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Xena, Gabrielle, Callisto, Janice Covington, Melinda Pappas and all other 
characters who have appeared in the syndicated series Xena: Warrior Princess, 
together with the names, titles and backstory are the sole copyright property of 
MCA/Universal and Renaissance Pictures. No copyright infringement was 
intended in the writing of this fan fiction. All other characters, their backstory, 
the story idea and the story itself are the sole property of the author. This story 
cannot be sold or used for profit in any way. Copies of this story may be made 
for private use only and must include all disclaimers and copyright notices. In 
my world the series Xena: Warrior Princess ended with the episode The Ides of 
March. Yes, I know When Fates Collide was a nifty episode written by Barbara 
Eden’s niece, but after two craptastic seasons it just ain’t enough to 
acknowledge any of the half-assed shit TPTB threw at us. So, for the purposes 
of this little tale, Callisto was never neutered with that “Callisto-Lite” bullshit, 
we didn’t have the Eve bullshit, we didn’t have the twenty-five year gap bullshit 
and of course the stupid thing with the mermaids never happened. 

 
LOVE/SEX WARNING/DISCLAIMER: 
This story depicts a love/sexual relationship between two consenting adult 
women. If you are under 18 years of age or if this type of story is illegal in the 
state or country in which you live, please do not read it. You might also want to 
consider moving. If depictions of this nature disturb you, you may wish to read 
something other than this story. Like, duh. Please also read the “Disturbing 
Content Warning/Disclaimer” because sexually, this story has some of that 
too. 
 
DISTURBING CONTENT WARNING/DISCLAIMER: 
This story is called “Callisto” and a pretty good chunk of it is about her. Yes, 
there are uber characters who have grand adventures, but a lot of it is about our 
beloved goddess of rage and what made her so. As you might expect, Callisto 
didn’t have the happiest of childhoods. If you don’t want to read about some 
really disturbing things that happened to this child after the Warrior Princess 
descended on her village, than you probably don’t want to read this story. I am 
absolutely not kidding about how awful and dark some of this stuff is. Were I 
not already in therapy I’d think I should be for thinking this stuff up in the first 
place. Sure, there is brilliantly witty dialogue, enjoyable action and hopefully hot 
sex (I did write this after all), but there is a lot of sadness too. Really despair 
inducing sadness. Icky, dark, dark sadness- especially in the second dream 
sequence. A bunch of shit happens that all too often befalls too many innocent 
kids. I won’t mind if you choose to read something else, seriously, I won’t. 
Honest. 



 
Author’s note: This one is for all the broken children who get fucked over through no fault of 
their own before getting much of a chance. It’s also for the damaged adults they grow into. The 
world is a very cold place and you shouldn’t have to discover that when you’re still attached to 
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Chapter One 
 

“The dream was never  over ,  the dream has just  begun” 
Straight  Back  – Stevie  Nicks 

 
 I remember it being a very hot windy summer. I might have been seven or eight years old. My sister 
and I would occasionally splash water from the horse troughs at each other to cool off. My mother would 
pretend to be upset but we knew she didn’t mean it. From time to time we would join other families in our 
village on outings to the sea. I think I love these memories the best. The smell of the salt water and the 
beautiful azure expanse that seemed to go on forever; there was nothing like it. My mother would pack a 
special lunch for those trips. She made the best bread in the village. She traded loaves of fresh bread and eggs 
from our hens for meat pies and always got the sharp cheese from our neighbor. That was a special treat for 
us; that and the wine of course. Cirran wine was unlike anything else. We had the finest vineyards in the 
region by far, and the wine makers of Cirra were well known throughout Greece. To be Cirran was to know 
wine, love the sea and live a life that could only be described as peaceful and prosperous. Even my family never 
wanted for anything, in spite of the fact that my father had died when I was a baby. The people of Cirra took 
care of their own and had a generous, loving spirit.  That was before she came. 
 I remember it was before suppertime; my sister and I had set the plates on the table and mother had 
a most delicious stew in a pot over our fire. As I said, it was summer, the sun was still bright even though it 
was time for the evening meal. We heard a commotion outside and it was more than the sound of the wind 
that had been ripping through Cirra for several days. The butcher’s son ran past our window screaming that 
an army was coming through the vineyards. My sister and I didn’t understand and honestly I don’t think my 
mother did either. The people of Cirra had always gotten along with our neighbors, joining with them to fight 
back the occasional intruder, most often to help in the event of a fire or other disaster. But Neleus was not 
mistaken and moments after he ran past our home I heard the thunder of hoof beats. 
 It started slowly, almost as if trying to remember what the sound of hoof beats might be, but the 
thunder drew steadily near and that is when we began to hear the screaming. Men from the village were trying 
to fight off the intruders, but Cirrans were wine-makers not warriors. The tools of agriculture are of little 
defense against swords and arrows. My mother tried to stay calm; she told me and my sister Miranda to hide 
under the bed, that we’d be safe there. She stayed with us, and told us that no matter what, not to move from 
our hiding place. She said the warriors could take whatever they wanted, and as long as we were alive, we’d be 
okay. How very little my mother knew. 
 My village had been under attack for maybe ten minutes when I first smelled smoke. Hiding in my 
place, paralyzed with a fear I had never felt before or since, I huddled with my sister and prayed to every god 
on Olympus to make the horror stop. My mother prayed as well, every god and goddess on Olympus was 



