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Introduction

This is a short story.
I love the tales of Stephen King, and hope this is a worthy tribute
to his freakish ability to pants the hell out of the written word.
Also, a thank you to him for The Plant, which forged a revolution
in the publishing industry.

All characters, events,
and locations are one hundred percent factual in a dimension
perpendicular to this one. Here’s to roads yet to be
blazed.

D.M.
Woolston
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Streams of blood ran from the ceiling
and down the bedroom wall. Their bright red lines plunging like
daggers as if attempting to pierce Hell itself, but Stephen King
was not afraid. He was pissed. The author shot out of his canvas
chair sending it crashing behind. He was not the director, but he
once again halted shooting because he couldn’t believe how they
were ruining his story. “This is ridiculous,” he said.

A loud buzzer sounded over
the Hollywood set signaling a break. His brains were baking under
the blazing lights. Beyond him lay a maze of walls and scaffolding
on which crew scrambled through like rats in a
twisted Pavlovian response every time the annoying buzzer went
off.

As stations were being reset, Stephen
noticed the lead actor standing within the elaborate Victorian
styled bedroom. She slumped onto the crimson splattered bed and
cried. He approached, but changed his mind and maneuvered away
before reaching her.

Donald Heffernan, the director, stood
from his own extra-wide canvas chair and followed after Stephen.
“What's the goddamn dilemma now?”

Stephen fanned his face with the
worthless paper they called a script. “I don't know how much more
of this I can take,” the overheated author said. “Sure, there needs
to be some blood, but the buckets don't start pouring until later
in the season.” Once again the plot he had originally conceived
became bent and twisted at the hands of screenwriting
executives.

Donald positioned himself directly in
front of a massive floor fan, raising his sweat laden shirt and
basking in the forceful cyclone of air like some supermodel. The
effect was quite disconcerting. “Look,” he said, “you've spent way
too much time here, and frankly you're making it difficult for the
actors to perform.”

“Are you saying that
they’re afraid of me?”

Donald shushed him while stepping away
from the fan and lowering his voice. “I wouldn't go that far, but
your interruptions are constant, and your lack of approval is
obvious.”

“It's not the acting
Donald, everything else is wrong.” With that Stephen walked away.
He stepped over electric cables and half-apple crates on the way
back to the bedroom set. The actor was still sitting on the bed
while waiting to re-shoot the scene. Her blood-splattered silk gown
perfectly blending with red splotches covering the bed. Her tears
had ceased, but she still looked a bit worried.

Bending down, Stephen
whispered into her ear and stepped back. Her forehead crinkled
slightly at first, then in return she gave him a thoughtful smile.
He responded with a quick grin and headed for the upstairs parking
lot. Once he'd stepped outside stage 2A of Hollywood Center
Studios, the stair doors shut behind him with a loud
slam.

He breathed a sigh of relief and stood
in an empty parking space. A burnt orange sky hung over Los Angeles
like a wet blanket. Perfect scene to fit his mood. He withdrew a
vape from his jacket pocket and took a deep drag, expelling a thick
cloud of the sweet smelling vapor. Wiping the cold sweat from the
back of his neck, he fantasized various ways to provide the script
he still clutched in his hand with a merciful death.

The faint sound of panting and heavy
footfalls echoed behind the stairway door until it swung open with
a loud thud. The breathless director burst through and stopped next
to Stephen. Huffing and resting both hands on his knees.

Stephen put away his vape and eased up
to Donald. “You need a nitro pill, or should I call the
paramedics?” he asked, and gave him a signature smirky
grin.

Donald raised his hand
with the middle finger extended, still trying to catch his breath.
After a moment's rest, the man stood and composed himself. “It's
what the viewers want,” he said. “Remember how you hated the
opening scene in Under the Dome? I know they changed the script
from what you originally wrote, but that big, beautiful bovine gets
sliced in half at the beginning of every episode. People love that
shit! We have a 'cash cow' right there.”

Stephen winced at the
comment.

Donald opened the stairwell door. “Now
I've got to keep the ball rolling, so I suggest you go back to the
hotel and get some rest. You're looking a little pale. Maybe even a
bit thinner.”

The door slammed leaving Stephen
alone. He had no food in the hotel room, so the thought of getting
a bite to eat at Joe's Chili Dogs hammered through his mind. He
didn't want to drive far, but the fastest way the greasy goodness
required him to hop on the 405 freeway. He hated freeways.
Especially that one.

He climbed into his rented Mercedes
and tuned in a classic rock station. Minutes later, he merged onto
the freeway as his cell phone rang. The car's Bluetooth wasn't
working, so Stephen took his eyes off the road and read the Caller
Id to recognize his literary agent, Anthony. A high-strung man who
called almost every day.

