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Some readers rave about Dark Web!

“‘A thrilling page-turner.’ ‘Sexy, timely,
unforgettable.’ ‘You won’t be able to put it down!’ ‘Sexual tension
thick enough to cut with a knife!’ Those are the kinds of blurbs
you want to get, okay?” – Renaldo Pensacotti, Authors’ Agent.

“This is an interesting first attempt at a
romantic thriller. Have you considered hiring a writer to help
you?” – Theresa Bingham, Editor of the Sin & Sexcapades
Romance Series.

“It’s just like reading a real book!” - Aunt
Cathy, a friend of the family.

“For romance fans, Journey fans, and fans of
just steam in general, this is one steamy romantic journey!” - Emma
Kneecap, Brainstorm Journal.

“If Carroll keeps attending her group
sessions and stays on her medication, she’ll be right as rain in a
few years.” - Beacon’s Dr. Gris Stein, Ph.D.

“Carroll is awesome and cool, and she’s so
pretty, and everybody should read her cool book!” - Jack Priest,
just a friend of Carroll’s

“The Dark Web is a real thing! I saw it on
the television! That good-looking reporter on the channel with the
house-hunters, he told me that the Dark Web could steal my identity
and sell it to foreign people! And I told Georgia about that show
and she said she’d watch it, and so we watched it, and Georgia said
this sounded like a great idea for a smutty book! That’s how it all
happened and I helped!” - Jack’s Mom, mother of Jack Priest

“It literally starts with a bang.” – Ryan
Lamp, a friend of Jack Priest

“This is some serious romance novel, and I’m
serious.” - Grandma Carla, a friend of Aunt Cathy’s.

“I don’t read stuff but Carroll gave me five
dollars to say something.” - Derrick, the bad-boy dreamboat in the
muscle shirts, who works down at the convenience store.

“Georgia Petherbridge is the hottest piece
of tail I ever saw at Meatball Paradise, but I was afraid she was
too good for me, which is why we got divorced. So you’d better read
her book if you know what’s good for you.” - Renaldo Pensacotti,
Owner/Manager, Meatball Paradise (My fourth husband, but my
second-favorite, if you know what I mean, sweetheart -
Georgia)

“This book contains kissing and stuff, which
the ladies really enjoy. I’m very confident about what ladies
enjoy.” - Hobbes Austrailio, not a friend of Jack Priest

Authors’ Notes

Several marriages and a
lifetime of smutty adventures have left me with a "bottomless"
"reservoir" of smutty stories that I like to share with
folks.  This was very easy.  Why
are people always whining about how hard it is to write a book? We
did this in two weeks and it's fantastic.  I'm good at
everything I try; just ask my ex-husbands, sweetheart.  You
can, because two of them are still alive.

 



	
Georgia Petherbridge





 


My enthralling life story cannot be
contained within a few measly paragraphs. So I must sadly be brief.
When my family wasn’t around, books always were. They were my
friends and tutors all those lonely years at the Manchester estate,
though the nice people at the big home saw to my upbringing. Oh, I
was just told that this isn’t meant to be the author’s bio. So it
appears that I am doing it wrong.

Thank you oh-so-much for reading this. That
our hard work will pay off, and people will finally recognize me,
not for my fragility but for my creativity and insight, is such a
blessed relief. So often beauty of the spirit, body and mind goes
right under people’s noses, just like a forgotten flower. I’m not
crying!

 



	
Carroll Gingham








Prologue

Many Years Earlier

 


BANG!

Business entrepreneur James Tiberius Gorges,
though expertly maneuvering his elegant car, never expected for the
horse trailer on the road in front of him to suddenly explode wide
open, unleashing a drunken horse, which came flying toward his
windshield at sixty miles an hour, but this was exactly what
happened on that fateful day. It was horrible!

James slammed on the brakes of his elegant
car, but to no avail, because the horse had no brakes and was
unstoppable in its drunken flight. The horse’s huge hooves crashed
through James’s windshield, flailing wildly in drunken panic. The
truck pulling the horse trailer, the driver of which whom was also
drunk, careened wildly across the road and forced yet another car –
quite a well-restored classic, a white 1970 Chevrolet Chevelle SS –
straight off the bridge and into the shark-infested waters
below.

“Nom nom nom!” roared the sharks.

But James didn’t notice that happening,
distracted to the point of inattentiveness by the flailing hooves
of the drunken horse in his front seat. Little had he known that
this day, of all days, would be the fateful day that changed the
course of events previously unchanged and unbeknownst to him.

As he was repeatedly kicked in the face,
James had only time to think to himself, Oh Beth!

And then . . . he was . . . dead.

When they later arrived on the scene, the
police had a hay-day searching through the wreckage. Pulling James
out of the hay, they were horrified by the strange cause of his
death – but the drunk horse had escaped, never to be seen again.
Another search party pulled the white Chevrolet Chevelle SS from
the water, broken to bits, and badly bitten, a particularly
ravenous shark still gnawing at the leather seats. “Nom nom
nom!” shouted the ravenous shark. Remains of the driver were
found some time later, in even worse shape than the car.
Unfortunately this surprised no one.