given their due, she sang their praises and begged them with all her heart to protect her daughters and make 
the slaughter stop. Perhaps in a fittingly twisted way, her prayers were indeed answered. The smell of smoke 
got stronger and in minutes our own thatched roof was on fire. In moments our home filled with dark smoke 
and the crackle of fire. One of the beams from the roof fell and hit my mother. 
 The horror of that scream is something I will never forget, try as I might. The burning beam struck 
her across the back of her shoulders knocking her forward and pinning her to the ground. She cried and 
screamed in part from the heavy weight pinning her down, in part from the fire now spreading to her clothes 
burning her skin. I crawled out from my place under the bed and tried to help her. I screamed for Miranda to 
help me but she didn’t move. She just stared at our mother, beating the ground, thrashing in pain; helpless. I 
grabbed the blanket off the bed and extinguished the flames and then tried to move the beam. It was still hot 
and I only succeeded in burning my hands. Tears of fear and frustration ran down my face as my lungs filled 
with black smoke. Our house creaked, the fire now moving down the walls, hungry for wood dry and parched 
from our hot summer. Embers rained down, burning me and my mother as small tongues of flame licked up 
wherever the hot embers landed. Mother cried as she was repeatedly burned and I was hard pressed to keep 
the small fires extinguished.  
 Minutes later mother seemed to calm down a bit. No longer screaming she looked around at the 
inferno that had been our home and made a decision. “Miranda, Callisto you must get out! Get out of the 
house now. You’re not safe here.” 
 “No!” I shouted. “I’m not leaving you. I can help you I just need to move this beam.” I tried again; 
the skin on my hands and arms blistering at the effort. 
 “The warriors are outside!” Miranda screamed. “They will kill us.” 
 The house creaked again. It might have seemed like vertigo; feeling like you are standing still yet the 
world moves around you. I saw the back wall of our house sway. I blinked, not believing my eyes. 
 “Miranda!” I screamed as the back wall fell in, toppling over onto the bed pinning Miranda 
beneath it. 
 My mother screamed anew and fought for all she was worth to get out from under the beam. I tried 
again, screaming in frustration that I wasn’t stronger. Miranda was screaming too, the bed engulfed in flame; 
my efforts with the blanket only succeeding to let it catch fire. I was frozen, I couldn’t move as I watched my 
sister burn to death. I could smell the burning hair and skin as she writhed in pain and panic. After 
moments that took far too long, she finally lay still. My mother was sobbing uncontrollably being forced to lay 
there and watch the death of her eldest child. Fiery embers continued to rain down and her clothes began to 
burn. She looked at me. It was all there in her face; pain, anguish, determination, fear, frustration. 
“Callisto,” she shouted at me. “You must leave now. Your sister and I are dead, you must save yourself. 
Go!” 
 “But momma, I love you,” I cried. “I can’t leave you.” 
 “If you love me, you will go. I love you too honey.” 
 Our house creaked again and against my will my feet obeyed. As soon as I was out the door I heard 
her scream again. Sadness, agony, desperation; it was all there in the sound of her voice. I could smell the char 
of burnt skin and hair and I knew my mother was on fire. Finally she was quiet. Only then, as the other 
walls from our house caved in could I leave. 
 I ran, in what direction I didn’t know. I may have hoped to stumble into one of the attacking 
warriors who would perhaps run me through with a sword and end my suffering. But I did not. The woman 
sitting astride her horse stopped my running. In a split second I knew everything about this woman I could see 
my life reflected in her cold blue eyes and knew that we would be forever linked. She was giving orders to the 
men saying that she’d come to Cirra for wine and she sure as Tartarus wasn’t leaving without it. She looked 
down at me, a look I will never forget. It is forever linked with the screams of my mother and sister, the smell 
of their burning bodies, the murder of anything I could have ever hoped to be. 
 “Why?” I screamed at her. It was all I could think of to say. 



 She smirked at me and gently kicked her horse moving away from me and away from the fire. I 
watched her go; long black hair spilling over a black cape. I did not know how I would do it, but someday, 
somehow I was going to kill that woman and leave her as empty and bereft as she had left me. 
 
 Stevie Montgomery woke with a start and sat bolt upright in bed. Her heart was 
racing, which after a nightmare was not unusual, but the smell of smoke filling her senses 
was new. She took a few slow, deep breaths to steady herself and ran a shaking hand through 
her shoulder-length blonde hair. Fearing the worst she looked at her alarm clock and 
groaned out loud when she saw that it was half past three. The acrid smell of smoke 
dissipated and Stevie looked around her bedroom. Everything was bathed in shades of deep 
blue from the antique furniture to the tidy walk in closet. The little moonlight illuminating 
the room came from a gap in the drawn heavy green curtains. The room smelled faintly of 
lavender, the remnants of a salted bubble bath still clinging to the oversized bath tub in the 
bathroom. Stevie found this scent comforting; herbs and salt made her think of the sea. She 
tried to erease the lingering images of destruction with those of pristine California coastline 
and met with limited success. 
 She concentrated on the sound of rhythmic breathing coming from the floor near 
her bed. Her two dogs slept soundly and the steady breathing provided a sense of comfort. 
If there really were a fire, she had no doubt that the dogs’ keen sense of smell would pick it 
up long before she could. That reassurance gave her the confidence to pick up the phone 
and dial numbers she knew by heart.  
 The phone rang twice and the gruff voice at the other end gave a type of comfort 
that the scent of lavender and down comforter she was wrapped in could not. “This better 
not be Stevie,” the low voice grumbled, threaded with sleepiness. 
 “Hey Sarah,” Stevie said. She could hear the other woman fumble for a better grip 
on the phone, no doubt looking at her own alarm clock. Stevie noticed that Dakota, her 
male Great Dane raised his head lazily at the sound of his mistress’s voice. Yoko, the female 
continued to sleep soundly. Deciding all was in order, Dakota lowered his huge head and in 
moments was snoring softly. 
 “Jesus Stevie, it’s three-thirty in the fucking morning,” Sarah said, her voice a harsh 
whisper that spoke volumes to the blonde. 
 “You’re not alone are you?” Stevie asked, a very clear image in her mind’s eye of 
Sarah’s bed and how she tended to sleep with her arms wrapped protectively around 
whomever she might be with. 
 Sarah Moorhead sighed. She did not enjoy hurting the woman on the other end of 
the phone. In her mind she could picture the disheveled blonde hair, the soft brown eyes, 
the vulnerable expression; but at this point it could not be helped. She adjusted herself to 
better hold the phone and keep from waking the woman who slept so soundly on her 
shoulder. “No, I’m not alone,” she whispered. “But we broke up four months ago, so it’s 
not like you can get all that annoyed.” 
 Stevie considered that response. They’d broken up most recently four months ago. 
They’d tried to break up a couple of times before that and always seemed to end up 
emotionally entangled once again. This time they were trying to keep the friendship and just 
leave out the sex that tended to muddle things. “Did she wake up when you answered the 
phone?” Stevie asked tentatively. 
 Sarah shook her head, her long black hair brushing against her shoulder. “No, she’s 
still asleep.” 



