and asked her for
permission to leave campus and take her home. Long story short, he
didn’t get permission, he left school anyway, got kicked out of
Beta Club and served with a two-day suspension for leaving school.
But Chris didn’t care. He wanted to take care of his best friend.
He took her to the local pharmacy and purchased her some maxi pads,
then took her back to his place and let her stay there for the day.
You see, Chris was the only boy of five girls and the son of a
single mom. He knew women’s issues well. That is why he and Gabbi
connected so well. He was so in tune to her feelings and was never
afraid to let her know that.

Her heart was especially fond of Chris
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