A reluctant officer was given the duty of
calling James Tiberius Gorges’s beautiful wife. “Mrs. Beth Gorges?”
asked the officer when he reached her by telephone.

The seductively feminine voice sighed in
resignation. “Yes, this is Beth. But before you make a fool of
yourself, sir, I should warn you, I am a married woman.”

“Not any longer, ma’am,” said the grim
officer on the phone. “I’m afraid I have some terrible news.”

“Oh no! Terrible news! Oh no! What has
happened?”

“Ma’am, I’m afraid from now on, you’ll be
known as Miz Beth Gorges.”

“But – why?”

“Your husband . . . is dead.”


PART ONE: Chapter One: Warning

Many Years Later: Thursday 2:16 p.m.

 


Beth Gorges was late for her presentation,
and she knew it. Boy did she know it. What a lousy day to be late,
when her whole thrust was the value of saving time. She was only a
minute late, but one minute was the one minute too many when it
came to working for something as important as the Government, where
every minute counted. Counted, this time, to one.

Oh those bullet points! fretted Beth,
as she raced off the elevator onto the floor of executive
Government offices. The Government’s top floor was beautifully
appointed with the finest office walls, some of them made of clear
glass that served as windows, which reflected Beth’s reflection to
her eyes. She noticed this and quickly checked her appearance.

This vastly important presentation would
mean the difference between a promotion for Beth - or continuing
working the same job, with no promotion. For Beth. The bullet
points on her presentation had certainly been a nightmare. Luckily
her struggles had done nothing to decrease her stunningly beautiful
appearance, except perhaps to give her the air of a stunningly
beautiful woman who had been struggling to some extent with bullet
points.

Her naturally platinum-blonde hair coiled in
fetching ringlets around her lovely flawless face, which flushed
charmingly and glowed, with elegant excitement. She had worn her
most expensive business suit that day which was refined, classy and
tasteful, and yet did nothing to hide the voluptuous curves of her
lean, lithe, slim, shapely lingerie-model figure.

People told Beth all the time that she was
the most beautiful woman they had ever seen, which was probably the
truth, but her awestruck admirers didn’t realize the secret pain
with which she lived: her aching elbows. Though she was only
twenty-eight years old, she lived with this chronic torment, the
excruciating pain off-and-on, but usually on. Though her elbows
weren’t broken, they sure hurt like the dickens. The pain was
caused by the excessive time she spent working and toiling on the
computer in a man’s world, to support herself and her dear son, but
her glamorous career came with this price, and she was willing to
pay it. Today her elbows were nervous about her big presentation,
quivering with pain and anxiety about the promotion.

I can’t let this stop me now! She
bravely pushed aside the pain and concentrated on straightening the
lines of her expensive business suit, which molded to her body like
it was justifiably grateful to be hanging there on her curves.

Just then, before she could adjust her
elbows, before she could think through her presentation just one
more time, before she could take one big step into the rest of her
life, a nearby office doorway was flung open and a man stormed out,
furiously, as in angrily, exuding masculine force. His burning gaze
caught hers and they stood, locked together in mutual admiration,
for what seemed like a steamy eternity. He was the most striking
man Beth had ever seen, with thick dark brown hair that waved away
from his unmistakably masculine face. He had dark eyes that pierced
like daggers and a jaw that could cut the vegetables for a small
and elegant salad. His clothes fit him like beautifully tailored
garments specifically made for his body type. He was in such
excellent shape that Beth could see the outline of his abdominal
muscles through the smooth elegant material of his tasteful shirt.
No cans are missing from that six-pack! she thought in spite
of herself.

She had never seen him before, because if
she had ever seen him before, she would remember having seen him –
he was foxy fine. Too fine, in fact, she thought angrily.
He’s distracting me from my big presentation! “Excuse me”
Beth said with irritation. “Are you lost? Can I help you find your
way?”

The man approached, his fury dissipating,
cocky in his attitude. “I’ve got news for you. It’s after
noon.”

“Oh!” cried Beth in surprise. “I’m sorry.
Something about you made me feel like I’d just rolled out of
bed.”

He stood before her now, an entire head
taller, and an entire shoulder broader, with a wry smile. “You seem
to be in a hurry. Going somewhere?”

“I have a presentation to give before the
Board of Directors,” Beth replied.

“Lucky Board of Directors.”

“Yes. So kindly let me by,” she told him
firmly. He stepped aside with a gentlemanlike gesture, but she
wasn’t going to let him off that easily, not after he’d shown up
lookin’ all hot. “I’m Beth Gorges, with the Computers Department.
Are you new with the Government?”

“Now that’s an excellent question, Beth
Gorges. You see, I’m an old friend of the Government’s – the
real Government. But this place? I’m not so sure we’re on
speaking terms.”

“You might have gotten off on the wrong
floor. Happens to me all the time.”

“You see,” said the handsome devil, “I came
here to get some answers, but I don’t seem to be asking any
questions.”