 “Then there isn’t any reason you can’t talk to me,” Stevie replied. “It’s not like I 
wasn’t up enough nights with you when you were on shoots in Romania or wherever the hell 
you went.” 
 “That was phone-sex, it was different,” Sarah shot back, albeit quietly. 
 “There were enough nights where you just wanted someone to say ‘good-night’ to, 
so you owe me.” Stevie was happy to hear Sarah take a deep breath and let it out slowly. She 
always did that when she was frustrated and ready to give in. 
 “Okay, okay,” she said quietly. “You had a nightmare, didn’t you?” 
 Stevie pulled the down comforter around her more tightly, settling into the warmth 
and putting the phone in a comfortable position by her ear. “Yes,” she said. “It was the same 
place I’ve been dreaming about, that village not far from the sea, but this time a woman was 
telling me what happened…” 
 “You had a narrator in your dream?” Sarah asked dubiously. 
 Stevie shrugged, “I guess so. This little girl about seven or eight years old was at 
home in this village when an evil warlord and her army invaded it. Everyone was 
slaughtered. A fire broke out and killed this girl’s mother and sister.” 
 “Man, that is a harsh dream. Seems like the worst yet. Did you watch reruns of X-
Files tonight? Or Medium? Sometimes that makes you dream weird stuff.” 
 Stevie couldn’t help but smile at that. Sarah had a way of breaking down life to its 
most basic components; television plots. She decided to play along. “You won’t believe this, 
but on Medium this week, Allison had a dream that her husband and the district attorney 
pooh-poohed and then it came true, then she had a spat with her husband in bed and the 
middle daughter had messy hair and said something funny.” She heard Sarah chuckle. 
 “No kidding? How can they do the exact same thing every week and still have it be a 
rockin’ show?” Sarah relaxed a little. The woman curled up at her side slept soundly and this 
was one of the things she enjoyed most about Stevie; the ability to talk about pretty much 
anything. “So do you think that the girl in the village represents you or your inner-child or 
some shit? Or are you the village that gets plundered?” 
 Stevie’s eyes grew wide at the comment. “Well the invading warlord did look a lot 
like you,” she said. “But I don’t think it was you. Yeah, we broke up but I don’t think I feel 
‘pillaged’ perse. I got the sense that the little girl was telling me things that she thought I 
needed to know.” 
 “I can’t really see myself as a warlord…humm…maybe…on a pale horse or 
something…” Sarah commented absently. Stevie might have found it amusing had it not 
been a chronic failing of her friend to steer the conversation to her favorite subject, herself. 
 “This horse was reddish brown. So who’ve you got in bed?” Stevie asked, deciding 
that if Sarah wanted to talk about herself, she’d give her the chance. 
 “One of the production assistants from the movie I just finished,” she answered 
without hesitation. 
 Stevie shook her head in dismay. Sarah was a stuntwoman and she had met her on 
another movie shoot when she was hired as a consultant nearly three and a half years ago. 
She had been happy to have some time away from the Getty where she worked as an 
Egyptologist and restorations specialist. Sarah had been charming and exciting and they had 
dated for just over three years. Something shifted in Stevie and she felt as if a dark specture 
were growing, a depression that threatened to swallow nearly everything she cared about. 
After some failed breakups the tension became too great and deep down Stevie knew she 
was relieved when Sarah had finally called it quits. This time for good. Strangely enough the 



friendship had endured in spite of Sarah’s revolving door of conquests. 
 “Is it serious?” Stevie asked. 
 “It was about four hours ago,” Sarah answered with a slight grin in her voice. Then a 
little guity she added, “No, not really; just a cute girl. Look Stevie, I don’t want to hurt you 
like this. I love you to pieces, but calling your ex-girlfriend at 3 o’clock in the morning is 
probably not healthy.” 
 “You think it’s healthier for me to sit and stew? Alone?” 
 Sarah thought better of suggeting that she call another friend. One that she hadn’t 
been romantically involved with in the past year. Thinking a moment, she realized that there 
probably wasn’t anyone else that Stevie would have been willing to wake up at three thirty in 
the morning. “No, I don’t think that. But maybe getting out there and meeting someone…” 
Sarah trailed off. She wasn’t good at this sort of thing. In desperaton, she punted. “What are 
your monster dogs doing right now?” 
 Stevie glanced at the large dog beds on the floor next to her bed. Both Great Danes 
slept soundly. Yoko in fact appeared to be having a dream; her black paws were twitching. 
 “They’re sleeping.” 
 “Which is what you should be doing. If anything were wrong, they’d let you know.” 
Sarah let a comfortable silence form between them. She knew that Stevie was relaxing, 
getting in the frame of mind to drift back to sleep. “You have therapy tomorrow, right?” 
 Stevie groaned sleepily, “Yeah.” 
 “Well maybe that’ll help. Tell Jane about the dream and see what she thinks.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” Stevie said resigned, feeling the tension seep from her. “I’ll tell her.” 
Not ready to be alone just yet, she asked,  “Why don’t you tell me about your recurring 
dream?” 

Sarah smiled, “You’ve heard that one before, you don’t want to hear it again.” 
“I really do, it’ll put me to sleep.” 
Sarah rolled her eyes. It was one of Stevie’s gifts to be cutting without even trying. 

“Okay I’ll tell you, but before I do, remember that I can’t go running with you in the 
morning…you know, company and all.” Stevie grunted noncommittally and Sarah hoped the 
younger woman would remember. She reached for a bottle of water on her nightstand and 
took a small sip before beginning her story. 

“As you know I’ve had this dream since I was a little kid,” Sarah began. “When I was 
younger I’d have it every few months, and then a couple of times a year and now I have it 
every few years. It always starts the same; I’m at Disneyland having a great time.” 

“As one is wont to do at Disneyland,” Stevie interjected sleepily. 
“Exactly. So I’m enjoying the rides and then I come to one of the boat rides. 

