

    
        
          Fixed

        

        
        
          We Got Your Fix, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Anya Parker

        

        
          Published by Anya Parker, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FIXED

    

    
      First edition. May 21, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Anya Parker.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231635122

    

    
    
      Written by Anya Parker.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Further Reading: The Fixers


​

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter One
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Emma Beale stared at the bug-eyed woman at the front of the line disbelievingly; she’d never been called a cunt by a senior citizen before and it stung. The woman, who looked to be in her late seventies, was draped in pearls, furs and scarves and sported a kind of sparkly wrap-thing atop her head. Her eyelids were painted peacock-blue, her face was powdered cadaver-white and Emma lost herself for a moment in the tiny rivulets of scarlet lipstick around the older lady’s mouth. Next to her was a skinny dark-suited man with thinning black hair pasted to his skull and coke-bottle glasses perched on his greasy nose; Emma guessed he was either her much younger husband, son or some rich so-and-so the woman was trying to impress. This was the kind of septuagenarian you’d expect to see hosting charity events where rich people sipped Bollinger on a manicured lawn whilst making polite conversation, not dropping the c-bomb on thirty-five year old information-desk clerks at a respected Sydney art gallery. 

The older woman’s raspy voice echoed through the arched thoroughfares and lofty ceilings of the main court, garnering looks and gossip from other visitors. A group of Japanese tourists took photos of the exchange and a thick-necked gallery guard watched the scene impotently. The building had been ornately crafted with sandstone and marble more than a hundred and fifty years prior, and had hosted some of the finest artworks known to man, yet on this day, at this hour, it was a venue for little more than withering insults and trash-talk. Emma smoothed her sandy shoulder-length hair and adjusted her blue short-sleeved blouse in a bid to calm herself before continuing to placate the woman. ‘I can only apologize once again, Madam. The Picasso exhibit ended last night. The artworks are being packed away as we speak.’ 

‘Now, you listen here... Ethel,’ began the woman, pointing a gnarled finger adorned with an enormous gold ring at Emma’s name tag. ‘I’m a premier member of this fucking institution. I’ve donated more money to the place than you make in a decade. That makes you my little dog. So, if I want you to sit, beg or roll over, you’d better fucking well do it! Do you understand? Or am I using bigger words than you’re used to?’

Emma, unable to sustain eye-contact for fear of crying, stared down into the fabric of her grey, woollen skirt. The oak-veneer desk between her and the aggressor seemed to melt away, leaving her vulnerable and alone. She wanted to place her high-heeled feet against the desktop’s edge and propel herself on her wheeled office chair into the stairwell behind her. How would the elder woman react to that, she wondered? Knowing her luck, the old bat would show up at the morgue just to continue berating her corpse. To make matters worse, Emma could hear the ease with which her co-worker, sitting mere feet away, was operating. Vlad, Vassily, or whatever his name was, laughed good-naturedly as the patron he was tending to asked polite questions about the gallery’s history and where the bathrooms were. Emma looked back up at her bulgey-faced crone and the bony undertaker-looking man beside her and resentment burned at the back of her throat. 

‘You know, I get it. You’re wealthy, respected and people generally do what you say. Me? I’m single, broke and living in a crappy inner west share-house like a teenager, even though I’m rapidly approaching middle-age, and better yet, I have to sit here and swallow every last particle of shit that puffed-up, over-indulged people like you care to spew at me for ten hours a day, six days a week. Now, I help people where I can because that’s my job. But, I cannot for the life of me pull a whole exhibit out of my asshole, can I?’ was what Emma imagined herself saying to the angry old stick. What she actually said was, ‘What precisely would you like me to do?’

The old lady’s white face turned whiter still and her jaw dropped revealing a set of yellowed dentures clinging onto her pale gums for dear life. ‘You will scamper off and find the gallery director this instant!’ screeched the woman. ‘You will implore him to organize a private viewing of Pablo’s work for myself and the Grand Treasurer of the Mason’s Lodge, and you will then draft a formal apology for the ghastly treatment I have experienced here this day!’

Emma inhaled deeply, fixing her gaze on her computer monitor, noting the time at the bottom left of the screen: 1:15pm. Her stomach growled as she realised the bleating woman had already swallowed up half of her thirty minute lunch break. Drastic action was now required. Emma furrowed her brow and tapped at her keyboard, miming the action of doing something whilst doing nothing at all. ‘Hmmm,’ she said emphatically, placing her hand across her mouth and staring at the monitor as though she was reading something important.

‘Well? What on Earth are you doing, you silly girl?’ barked the old woman, leaning on the desk and bathing Emma in her stale musk.

‘I’ve just messaged the director,’ Emma lied. ‘He says you’re welcome to head down to the exhibition space where the packing room staff will happily unload and rehang each and every canvas just for you and your guest.’ She looked up at the older lady. ‘He said I’m to apologise for inconveniencing someone as prestigious as yourself and for being such a stupid, incompetent idiot,’ she said with a broad smile before leaving the desk and running toward the break room. She didn’t bother to gauge the woman’s reaction.
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EMMA CLOSED HER EYES and moaned as she slipped a spoon of passionfruit cheesecake between her lips. She’d abandoned her packaged salad and skipped ahead to dessert with all of its consolatory endorphins. Dropping her used spoon into the plastic container she leaned back in her seat, kicked off her shoes and placed her feet on the melamine dining table; she’d never done that before in her life, but it seemed appropriate given the day she was having. Two of the younger gallery guides in their all-black uniforms, tied-back hair and trendy spectacles, snuck looks at her and giggled derisively. Ironically, the word “Welcome” was emblazoned across their non-existent tits in friendly white font, yet they’d made Emma feel anything but from day one. Emma decided to pay it no mind, reaching up under her top and adjusting her bra-cups as though she were reclining in her own bedroom. She threw in a post-cheesecake burp to really sell the fact.