“Maybe you’re looking for the wrong
answers.”

“Something I’ve learned in my years of
working as a homicide detective, Beth Gorges. Ask enough of the
wrong questions, and someone will eventually give you the wrong
answer you’ve been looking for. Nobody here wants to talk? That’s
okay. I’ve got other ways to ask. Like with my fists – if it comes
to that.”

“Wow, really?” Beth looked at his lean,
punch-hardened hands.

“Yeah. Like sign language. The kind people
have to read with their faces.”

“I wouldn’t expect anything else from a
rugged, distracting cop. You’re probably here to dig up enough dirt
to make a molehill to make a mountain of. Isn’t that right, crime
hound?”

“Make that a crime wolf,” the
detective corrected. “I always work by myself; that’s why I never
have a partner. I don’t play well with others. Or work well with
them, either.”

Beth bristled, both at the idea that he
didn’t play well with others, and at the idea that he didn’t work
well with them, either. “I don’t understand that attitude at all.
Teamwork is vital to the Computers Department. Without it, I’d have
to do everything myself.”

The detective winked at her. “So, the
Computers Department, eh? What does your department do?”

“Computers,” replied Beth. “I’m a computers
expert, with a focus on time-saving techniques.”

“Impressive. That’s a powerful ability. Do
you deal much with what they call the Internet? The
web?”

She had to refrain from rolling her eyes,
remembering that not everyone lived on the cutting edge of
technology as she did. “Yes, almost every day. I find that the
Internet – or web, as you call it – and computers often come
together in a hot mess of intense, mutual gratification, which is
just the way I like it.”

“Symbiotic,” said the detective.

“No, mostly it’s in English. Unless you go
to the wrong websites, I guess.”

His eyes narrowed, realization dawning on
his godlike face. “Jackpot. Well, Beth Gorges. I think it’s
very lucky I ran into you this morning.”

“Oh Detective,” countered Beth slyly, “I
thought you said it was after noon.”

“When a man works twenty-four/seven, time
doesn’t matter, and it’s been a long time since I checked a clock.
I think I’ll be paying a visit to this Computers Department. Today.
Be seeing you, Beth Gorges.”

Beth watched him walk as long as she could,
admiring the way his legs did all the hard work. Even after he
disappeared into the elevator, she remained where she was,
breathing in the faint scent of his aftershave for a while, before
she looked around and remembered where she was. “Oh, right,”
she said. “Back to work!”

*****

At last Beth burst through the conference
room doors at the end of the long, beautifully appointed
hall-walled hallway. Around the enormous meeting table sat the
Board of Directors, pensively waiting for the presentation that had
not yet begun because Beth was late. Each Board of Directors
Director sat in his usual seat, which was labeled with his name. In
this manner, they always knew who was sitting at the table, and
what his name was.

“Well here she is, at last,” said the
President of the Board of Directors, a man in an expensive business
suit. “You’re quite late, Mrs. Gorges.”

“It’s Miz,” said Beth. “My husband is
dead.”

“That’s no excuse for being late,” said the
President of the Board of Directors, who was not the same as the
President President, even though they both worked for the
Government, and they were both busy. The President said, “This
computers presentation had better be dynamite.”

Another man, from another chair, located at
another part of the table, said, “Computers are the way things are
going. But are you really qualified to teach us anything, Miz
Gorges?”

Beth had not expected the third degree. She
was too flustered to answer. She answered, “Shouldn’t my
presentation speak for itself?”

Adjusting the cuffs of his expensive
business suit, another man snorted, “Somebody had better be
speaking. I won’t sit here reading words on stupid paper when I
could be conducting the business of the Government – I certainly
hope this isn’t a waste of my time. My time is valuable.”

“Ah,” said Beth, sensing a chance for
opportunity. “But this is the point of my whole presentation.
Computers can save time. Let me show you how. In fact, you might be
interested to know that this entire presentation was created on a
computer, on which I was working only a few minutes ago.”

“Working, were you?” said a man who was
sitting next to another man. “I heard all you ever did was walk
around here looking beautiful, eating those elegant little salads
for lunch. Maybe you have this place mixed up with a modeling
agency – but I have news for you. This is the Government.”

“I am fully aware of where I am,” Beth
retorted hotly, as in angrily. “And that kind of talk is one thing
you’ll never get out of a computer. Maybe that’s why I like them
better than most people.”

“Ha ha,” said the first man who had talked
before. “She’s got you there, Ringerlinghouse.”

Everyone laughed uproariously, except for
Ringerlinghouse, who merely laughed.

At the far end of the table was a tall,
sturdy woman, standing as if she was watching the entire room.
“Please everybody,” she said, her eyes watching the entire room.
“As I have already explained, Beth Gorges is one of our finest
employees and she knows everything there is to know about
computers. Today will prove that to you all.”