Sometimes it’s Small World, sometimes it’s Storybook Land…” 
“Which you don’t even like.” 
“Right. But usually it’s Pirates of the Caribbean. I’m waiting for the boat and it leaves 

without me. I’ve totally missed the boat, so I have to jump into the nasty Disney water and 
swim after the boat. It’s freezing cold and I’m trying to catch up, but the boat is always just 
out of reach. The people in the boat are happily enjoying their ride and ignoring the fact that 
I’m swimming. I feel so cold, and man on Pirates at the end when the boats get pulled up that 
big ass hill…that is so hard to swim up. So I haul my freezing cold, drenched wet ass out of 
the ride and continue with my day at the park. What really sucks is when I miss the Sky 
Buckets and I have to jump after them, hanging on the outside of the bucket unable to let go 
until the skyway arrives in Tomorrowland or Fantasyland. 

“It’s a good thing they took out that ride,” Stevie said closing her eyes. 



“Tell me about it,” Sarah affirmed. “I haven’t had that part of the dream nearly as 
much now.” The woman next to Sarah began to stir. “Look Stevie, think about me putting 
my arms around you and fall asleep okay? Yoko, Dakota and I will make sure nothing else 
happens until morning. I’ll drop you an email or come by your office tomorrow, is that 
cool?” 

Stevie sighed, the horror of her dream fading away and sleep lurking happily just 
around the corner. “I think this is co-dependent,” she murmured, turning onto her side. 

“Maybe,” Sarah allowed. “But whatever. I’ll see you tomorrow. G’night Stevie.” 
“G’night Sarah,” Stevie sighed, barely able to hang up the phone before sleep 

claimed her once more. 
 
The alarm clock hit six am and Stevie Mongtomery woke with a start. Kevin & Bean 

from the world famous KROQ assaulted her ears and that was just the beginning. She stared 
at the alarm clock absently wondering why she hadn’t changed the music back to classical 
now that Sarah didn’t sleep over anymore. It’d been four months. She decided that she 
would need to address that…soon. On their feet and excited, each Great Dane barked once. 
It was the part of her day that Stevie looked forward to the most. “Good morning guys,” she 
said sleepily leaning over and kissing each dog on its nose. Even in her tall antique bed, large 
dog heads were easily accessible. “Ready to go to the beach?” Each dog barked again as 
Stevie hurried out of bed and slipped into sweat pants, sweatshirt and running shoes. She 
grabbed the leashes and plastic bags and by ten after the hour was jogging towards the 
beach. 

The beach made living in Santa Monica worthwhile. Certainly it made up for the 
horrendous parking or rather, lack thereof. While it was nice to live in an incredibly liberal, 
intellectual, environmentally correct city, there were elements of those same qualities, the 
sense that everyone seemed to carry around that they were inherently more evolved and better 
than everyone else, which annoyed Stevie to no end. Still, as soon as her eyes caught that 
never ending expanse of blue all was forgiven and she fell in love with Santa Monica all over 
again. Her house was ten blocks from the beach which, should a tsunami ever hit would 
mean she was screwed. Still, she was willing to take her chances. People got screwed living in 
Northridge after all and that was…Northridge. Earthquakes, tsunamis, mudslides, wildfires; 
nature in Southern California was the last bastion of the unconquerable. 

She started at a slow jog, letting her body warm up. Her two canine companions 
were used to the routine. They’d run slow enough to keep pace with Stevie and if the beach 
were empty when they arrived, they’d be allowed to run off leash. It was strictly illegal of 
course; pretty much everything was illegal in Santa Monica and that was why the city was so 
clean. As she’d hoped the beach was empty. It was late October and cold by California 
standards. A thick fog permeated everything making the ocean difficult to see even while 
standing on the sand. It didn’t matter though. Stevie could hear it. The rhythmic thrum of 
waves crashing onto the beach and the intoxicating scent of salt water. 

She ran for about an hour and called the dogs back to head home. As she jogged 
home she thought about her packed suitcases and the vacation she would be beginning that 
night. She’d had second thoughts about going to Salem with Sarah ever since they had most 
recently broken up, but the trip had been planned for almost a year and she knew Sarah 
didn’t want to disappoint her. She also knew Sarah had done her very best to time the 
breakup away from birthdays, anniversaries, and holidays but the plane tickets and 
reservations for the trip had already been made. She considered giving the stuntwoman one 



more chance to change her mind that afternoon. Their flight wasn’t until nine o’clock at 
night. 

Upon returning home she fed her dogs, ate breakfast, showered and readied herself 
for work. She moved with efficiency through her spotless kitchen and impeciably decorated 
bedroom. Her home was apointed with well designed furniture. Decorations were elegant 
but not overly fussy. There was an aura of expensive hominess the permiated her place. She 
favored a minimalistic environment better managed by her obsessive compulsive tendencies. 
More than just a neat freak, she was a neat freak with expensive taste.  

She’d intentionally planned a light day at the museum. No use in getting something 
started she’d have to leave for more than a week. She’d put her speaking engagements off 
until after her return. She knew she’d have to coordinate a few things with her assistant Jack, 
but he was very capable, if not a little on the lazy side. 

She paused at the entrance to her walk in closet trying to decide what to wear, as if 
staring at her clothes long enough would then illuminate the correct choice. Everything in 
was organized by style and color. Considering her options, she looked at several suits. Shades 
of cream, blues, greens and reds teased her. A grey suit with slacks tempted her. A burgundy 
cashmere sweater called to her. There were no meetings so she could dress down, there were 
no lectures to give so heels would be fine, she wouldn’t be in the lab today and she had 
therapy right after work. Therapy after work. Therapy. With a sigh she reached for a short 
black dress. Black was the only appropriate color for therapy.  

Distracted by paperwork Stevie had completely forgotten Sarah’s promise of lunch 
until she heard the woman’s voice outside her office. Since the breakup, her assistant Jack 
had formed an intense dislike of the woman. Unfortunately for Jack, Sarah couldn’t have 
cared less. 

“Hey Jack-Jack is your Mistress in?” Sarah asked pleasantly, her warm voice 
extending beyond her closed office door. 

“I don’t think she wants to see you,” Jack protested. “Do you have an 
appointment?” 

“I’ve got better than an appointment. I’ve brought lunch. Why don’t you just tell her 
I’m here and I can go in her office and eat and you can get back on the phone to one of your 
boyfriends…” 

Stevie lunged for her phone and called Jack’s extension. There was no need to make 
her assistant any angrier than he undoubtedly was going to be. 