Stephen answered while pushing on the
gas pedal and making a lane change. “Hey Anthony. What's the
word?”

“What's the word?” he
repeated. “Well, it's not good. Remember those royalty hold-backs
we've been dealing with?”

“How could I forget? I
still haven't received a dime in over a month.” Stephen pressed the
phone hard against his ear with one hand and turned the wheel with
the other as his car swayed back from the right edge of the road.
“What's going on Anthony? Just give it to me straight.”

Anthony sighed. “Remember how you went
all Robinhood back in the day with starting that whole ebook
revolution?”

The sharp mind of Stephen King shifted
into the past, back to the first e-book he released in the year
2000 titled Riding the Bullet. The surprising success of sales in
the first forty-eight hours became known as the catalyst launching
Amazon into the driver's seat of the publishing world. The bell
tolled for traditional publishers everywhere. He returned to the
present in time to hear Anthony's last phrase. “Your publisher is
filing Chapter Eleven.”

Stephen's car skated
across the slick freeway with the sound of screeching tires. The
violent spin of the car being caused by his
accidentally tapping the brakes at Anthony's outrageous statement.
City lights sailed around and around as he caught his reflection in
the rear-view. The face in the mirror was his, but he didn't
recognize the wide-eyed madman holding the steering wheel in a
death-grip.

A hard rock rendition about some hotel
in California blurted from the expensive sound system as the car
lurched sideways and caught the guardrail. Sparks flew from making
contact, along with the sound of metal-on-metal shrieking. Stephen
shut his eyes. This was not the Heavy Metal noise Stephen enjoyed.
It assaulted his eardrums until the car came to an abrupt
stop.

Now the only sounds were rain, music,
and the beating of windshield wipers. Stephen pried open his eyes
in regret at ever coming to Hollywood. The cell phone squeaked from
the passenger seat. “Hello? Stephen? Can you hear me
now?”

The dizzy author turned off the radio
and the wipers then picked up the phone. “I'm here. Just an issue
with, er, my rental car. Are you serious about all
this?”

“Serious as cancer, man.
In a short time you've managed to destroy the traditional
publishing industry. Way to go. Now I've gotta get an actual
job.”

The image of a million hungry authors
formed in Stephen's mind. They flowed upon the internet and down
into Amazon like a pack of zombies, tearing away the flesh of the
long-standing gate keepers of traditional publishing. A radical
rearrangement had occurred, and the establishment that kept King's
bills paid was no more. Cold sweat caught him. “I gotta go,
Anthony. We'll talk tomorrow.”

Lowering the phone, he looked out his
side window to see a black nineteen-fifties Buick Special rolling
past at the speed of a parade float. He tried to peer inside, but
the inky darkness and water streaked windows shrouded whatever lay
within. “Guess I do need some sleep,” he muttered.

He started the engine without issue
and pulled out onto the road. On the way back to the hotel, he
conjured a long list of people to call in the morning. Someone must
have answers. If Anthony was telling the truth, there would be
blood in the streets, and not just his own.

#

The hotel alarm clock displayed 11:45
pm in eerie green digits. Stephen lay in bed. Thoughts of the day's
misfortunes bouncing around his head, making it impossible to
simply fall asleep. He fretted a moment, then took two Ambien he
found tucked away in the suitcase. The pills were at least two
years old, so he popped a third one in case they lacked the kick he
so desired.

Unable to remain fully awake, yet
nearly drowning below the tenuous cusp of consciousness, a dream
entered his mind. No, more like a nightmare. A thick, rubbery vine
snaked around his ankles and hoisted him into the air. Blood rushed
into his pounding ears as he opened his eyes to see a giant plant,
opening its cavernous maw in a hearty laugh. Another green fleshy
vine came from nowhere and attached itself to Stephen's torso,
shaking his body until dollars and coins spilled from his pockets.
King used his hands to try and catch the falling money as it
slipped through his fingers.

Jolting up from bed, he found his body
drenched in sweat. Never before had a bad dream felt so real. The
time was now five am and the room temperature made him shiver. He
jumped out of bed and drew open the heavy vampire shades. After he
adjusted the thermostat for the living, he started the cheap
plastic coffee maker. If ever he returned to the west coast, he
made a mental note to request an upgrade the next time he'd be
forced to rent anything in the People's Republic of California. The
hot and bitter black liquid from his hotel mug started him back to
life.

Grabbing Pseudonym, an expensive pen
and birthday present from his wife, he wrote the name of every
person he wanted to contact. Next, he made some calls. Halfway down
the list, he saw a pattern emerging. No sympathy for his
predicament whatsoever.

As the day trudged on, things got
worse, including verbal abuse on par with
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