Beth had to smile at her boss, Vanessa
Charge, who was one of the most powerful women in the Government.
Vanessa had supported Beth completely from the moment they had met,
ten years ago, when Beth had come to work for the Government and
met Vanessa. Vanessa was comfortable with her own bulky, manly body
and did not mind that standing next to petite, lithe and elegant
Beth made Vanessa look even dumpier than she already was dumpy.
Vanessa was a true friend in every sense of the word, and also the
best boss Beth could ever ask for. Nothing could ever destroy the
trust of their relationship.

“Thank you Vanessa,” said Beth, warmly and
appreciatively. “Now, shall we begin the presentation?”

“Yes,” said a voice new to the meeting, a
voice of silken intent. In the doorway to the meeting room stood an
enormous bodyguard, big enough to bench-press a bison, his head
bald and his eyes fierce with watchfulness. He held the door for an
older man, the one who had spoken. This older man was dressed in a
business suit more elegant and expensive than any at the table, but
to Beth’s surprise, he also wore his long white hair in a ponytail,
which indicated that he was either a crackpot or an eccentric,
depending on how much money he had. To Beth’s surprise and also
dismay, the older man held a fragrant corndog in one hand, and was
obviously halfway through eating it. He nibbled at its tip with
relish, meaning that he was enjoying it, and not that it actually
had relish on it, though it did have relish on it. Beth thought
corndogs were nasty – her mother had always told her that corndogs
were the Devil’s middle finger.

The man with the corndog spoke again. “I
would very much like to hear what time-saving techniques you can
share with us, Miz Gorges.”

Vanessa Charge slammed to her feet. “My god
- Mr. Crypt! We weren’t expecting you!”

“I find it best to arrive when I am least
expected,” said the man called Crypt. “That way, no one was
expecting me.”

“Please sir,” said Vanessa, waddling out of
the way. “Take my chair.”

“Oh, I will. I will.”

As the mysterious, corndog-toting man took
Vanessa’s chair, Vanessa quickly told the room, “This is Mr.
Jebediah Crypt. A very important Government Official. Mr. Crypt is
integral to the functioning of our computers systems. He is, uh . .
.”

“That is quite enough, Miz Charge,” said
Crypt, waving his corndog at her. “Please, let us proceed. I am
fascinated to learn Miz Gorges’s time-saving techniques.”

“But sir,” said Ringerlinghouse, rising to
his feet, brushing off his expensive business suit, “A man of your
importance shouldn’t have to listen to some salad-eating
supermodel. Allow me, please, to direct this presentation toward
much more important subjects, like business.”

“I beg to differ,” said Beth. With a
flourish, she produced several stapled articles from her tasteful
briefcase, spreading them before her on the table. “Time-saving
techniques using computers are vital to business! These are
studies, from the Internet itself, showing that businesses
everywhere are relying on computers for everyday uses, like working
and such.”

The Board of Directors examined these
articles with interest, murmuring their assent and appreciation.
“Ahh,” they said, acknowledging the research, and, “Mmm-hmm, I
see.”

Ringerlinghouse was not ready to give up.
“Even so, I think that a man of your stature deserves to hear from
someone a little more not-a-woman. Remember what happened last
time?”

Another director groaned with the memory.
“It took hours to clean up, and our stock fell four billion
points!”

Crypt nibbled the last bite of his corndog
and tossed the stick into a nearby trashcan. “Mr. Ringerlinghouse,
have you met my associate, CAPSLOCK?” He gestured to the enormous
bodyguard who had taken up a station by the door.

“WE HAVE NOT BEEN INTRODUCED,” said CAPSLOCK
in a thundering voice.

“That is a shame,” said Crypt. “The two of
you should now go, and become very well acquainted. Very well
acquainted, indeed.”

Ringerlinghouse’s eyes grew wide with panic
as the huge man stomped across the room and grabbed him by the
shoulder, dragging him toward the door.

“No, no, please, sir!” cried
Ringerlinghouse. “Please, I’ll sit and listen! I’ll respect women
more! I promise!”

“WE ARE GOING TO HAVE A LONG TALK ABOUT
FEMINISM,” shouted CAPSLOCK as he pulled the helplessly struggling
Ringerlinghouse from the room. The door slammed shut behind them,
and everyone looked back to the slyly smiling Crypt.

“Mr. Ringerlinghouse no longer has a
Monopoly on our meeting,” Crypt told Beth. “Too bad he
doesn’t have a Get out of Jail Free card.”

“Maybe he’ll roll doubles,” said Beth.

“Ha ha!” laughed Crypt, and everyone else
joined in. “I see you too play Monopoly.”

“Actually I don’t like to play games, Mr.
Crypt. I like to get results. Results with computers.”

Crypt’s smile faded into solemn admiration.
“And I would very much like to hear about them, Miz Gorges. Please
. . . proceed with your presentation.”

 


*****

 


“The presentation was a huge success,” said
Vanessa as she and Beth returned to the Computers Department. “I’m
sure you’re going to get that big promotion now.”

“This is what I’ve been working for!” cried
Beth gleefully. “I have so many ideas I want to share! Time-saving
strategies. Multiple monitor setups. Find-and-Replace.”