“Jack, send Sarah in and go have lunch on me.” 
“Fine,” Jack replied. “But you can so do better than her.” 
Sarah entered the office holding a large Tupperware container with two iced lattés 

from Starbucks balanced on top. She deposited the container on the round mosaic table in 
Stevie’s spacious office and pulled two forks from her back pocket. Stevie smiled at the 
gesture. 

“You really shouldn’t tease Jack about being gay. You know it drives him nuts.” 
Stevie said, pulling a couple of napkins from her desk drawer and joining her friend at the 
round table. 

As usual Sarah looked magnificent. Even wearing nothing more impressive than 
jeans, a t-shirt from the U2 concert they saw together and her leather jacket. Her hair was 
down, still a little wet and that told Stevie a great deal about Sarah’s morning. She surmised 
that the guest got a late start leaving the stuntwoman’s apartment and Sarah had thankfully 
taken the time to shower before making the drive to the Getty from the Valley. She didn’t 
bother with any makeup and frankly didn’t need it. Her skin always had a healthy glow and 



her vibrant blue eyes were simply impossible not to look at. Make-up would have been 
redundant.  

Sarah shrugged. “If it quacks and answers to Donald…” 
“But he’s not gay. He’s just…sensitive. Not all straight men are Neanderthals. The 

poor guy is really trying to make headway with our delivery person. Everyone teasing him 
about being Metro isn’t going to help.” 

“I’ve seen your UPS girl,” Sarah replied. “Nothing is going to help him with her. 
She’s one of ours.” Sarah popped the top off the Tupperware bowl revealing a delicious 
salad inside. “Eat something. You never feed yourself, it drives me nuts.” 

“How do you know the UPS girl is gay? 
Sarah looked a little embarrassed and popped a forkful of lettuce and avocado into 

her mouth before answering. Biding her time she took a moment to chew and glanced 
around Stevie’s office. The walls were a cold white and tastefully adorned with mixed media 
art the stuntwoman simply didn’t understand. A large bookcase dominated one wall that 
contained probably every research volume on Egypt ever written. Stevie had a separate shelf 
of the books she’d written with binders of papers from talks she’d given. Her desk was 
always meticulous which made the stuntwoman grin. The two of them were indeed yin and 
yang. At this moment she had dirty dishes in her sink at home and Stevie had an 
alphabatized spice drawer. Having chewed more than was needed Sarah finally swallowed 
and answered. “She gave me her number about eight months ago.” 

“Did you call her?” Stevie asked, surprised. 
“Of course I didn’t call her. I was still with you eight months ago.” She rummaged in 

the salad bowl for a cherry tomato and stabbed it with her fork. “Give me some credit. I 
wouldn’t step out on you.” 

Stevie sighed, annoyed with herself that it even mattered. “I know you wouldn’t. 
That’s why you broke up with me.” She reached in the salad bowl for a thinly shaved piece 
of Parmesan cheese. “I’m sorry Sarah.” 

Sarah sighed. Like it or not they were going to have another of those conversations. 
She took a sip of her triple latte and studied her companion. As usual Stevie was dressed 
immaculately. She was wearing a smart black dress with spiky heels. Her nails were painted a 
rich crimson that matched her lipstick. Her shoulder length blonde hair was full, if not a bit 
tousled looking and her jewelry could only be described with words like ‘smart’ and 
‘appropriate’. Her watch was understated and even now she only ever wore two rings. One 
was platinum that she’d received from her mother upon receiving her doctorate degree and 
the other was a jade pinky ring that Sarah had given her on their first anniversary. 

“You don’t have anything to be sorry for,” Sarah said quietly meeting her friend’s 
eyes. 

Stevie shrugged. “I’m sorry I got in the way of us.” She said. 
“It’s just a different us, now,” Sarah replied. “We’re always going to be close, this is 

the part we’re best at anyway. Besides, it’s not like you got in the way of us, or your 
depression or anything like that. It wasn’t you or me; some people just make better friends 
than lovers… Okay we were great lovers but you know what I mean.” 

Blonde and brunette looked at each other for long moments. Finally Sarah crossed 
one leg over the other and gently nudged one of Stevie’s legs with the tip of her tennis shoe. 
Stevie studied blue eyes that held nothing back. They were open, unguarded and infinitely 
caring. She took a sip of her latté. “Usually when people break up someone runs for higher 
ground. They find some new distraction to avoid dealing with the person they hurt. No one 
likes to see the wreckage they cause. I was really hurt a while ago; I said some pretty hurtful 



things to you. And here you are bringing me lunch and latté. You never left.” She rummaged 
through the salad for a nice chunk of avocado. “I’m certain this isn’t normal.” 

“Fuck normal.” Sarah asserted. “We are what we are. I put up with your shit because 
you put up with my shit, simple as that. Do you know how hard it is to find a genuine 
person who will put up with my massive ego?” Stevie grinned and Sarah continued, “I found 
plenty of new distractions because I wanted to, and I made time for you because I wanted 
that too. I didn’t want to put you on a shelf until you were over everything so I dealt with 
your justifiable nastiness. You’re important to me Stevie, get over it.” Sarah had another bite 
of salad and continued, “your mother says ‘hi’ by the way. You don’t call her enough.” 

Stevie rolled her eyes. “I talked to her yesterday! Why on earth is she calling you?” 
Sarah grinned and expertly speared a piece of jicama. “What can I say, she likes me.” 
“Don’t remind me. She pins our breakup- all of them- squarely on me, I fear what 

would happen if she had to pick between the two of us.” Stevie replied helping herself to a 
couple more bites of salad, impressed as always at the stuntwoman’s prowess in the kitchen. 

“Your mom is crazy about you. She only calls me because she worries about you and 
doesn’t think you’ll give her a straight answer when she asks how you’re doing,” Sarah said. 
“Besides she’s still convinced we’re going to get back together…again. Until you find 
someone you’re totally ape-shit over, she’s going push. The only thing that could make me 
more perfect for you is if I were named Rhiannon or Robin instead of Sarah. She even 
forgives me for having an “h” in my name.” 

Stevie sighed, “All the mothers out there and I got the rabid Stevie Nicks fan.” 
Unconsiously she glanced at a framed photo on her desk of her mother dressed in black lace 
wearing a shawl with a gibson girl bun on the top of her head. Next to it was a photo of 
Stevie with Sarah on the deck of Napenthe in Big Sur. Absently she wondered if that was 
healthy. 