A short power nap was the thing she craved most of all. Her flatmates, being D.J.s or music producers or some shit, and stoned out of their gourd most of the time were inconsiderate in the extreme. They had a habit of playing loud, grating music and cuing it up at the precise moment that Emma was drifting off to sleep. The three bedroom unit, sitting just above a row of busy shops, had walls that were not only thin but seemed to amplify noise. Emma had been sleep-deficit the entire time she’d lived there, helplessly rationalizing with the help of folk-sayings like “beggars can't be choosers” and the way more pointless, “it is what it is”. Any protests put forward fell on ironically deaf ears and she hated the thought of being ‘that person’. She’d adapted by becoming an opportunistic napper, snoozing hard on her thirty minute train commute and no doubt alarming her fellow travelers with the sheer quantity of dribble bubbling from her mouth onto her shoulder (or theirs). She slept on sanctioned work breaks, on falsified toilet breaks and even at her post if it was slow enough. 

What she had come to appreciate about her perma-tired condition, if anything, was the way her spongy brain was forced to prioritise things. Train delays in the morning? Too tired to care. Groceries pilfered by thoughtless co-inhabitants? Life’s too short to worry about things like that. No career trajectory or prospects to speak of? Stuff it. Emma had just about mastered what she’d started to call the Subtle Art of Sleeplessness. It occurred to her that she should write a self-help book on the subject, and she totally would have if she wasn’t so knackered. In fact, it dawned on her in the moment that she was even too exhausted for one of her quickie-naps. At least she wouldn’t waste time stewing over the machinations of the painted witch upstairs who was undoubtedly so gripped by white-hot rage she’d begun to spontaneously combust by now. Sorry, Cleaning Crew.

Placing her hands behind her head she glanced about at the framed posters on the break room’s walls. Mementos of past exhibitions and events adorned every available space, most of which Emma had experienced first hand in her eight and a half years of employment. It was a microcosmic gallery of its own, the employee sanctuary secreted away from the public at large. The locker and bathrooms were twenty feet away, there were industrial sized microwaves, a stovetop and oven, two double door fridges and an enormous television on the wall; Emma considered not going back out into the fray again once her break had ended. Hell, the place was better than the one she actually lived in. Emma sighed, allowing herself to feel safe behind those exclusively swipe-card accessible security doors. Angry old bitch-cows couldn’t get to her; not for another three and a half minutes at least. 

Fate, with its bleak sense of humor, chose that moment to deliver a well placed kick to Emma’s nether regions. ‘Emma Beale. Would you accompany me to my office please?’ 
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​Chapter Two
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Emma walked her little cardboard box full of possessions to the security desk, the guard there flashing her a patronising half-smile as he buzzed open the exit. She pushed her way through the door with her left hip, shuffling down the cement ramp to the delivery dock in a daze. She stopped and looked back one last time, still not fully absorbing the fact that she’d just been fired. She caught a fleeting glimpse of the manager, disappearing into the shadows like a sniper having just successfully offed her target. Continuing through the open roller door and up the driveway toward the grounds of the adjacent park, she replayed the scene at the front desk in her mind over and over. The hag had cursed Emma, threatening her with her big old lady dick and just like that: poof! Her job was gone. Each time she recalled the verbal exchange, the ghastly old harpy grew more grotesque, finally sprouting horns, claws and bat-wings. Emma visualized herself hurdling the table and tackling the woman to the floor, where they wrestled and spat slurs at one another. But then, the imaginary tide finally turned and she climbed atop the crone’s chest victoriously, twisting off her ugly head, bathing in fonts of steaming, green blood as she held the macabre trophy aloft to cheers from the surrounding crowd.

Emma laughed sardonically, then cried a little. As if in solidarity, the heavens opened up and it began to rain; not gradually, but in sheets. Her clothes and personal effects were quickly soaked, the box filling halfway with rainwater before collapsing mushily in her arms as her things cascaded onto the bitumen. Surrounded by a pitiful semi-circle of assorted water-logged stationery, food containers and toiletries, the full gravity of her fuckery was drawn into sharp relief. Polite weeping soon gave way to great, heaving convulsions. Emma inhaled water and she could detect a salty twang as snot from her nose invaded her mouth. She hadn’t cried so hard since that time she’d stumbled upon an old movie called Beaches while she was aimlessly surfing free-to-air TV. Bloody Bette Midler and the other one, whatever her name was, had her bawling for an hour afterward. 

She managed to put a pin in the ugly-crying when she felt the sensation of warmth at her right shoulder. It was a kind hand: someone had seen her plight and was taking pity on her. Ordinarily she’d find such a gesture a little ‘on the nose’, but Emma, now a resident of Rock Bottom, felt that any human contact was supremely welcome. She wiped her face with the back of her hand and looked up through cloudy eyes, blinking away tears, rain and running mascara. Emma could make out the shape of a lady maybe a decade her senior. She was carrying an umbrella with the ceiling of the sistine chapel printed on its underside and she wore a stylish, fawn-colored raincoat. It was the
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