Vanessa paused, putting a hand to Beth’s
shoulder protectively. “Slow down there, sweetie. You’ve already
impressed everybody. There’s no need to Find-and-Replace. That’s a
subject for Research and Development, not a pretty little thing
like you.”

“Oh Nessie, I’m so excited about the
promotion! But in a way I feel sad too.” Beth brushed an unexpected
tear from under her eyes, which were huge, blue limpid pools of
beautiful emotion. “If I get the big promotion, you won’t be my
boss anymore. And whatever will you do without me?”

“Oh honey,” Vanessa replied. “It’s not
enough that you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met, but
you’re also the sweetest. You know that we’ll always be the best of
friends and nothing will ever happen to change that.”

They arrived at the Computer Department
together, because they had been walking together. Here, Vanessa was
stopped by her awful secretary Winona, a woman in too much makeup.
“Vanessa,” said secretary Winona to her boss Vanessa, “there’s
someone waiting in your office to see you.”

“Who are you meeting with at this time of
day?” asked Beth in surprise. It was awfully late for a meeting –
or was it?

“You don’t have the clearance to know who
she’s meeting with,” snapped Winona from her too-lipsticked mouth.
“Why don’t you go to modeling class and mind your own
business?”

Beth told Winona truthfully, “There’s not a
modeling class out there that can teach me anything more. Besides.
I was only concerned for Vanessa. A meeting – now? At this hour? Of
the day?”

“Don’t your elbows hurt?” snapped Winona
blinking her heavily-shadowed eyes. “Shouldn’t you be seeing a
chiropractor or something? Vanessa’s meetings are need-to-know
only.”

“Need to . . . know?” repeated Beth in
alarm. The phrase sounded dangerous to her. But it was true; her
elbows had only gotten worse during her big presentation, aching
like painful arm joints, inflamed with pain, as if she had attacked
the brick wall that was her life, elbows-first.

“Oh this meeting is probably nothing,” said
Vanessa. “Nobody at all. It’s probably just somebody who doesn’t
want anything.”

“That’s a relief,” said Beth. “Well good
luck. I’ve got to get home to take care of my son.”

“Yes, you get home to that boy!” Vanessa
beamed at Beth. “I know that being a good mother, and having a
cutting-edge-career, are the most important things in the world to
you.”

“Mmm-hmm.” Beth was eager to leave, so said
cheerfully, “See you later, alligator!”

She left Vanessa at the door of Vanessa’s
office. As she walked away, however, she looked into Vanessa’s
beautifully appointed office through the high-quality glass serving
as a window and saw that not one, but two Government agents
waited in Vanessa’s office – and seated before Vanessa’s desk were
the two strange men from the meeting: Jebediah Crypt, and the
bodyguard called CAPSLOCK. CAPSLOCK seemed to be covered in
something – barbecue sauce, or perhaps blood.

Beth shuddered in revulsion at the thought
of barbecue sauce.

How strange. A meeting with four people,
at this hour? Of the day? A tingle of alarm tingled at the back
of her neck, as if a fly was landing on the back of her neck and
making it tingle. Oh, it’s none of my business. Shoo fly, don’t
bother me!

 


******

 


Beth hurried home using her car, an elegant
luxury car that was both tasteful and subdued, and yet which did
nothing to hide her beauty as she sat behind the steering wheel,
which allowed her to maneuver the car to her home. Turning this
wheel to the left made the car turn left. Turning it to the right
did not. Instead, turning it to the right made the car turn right.
It was a user-friendly system, like a computer. Such stability
reassured Beth. If she couldn’t trust the mechanics of her own
tasteful car, who could she trust?

She drove to the economical and yet
luxurious neighborhood in New York City where she lived with her
son Doakenson in a renovated brownstone that projected stability to
those who looked at it. When Beth had moved to New York all those
years ago in her backstory, she had known this exciting place was
the place where she could make a home for herself in a brownstone,
and career for herself in Government. A place to live while
working, driving to and fro in a car. New York was on the cutting
edge of computer technology, and computers were the way things were
going.

But nothing, not even computer technology,
was more important than Doakenson. Therefore it was upsetting to
Beth when she walked through their front door to their tastefully
appointed front hall to find Doakenson furious with her. He glared
at her from the kitchen doorway, on the verge of tears.

“So. Busy day, huh?” He used a sarcastic
tone to convey sarcasm about the business of her day.

“Dokey . . .?”

“Where were you?” he demanded. “You promised
you would come today, and you didn’t!”

“Oh. My. God.” Beth asked in alarm, “Was
that today?”

At Doakinson’s glare, her heart sank – oh
no, the piano recital! I was so wrapped up in my presentation that
I completely forgot! “I’m so sorry!”

“You don’t care about anything except your
stupid job!” Doakensen accused her. “I hit a home run but you
weren’t there to see it!”

Oh no! Beth winced in abject horror.
The baseball game!

“And I played Beethoven’s Fifth without
making a single mistake. But what do you care?”