Sarah noticed her companion’s gaze and the troubled experession that clouded her 
eyes. “Just be thankful she’s not a rabid Bjork fan” she said distracting her. “Are you packed 
for tonight or what?” 

Stevie took another long pull of her latté before speaking. Her eyes wandered around 
the minimally adorned walls searching for distraction, finding none. “I’ve been thinking 
about that. Maybe you’d have more fun if you took your new girl or something…” 

Sarah put her fork down and blue eyes bore into brown. “Don’t even tell me you’re 
thinking of backing out,” she said emphatically. “And I don’t have some ‘new girl.’ I planned 
this trip with you and I am going to take this trip with you. Just tell me you’re ready to go?” 

Smiling, Stevie took another sip of latté. Sarah could be impossibly charming when 
she wanted to. “Yeah, yeah. Come leave your car at my place. I’ll have a car pick us up and 
get us to the airport. 

Five o’clock arrived sooner than expected. Stevie had enjoyed her long lunch with 
Sarah as she always did. They chatted about Stevie’s most recent nightmare, as well as what 
they hoped to see in Salem during the Halloween week. Sarah wanted to do every touristy 
thing imaginable and insisted that they avoid museums if at all possible. Stevie assured her 
that she was approaching the trip as a vacation and promised not to drone on about art and 
architecture more than absolutely necessary. 

Jack had left most of his annoyance at lunch and had really done his best to assure 
the Egyptologist that she could indeed disappear for a couple of weeks and the Getty would 
still be there when she returned. 



“I swear,” he said as he jotted down some last minute notes about other museum 
curators who may be calling and how to handle each one, “no one is going to know you’re 
gone.” 

“That’s it,” Stevie chuckled, “Make me feel like I don’t do anything here.” 
He shook his head. “You don’t, remember?” He ran down a checklist he’d written. 

“Are you going to check out any conservators back east?” 
Stevie shrugged. “I don’t know. I may, Boston perhaps, but we’ll see what kind of 

mood Sarah is in. She really doesn’t want this to turn into a working vacation for me.” 
Jack nodded. “For such a dumbass she really does care about you.” 
Brown eyes studied the middle-aged man with a bit of annoyance. “It’s one thing for 

me to call her a dumbass, Jack. You don’t get to. I know you want me to find someone, and 
at some point I might, but in the meantime you might want to be nicer to Sarah because she 
isn’t going anywhere.” 

The assistant shrugged. “I get the point. What are you doing about your behemoth 
dogs? Do you need me to feed them?” 

“No,” Stevie said as she checked her watch one final time and put some papers from 
her desk into her briefcase. “My mom is coming over to stay with them. She adores them, 
they put up with her.” Making sure that everything was in it’s place she surveyed her office 
one last time. “I guess that’s it,” she said. She hugged her assistant briefly. “I’m outta here. 
I’ll be home after therapy for a couple of hours before the flight. Call if you need to. 
Otherwise you know how to get a hold of me if it’s important. I’ll see you in a couple of 
weeks.” 

“Have a good time,” Jack said as she left. 
Jack’s parting words echoed in Stevie’s mind as she drove up and down Second 

Street looking in vain for a parking space. He always told her to have fun before therapy, 
although she was fairly sure he’d been talking about vacation in this instance. Jack was kind 
of sick in that respect, he’d also tell someone to enjoy themselves at a funeral. After circling 
the block three times Stevie gave up and headed for the parking structure. It was always a 
fitting beginning to the therapy routine; spending fifteen minutes hunting in vain for a 
parking space. Like the vain hunt for some internal feeling of normalcy. 

Walking long distances in heels was never fun, but she’d gotten used to it. Entering 
the brick building she made her way up the stairs, the smells of various herbs from the 
acupuncture offices mingling in the hallway. By habit, she noted Jane’s name on the door 
and pushed it open. She sat down in the waiting room and sorted through email on her 
Blackberry while she waited. She smiled. There was a note from Sarah. 

 
S-  
Don’t forget to mention your latest dream.  
Remember that you’re not as lame as you think you are 

and if Jane annoys you ask her how many drugs she did in 
the sixties.  

–S  
p.s. we are so not co-dependent; so don’t even go 

there.  
–S 
 
It was a routine that Stevie was happy continued even as their romantic involvement 

ended. Sarah would often drop Stevie a note before therapy so she could walk in with a 



smile on her face. She usually didn’t get a chance to do it when she was working, but if she 
was in between projects, she was an incredibly attentive friend. Stevie considered that was 
why she put up with the stuntwoman’s fits of self-absorption. Before she could ponder it 
any further, Jane opened the door to her office and welcomed her inside. 

Still grinning, Stevie headed inside and sat at one end of the couch, next to the table 
with the ubiquitous box of Kleenex. After more than ten years of off and on therapy, Stevie 
was convinced that she’d developed a Pavlovian reflex to the sound of her therapist’s voice. 
As soon as she heard Jane say ‘and how do you feel about that?’ she’d usually start to tear up. 
By now it was as ingrained as breathing. 

“How are you?” Jane asked when she’d settled herself. 
Stevie paused for a moment to give the impression she was thoughtfully considering 

her answer. “I’m fine, thanks for asking.” 
Jane smiled. She was a good deal shorter than Stevie with short salt and pepper hair, 

in her mid fifties. Over the years Stevie had culled a number of details about the woman. She 
knew she was straight, not presently married, had a dog, was passionate enough about 
photography to have a darkroom in her house and was more inept with computer driven 
technological devices than almost anyone Stevie knew. Still, at the same time, the woman 
remained an enigmatic mystery and that was somehow comforting.  
 “Why do I get the feeling that isn’t the whole story?” Jane asked calmly. 

To say that Jane said something calmly was an understatement of epic proportions. 
She had an even manner of speaking and an infinitely soothing voice. In fact as she was 
breaking up with Sarah the first time, she’d brought the stuntwoman to a couple of therapy 
sessions. Twice Sarah dozed off while listening to Jane speak. The stuntwoman was 
convinced that her mellowness was due to too much fun in the sixties although Stevie 
couldn’t really picture her doing anything stronger than the occasional joint. 