“Doakenson,” Beth exclaimed. “I’m so sorry I
forgot about your baseball game and your piano recital! I had this
big presentation today, for the big promotion—”

Kicking the wall, Doakensen said under his
breath. “You care more about the Government than you care about me!
I even had a friend record the whole thing with his phone. But I
knew you wouldn’t care so I smashed it! Now we have to buy Devonson
a new phone and it’s all your fault!”

Beth sighed miserably, seeing her son’s
distress. Because he looked like her, he was a stunningly
good-looking boy, with platinum blond curling locks of hair, limpid
pools of blue eyes, and flawless features like his mother’s, only
made appropriate for a guy’s face. “I looked for you at the
baseball game, initially, and I did not see you. Then at the piano
reciting place I tried to see if you finally came so I would feel
better! But you didn’t and I wasn’t!”

“Doakensen, I’m so sorry. I promise I’ll
make it up to you.”

“You’ll never understand. You just go work
and make money. I wish you would stay at home like real moms do,
and also make money.”

“Real moms don’t have to make money because
they aren’t widows,” Beth reminded him gently. “Sons need food and
shelter.”

“Is food and shelter all you care about?”
Doakenson shouted with a frustrated kick at the wall. “Don’t even
get me started on the upcoming talent show!”

Beth felt crushing guilt for missing
Doakenson’s big day. “I have no excuse, but please understand. I
had a hard day too – a big presentation, plus my elbows are acting
up, and something at work . . . troubled me. Vanessa had a meeting,
something that they call in the government a need-to-know meeting.
Vanessa said it was nothing, but in the world of Government,
nothing usually means something that means the opposite of
nothing.”

Doakensen looked slightly less put-out. “I’m
sorry your elbows hurt again. Maybe if you always stayed home, they
would get better.”

Beth thought perhaps this was a chance for
an opportunity to make up with her son, so she went to hug him.
Just as she put her arms around his neck, the telephone began to
ring. Brlinnng, brlinnng, brlinnng. She went to answer it.
Doakenson remained in his kicking-spot.

“Hello?” Beth answered as she lifted the
receiver, to let the caller know that she had answered the
phone.

“Hello,” said a female voice that was on the
phone. “Is this Mrs. Gorges?”

“It’s Miz,” corrected Beth. “My
husband is dead.”

“This is Mrs. Pergatry at Doakenson’s
school. I’m very sorry about your husband.”

“Well it happened many years ago, so
whatever.”

“That’s good. Time heals all wounds. We
missed you today at Doakinson’s piano recital and baseball game.
All the other mothers, all of whom were there for their
children, were wondering where you were. They couldn’t help but
notice, because you’re so much more attractive than most people who
come to school events.”

“I know. I was at work, giving a big
presentation,” Beth confessed, her beautiful face flaming with
attractive embarrassment.

“How exciting it must be to have a career!
Doakenson says that you are an expert in computers. I suppose
computers are the way things are going these days.”

“They really save time,” Beth agreed. “We
have to stay on the cutting edge, living in New York as we do.”

“If saving time is important to you, then
I’ll come to the point right away. The reason I am calling, Miz
Gorges, is because Doakenson is falling behind in several of his
subjects. He doesn’t pay attention in class, passes notes,
distracts the other students with his looks, and sometimes engages
in bullying.”

“He bullies the other students!” cried Beth.
She looked in alarm at Doakenson, who kicked the wall in fury.

“Why, no. He’s enormously popular with all
the students because of his stunning good looks. The problem is
that Doakenson bullies the cafeteria staff, especially on
frozen-yogurt day. We’re afraid if he continues in this way, that
he’ll do very poorly on his LSATs.”

Beth closed in her eyes in misery. A flare
of pain flared through her elbows. She looked back at Doakenson
again, who was still standing where he had been standing before, so
nothing had changed. Except for her disappointment. It’s my
fault, for missing his baseball game, she decided. And if
only I had been at that piano recital. There’s just so much to
worry about.

 


*****

When she got off the phone, Beth went to
Doakenson. “Young man,” she cautioned. “I won’t have you eating
frozen yogurt! Don’t you know it’s just the Devil’s ice cream?”

“All the other kids eat,” said Doakinson
sullenly.

“Well if all the other kids went to a bridge
and it collapsed because they were so fat, would you go too? Huh, I
thought so not. You are grounded. You are not to visit New York at
all except to go to school – and you’re on curfew now! You’ve got
to be back from all super-cool events at 11:45 sharp!”

“That’s not fair!”

“And I’ll be taking all your Hall &
Oates too, young man. No more listening to that rock music. I knew
it was a bad influence on you.”

“You can’t take Hall and Oates from me!”
insisted Doakinson. “They’re the only band that understands today’s
youth!”

“No arguing, young man! And I want to
check all your homework from now on. Mrs. Pergatry says that you’re
going to have trouble with the LSATs.”

It was the last straw, and if Doakenson had
been a camel, it would have broken his back. He howled, “Nobody
cares about the stupid LSATs! It’s just five different 35-minute
sections of testing: one for reading comprehension, one for logical
reasoning, two for analytical reasoning, and a final section which
is also called the Variable Section, which is only used to pretest
new questions and doesn’t even count toward the score! A 35-minute,
unscored writing sample is also administered and though it does not
count toward my score, it will be sent to all the law schools to
which I apply! It’s so stupid! I don’t even care!”

“How can you say that?” Beth exclaimed,
brushing a platinum blonde ringlet away from her flawless face.
“Law school is all you ever talked about.”

“I hate everything!” Doakenson exclaimed. “I
can’t stand living here with someone who only cares about her
career! I’m gonna to go live with Dad!” With that, Doakensen
stormed to the front door. “I want to take the car into New
York!”

“Don’t go buying any frozen yogurt or
cigarettes!” Beth warned, tossing him the keys that would start the
car.

“God! I know!” Doakenson slammed the door,
from the outside, where he had gone. Within moments Beth heard the
car start and Doakenson speed away. Oh, god, another item to add
to my worry list. I could really use a pencil. And writing makes my
elbows hurt!

 


*****

 


Beth made herself a supper of a small,
undressed salad, with elegant little corncobs, those cute ones that
come in jars. She was too upset to really eat, though, so simply
put the small, undressed salad in a bowl that had a lid, so she
could take it tomorrow to the Government for lunch. Then she put
the lid on the bowl. It would keep the salad from wilting. Oh,
if only I could keep a lid on Doakinsen too. Then she sat down
on her couch to watch American Idol, and tried not to think
about her issues while she ate her salad.

But that night, the musical antics of the
contestants did nothing to alleviate her stormy mood. She gazed at
the craters of kick-marks Doakenson had kicked into the wall, dark
spots on her otherwise lavishly but tastefully decorated home. This
was symbolism.

Just as her mood was growing stormy,
however, the front door opened and Doakensen slumped in, looking
regretful. “Hey, Mom. Can I ask you a question?”

“Sweetheart, you can ask me anything at
all.”

Her darling son slumped into the living room
where he sat beside her on the couch. “Aw jeez Mom, I know that
liking this show is really relatable, but I can’t stand it. I like
action shows. Just let me change the channel.”

“I think what you’re doing is changing the
subject,” Beth said, catching him in the act of changing the
subject. “What did you want to ask me?”

“Well,” said a sullen, slumping Doakinsen,
though his sullenness did nothing to detract from his youthful
beauty, “I was out in New York, driving around, and I guess I was
pretty mad at you, for missing my piano recital and baseball game.
I was going to get even with you by buying some cigarettes and
smoking them. Just as I walked up to the SmokeMart, though, I saw a
homeless guy lying in their doorway. He looked awful, and he was
all alone, and he smelled bad. The automatic door kept thumping him
in his poorly-nourished backside.”

“Oh Doakensen,” crooned Beth in
sympathy.

“Mom,” Doakensen began. “What can a business
owner do, when some smelly homeless guy is lying right in the
doorway? He’s just going to drive away gainfully employed, paying
customers, isn’t he? Can they beat him with a broom or a belt or
something? Mom, can’t the Government do something about it?”

“That’s a lot of questions,” said Beth in
surprise, her flawless eyebrows raising in surprise. “You’ve really
been thinking about this.”

“He was disgusting.”

“Oh honey. It’s not just homeless people who
are disgusting. Lots of people are disgusting.” She knew she had to
answer his questions truthfully, because Doakenson could smell a
lie like a narc’s dog could smell the cocaine in her purse. “Our
Founding Fathers never wanted to limit our freedoms, and that’s why
they invented America. Even disgusting people have freedoms for
some reason, and it’s difficult to take those freedoms away, no
matter how hard we try. That’s why I try to save the Government
time, by using computers.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right, Mom. I guess
the Government is hard work for you.” He looked shame-faced, which
did nothing to detract from his appearance of a young Adonis. After
a moment he admitted, “I didn’t mean what I said about the
LSATs.”

“Oh honey! I’m so glad to hear it. Now, I
think it’s about time for a certain young man to go to bed.”

“Aw man!” Doakensen griped, but there was a
gorgeous smile on his also-gorgeous face. “Can’t I just stay up a
little longer?”

“Tell you what. You get yourself ready, and
when I come to tuck you in, I’ll read you a chapter of any story
you like.”

“Wow – let’s read more of Runaway
Jury! I love John Grisham – he’s a lawyer, and that’s what I
want to be when I grow up.”

“You bet!” Beth couldn’t help but smiling
because now everything was perfect again, except for a couple of
relatable flaws. She couldn’t imagine that anything could go wrong
again, or at least not in the next couple of days, or certainly not
the next day at work, because it was a special day: Hawaiian Shirt
Day.