“Because I’m in a depression, having nightmares and about to go on vacation with 
the woman who broke my heart four months ago.” Stevie said flatly. “I suppose I could say 
‘same old torture every day’, but that sounds so depressing.” 

Inwardly Stevie flinched. She had no idea where the ‘same old torture every day’ line 
came from. This had been happening with an increasing frequency. Having thoughts that 
seemed foreign to her or memories of things she’d never experienced. She glanced around 
the room trying to center herslef. There was a patch on the wall behind Jane’s chair where a 
framed picture had been removed, the color didn’t match exactly and she noticed it every 
time she sat down. Two of the dipomas on the wall to her right were slightly crooked. The 
toys in the small play area were neat and tidy and the door had been removed from the 
closet where the childrens’ toys and art therapy supplies were kept. The décor was not 
Stevie’s cup of tea. It wasn’t messy, but it lacked a precision that the Egyptologist found 
desireable. Clearly the room was designed to be comfortable and comforting to a wide 
variety of people and as such it didn’t have a clearly defined personality of it’s own. Still, 
Stevie she realized that she tolerated it and in this room had tolerated a number of things 
over the years that she wouldn’t tolerate anywhere else. 

“Don’t you leave tonight for Salem?” Jane asked studying her client. “How does that 
feel to you?” 

Stevie felt the tears start to well up and told herself very sternly that there was no 
need to cry about vacation. “I gave her an out if she wanted to go with someone else, but 
she doesn’t.” She noticed Jane arch an eyebrow. “Look, I’m not interested in getting back 
together with her in that sense. We’re just going to go as friends and have some fun. We do 
get along fabulously well most of the time.” 



“What are the sleeping arrangements?” Jane asked pointedly. 
Stevie rolled her eyes. “We booked it when we were together. There’s one bed, but 

that isn’t an issue. It is possible for two lesbians to share a bed and not have sex. In fact in 
some circles it’s an epidemic. The condition has it’s own name and everything.” 

“Lesbian Bed Death, yes I’ve heard of it.” Jane replied. “But you’ve never 
characterized your relationship with Sarah as being anything but very passionate and 
physical.” 

Taking a deep breath Stevie tried to compose her thoughts. Sex was probably her 
least favorite topic of discussion in therapy. Well one of her least favorites at any rate. “Sarah 
and I still love each other very deeply. I don’t know why, but we do. We have a connection. 
But as my depression increased, that part of our fire went out. Or it could have been the 
realization that we just aren’t the two people who are supposed to be together. We’re the 
total opposite of Brokeback Mountain. We have to talk to each other every day but leaving the 
naughty bits alone is no problem.” Jane arched her eyebrow again. “Anymore, that is” Stevie 
amended absently fiddling with her jade pinky ring. “I want the whole package in a person. I 
want to meet the person I’m supposed to be with, but I want to be emotionally healthy 
enough to recognize her when I do. Sarah and I are like three quarters of a package to each 
other. Sarah didn’t want to let that go, in spite of having to break up with me. I’ve really 
grown to appreciate and respect that. She is happy to have the seventy-five percent with me 
and running around chasing anything in a skirt for the other twenty-five percent. For some 
reason the women she’s finding don’t mind being just a shag. That isn’t good enough for 
me. She knows that isn’t good enough for me. I don’t want a fuck buddy. I want someone I 
can have one hundred percent with. I don’t want to lose Sarah, and I don’t intend to, but 
when I find Ms. Right I’ll end up with one hundred seventy five percent, which really isn’t 
too shabby.  

“Does Sarah know this is how you feel?” 
Stevie considered, really trying to imagine what the stuntwoman felt. “She knows me 

about as well as I know myself. Some things she totally doesn’t understand, like the 
depression. But some things I totally don’t understand…like the depression. She isn’t going 
to throw any moves on me. She’ll think about it, totally. But she won’t do it.” Stevie 
explained with more conviction than she felt. As impoartant as she was to Sarah, Stevie 
knew that Sarah usually put her own needs first. “For all I know she’ll find someone there,” 
she realized as soon as she said it that it was more likely her friend would find someone to 
score with on vacation than throw moves on her. Which on the one had was healthier, she 
truly, honestly didn’t want to reconnect with the stuntwoman like that and endure a fourth 
breakup at some point. But still, the thought of watching her friend, her former lover chase 
someone else on their vacation made her stomach tighten up in uncomfortable ways. 
“Really, I think the trip is going to be fine,” she said more to herself than her therapist. 
“Who knows, maybe I’ll meet someone back there.” 

“Is that something that interests you?” Jane asked. “Until now you haven’t really 
entertained the possibility of finding someone besides Sarah.” 

Stevie’s eyes shot up. She hadn’t realized that she’d said that last bit out loud. “I 
don’t know,” she answered uncomfortably. “I don’t think so. I don’t see myself hooking up 
with anyone else until this depression thing is under control. But if I did meet someone, I 
know Sarah and my mother would be ecstatic.” She shrugged. “Maybe it’d be just what I 
need.” 

“How has the depression been this past week?” 



Stevie shrugged. “I’m experiencing life in all its agonizing glory,” she said again 
wondering why that particular sentence had popped into her mind. “No cutting,” she 
continued, “no drinking to excess, no reckless behavior; just an overwhelming sense that I’m 
paying for something; that I’ve done something very bad and I’m being punished for it.” 

“The cutting and drinking to excess hasn’t been a problem for several years has it?” 
Jane asked. Stevie nodded. “But it’s still a temptation?” Stevie nodded again. 

“Not always,” she said. “But sometimes.” 
“Do you have any sense of what it could be you’re being punished for?” 
Stevie shook her head. “I don’t know,” She admitted. “It feels bad, like killed a 

bunch of people bad. I intellectually know I’ve never killed anyone. I’ve never really hurt 
anyone, except that guy in the bar who grabbed me and got a spike heel through his foot. 
Yet I have this feeling, this self-directed rage like I’ve hurt so many people and let down my 
family. I wish I knew where it came from.” Stevie shook her head in frustration. It seemed 
like the same mantra week in and week out in therapy. No one was ever going to really love 
her unless she loved herself and how could she love herself if all she had inside was guilt and 
rage inside at things she was certain she didn’t do. “I really thought these dreams I’ve been 
having would shed some light on this, but so far they haven’t.” 