Chapter Two

Aloha

 


Beth Gorges was late for work – and she knew
it. This time. She was so worried about Doakenson and her big
promotion, she had barely gotten nine hours of sleep the night
before. Then she had tried finding something to wear that would
really fit into the spirit of Hawaiian Shirt Day, because she was
so fun-loving. But since Hawaiian shirts were idiotic and tacky,
she didn’t own one – she didn’t like to celebrate foreign cultures
too much anyway. However, she did have a skimpy bikini festooned
with red frangipani; maybe she could wear the bikini top with a
hot-pink mini-skirt and spiky red heels and look really
fun-loving.

Oh my goodness, this will never do!
The Hawaiian bikini top festooned with red frangipani had done
nothing to detract from her perfect gazongas, which were her best
features between her swan-like neck and her perfectly flat stomach.
She had turned this way and that, tsking at her reflection in the
mirror, until she realized that she simply could not wear this to
work without decreasing productivity. It wasn’t fair to others.
Finally she had come to the perfect solution: she would wear the
bikini top over her expensive business suit – this way, she would
stay professional but still keep in the spirit of Hawaiian Shirt
Day. This was the kind of decisive compromise that helped her excel
in her career. Decisiveness was one of the most important things in
the world to her.

She drove as quickly as she could to the New
York Government Building, the New York Division of the Government
where she worked. She enjoyed seeing the people out in the morning,
reading newspapers or buying coffees from coffee shops, but felt
sorry for the ones out stretching or jogging, working so hard to
look half as good as she looked naturally. They really are
wasting their time. Beth thought. She hated the idea of wasted
time. She was all about saving time.

Once at the Government Office, she stepped
onto the elevator which would swoosh her to the Computers
Department more quickly than taking the stairs – saving time was
the only reason she used the elevator, which always made her feel a
little anxious. There was something about elevators that made her
anxious. Maybe it was the way they shifted up-and-down,
willy-nilly. Maybe it was having to share the space, rather often,
with other people, some of whom were just not even trying.

But she made it to her floor without
incident. Arriving in the Computers Department, she was delighted
to meet Vanessa Charge, her closest, dearest friend and the best
boss in the world. Vanessa wore a huge muumuu and was handing out
leis in the hallway.

“Good morning, Beth!” exclaimed Vanessa.
“How are you today? How is that wonderful little boy?”

“We’re managing somehow. It is very hard
being a mother and having a career,” said Beth with a huge sigh.
“You’re lucky you can’t have children.”

“I never thought of it that way. You make it
look easy. Of course, you make everything look terrific. That’s an
adorable bikini.”

“And that’s a terrific thing you’re
wearing!” Beth said.

“How about some beautiful white flowers to
match your beautiful skin?” Vanessa offered her a lei.

“Oh, no thanks. They look kind of stupid.
Well I’d better get to work. I have some research to do in case
anyone has questions about my big presentation. Those bullet points
were a nightmare.”

Vanessa’s eyes narrowed. “Bullets? Who said
anything about bullets?” She dropped her flowers and took a
menacing step toward Beth. “Who have you been talking to?”

Beth’s heart pounded with her surprise. It
was unlike Vanessa to suddenly go psycho. She hurriedly said,
“Bullet points, Vanessa. It’s just computer jargon that I
use because I’m in-the-know.”

Vanessa’s crazy face cleared and she laughed
loudly. “HA HA HA. Of course, I know that. I was only joking. I
clearly heard you say ‘bullet points,’ so it would be silly for me
to make a big deal out of it as if you were talking about real
bullets that come out of guns.”

“Oh Vanessa, you’re a hoot! Even though
we’re not alike at all, you’re still the best friend I have. Ha
ha!” Beth laughed brightly and her infectious laugh soon had
Vanessa also laughing almost as hard.

“Excuse me,” said an irritating, nasal voice
that was coming from the mouth of Vanessa’s trollop of a secretary,
Winona, who today had on far too much makeup and a bright orange
Hawaiian shirt. She dragged her too-made-up carcass to the laughing
women. “Vanessa, you’re wanted on the phone—”

“Yikes!” exclaimed Beth. “Oh Winona, don’t
worry about it. Nobody’s at their best on a Monday.”

Winona sneered at Beth and said, “You’re a
little late today, aren’t you, Miss Perfect?”

“It’s Miz Perfect,” corrected
Beth. “My husband is dead.”

Winona rolled her overly-lined eyes. “Is
that why you’re late?”

“Maybe.” Beth was proud of the comeback.
There, that’ll show her!

Winona pouted with her overly lipsticked
mouth and finally said, “Vanessa, you have an important Government
phone call waiting on Line 2.”

“Yes, I’d better get that,” said Vanessa,
galumphing away. “Winona, please give out the rest of the
leis.”

“Just like your weekends, right Winona?”
asked Beth, cleverly incorporating Winona’s loose, sad morals into
a funny joke. “Well, I’m off to work!”

 


*****

 


Beth’s office door was labeled with a label
labelled with her name on a name plate which had her name stenciled
into the plate to label the label: Beth Gorges, Computers
Expert. Inside her tastefully appointed office, Beth had a desk
that clearly showed how much she worked with computers. On her desk
were nine monitors set up like a tic-tac-toe board. That was how
many monitors she needed in order to see all
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