“You said you’d had another?” Jane asked. 
Stevie nodded. “Only this time there was a voice. A narrator who was telling me 

what was happening. Describing the scene as I saw it. Her mother and sister were killed in a 
fire as a murderous warlord sacked their village.” 

“So this little girl was left alone?” Jane asked. 
“I guess so. I don’t know, there may have been other survivors.” Stevie answered not 

sure what Jane was getting at. 
“Could the little girl be you? You’ve mentioned before that you’ve often felt apart 

and alone. You’ve expressed a growing isolation since your break up.” Jane spoke 
conversationally, softly as if knowing her words were going to frustrate her client. 

“That’s what doesn’t make sense.” Stevie fumed. “I’ve got plenty of friends who 
have reasons why they’re here,” she indicated the cozy office. “They’ve got some sort of 
trauma in their life, childhood or otherwise. They have very real issues that they need to 
manage. I’ve just got this depression from nowhere. Yeah, my girlfriend broke up with me 
but she’s still my best friend. How often does that happen? My mother adores me, I’ve got a 
career I love, not to mention the two most beautiful dogs on the planet. Jane, we have been 
at this on and off for over a decade I have no reason to be depressed!” 

Jane shrugged, “You’ve never met your father.” 
Stevie laughed. “That’s because my mom was smashed backstage after a Fleetwood 

Mac concert. I think he was some roadie, but mom can’t really remember. It’s not like I’m 
feeling that huge void.” 

“We’ve considered that there could be things you’re not remembering.” Jane offered 
carefully. 

“How would I have a photographic memory about everything else and some 
mysterious gap? That doesn’t make sense. My problem is I remember too much. I remember 
everything. There is nothing in my past that would suggest the overwhelming guilt I feel. The 
internal rage, anger and sorrow. It just doesn’t add up.” 

“Tell me more about the dream.” Jane said trying a different approach. 
Stevie took a deep breath, calming herself. Anger wasn’t getting her anywhere. “This 

little girl comes running out of the house and sees this female warlord sitting astride a dark 
reddish-brown horse. A fire broke out in the village and everything was burning. The 



warlord looked a lot like Sarah but I don’t think it was her. In spite of the breakup, Sarah has 
been a dear. But this warlord looked like Sarah with the same black hair and blue eyes. She 
was giving orders to her men and ignored this little girl and her rage.” 

Jane cocked her head. “This dream seems very detailed. Do you know where and 
when it took place?” 

Stevie blinked at that. She hadn’t really tried to put the details into a regional or 
historical context. She closed her eyes and tried to recreate the scenes of the dream. 
Focusing not on the players themselves but everything around them. She studied the 
clothing, the construction of the house where the girl’s family was killed. She noted the 
details; the pot of stew hanging over a cook fire, the sword held by the warlord. 

“I know it wasn’t far from the ocean. The village had famous vineyards. The 
construction of the buildings and clothing would point to something very very long ago. I’d 
say we’re talking ancient times. The sword the warlord held looked like an ancient Greek 
short sword. Being by the ocean, I suppose it could have been Greece.” Stevie almost 
seemed to be talking to herself as if she’d just uncovered something that was very important. 

“Certainly you’re surrounded by ancient Greek artifacts at work?” Jane asked. “Do 
you think that could have some bearing on your dream?” 

“I suppose,” Stevie allowed. “But it isn’t my main specialty. I give more talks on 
ancient Egyptian artifacts than I do on things from the Greek or Roman period.” She was 
thoughtful a moment. “Still, I guess it is worth considering.” 

For the rest of the hour they discussed her dream and the upcoming vacation. Stevie 
explained how she would handle a variety of scenarios with Sarah should they arise. She felt 
like an idiot for doing so but wanted Jane to know that she would be able to handle not only 
herself bur her ex in a variety of situations. In the back of her mind though, details began to 
settle. Tools from the village, the clothing people wore, the age of of warriors and other 
details. 

As she drove home, she pondered what these clues could add up to. Where in 
Greece could it have been? Was it really Greece at all? Was there enough information here to 
research an ancient fire. She was still considering the posibilities when she saw Sarah’s car 
already pulled up in her driveway. The stuntwoman was more than an hour early. Stevie 
rolled her eyes; she really should get Sarah’s set of keys back, at some point. 

Stevie unlocked her front door and the house was strangely quiet. She noticed 
Sarah’s suitcase by the door as well as backpack and leather jacket. She put down her 
briefcase and walked through the kitchen, noting that the dishes she’d left out since morning 
were gone and the dishwasher was running. She could hear the dogs out back, with Sarah no 
doubt. 

Sure enough the stuntwoman was tossing a large ball across the small yard for the 
two huge dogs to chase. Each Great Dane could cross the yard in a number of strides, get 
the ball and return in seconds. Dakota was better at catching than Yoko, but the female was 
much better at retrieving and giving the ball back. Dakota, the male was the larger of the 
two; Brindled in color, trim and with a very noble expression. Yoko was an inch or two 
shorter, nearly solid black with a white spot on one ear. She was the troublemaker and 
seemed to enjoy nothing more than teasing the male with the ball when she had it. 
 “You’re early,” Stevie said in greeting as she stepped out on her back porch. Both 
dogs ran over to her and she didn’t have to stoop very far to plant a kiss on the top of each 
head, leaving a reddish pink lipstick mark. She scratched both Danes behind their large 
floppy ears and told them how much she missed them that day. 



 “Yeah, I didn’t have anything else to do so I came by and took the kids for another 
run at the beach. I didn’t think you’d mind.” Sarah replied with a grin. Stevie was absolutely 
helpless if someone was kind to her dogs. “I poured you a glass of wine, it’s on the table.” 
 Stevie walked over to the teak table on her patio and picked up the glass of red wine. 
She rolled the liquid around the glass and held it to her nose. It was her favorite; a Greek 
Merlot from Ktima Katsaroú. “What am I going to do with you?” she asked, taking a sip. 
“Where on earth did you find this?” 
 Sarah picked up her own glass of wine and followed Stevie into the house. The two 
dogs followed and immediately made themselves at home on the couch. “I got it off eBay 
awhile back. I was saving it for the trip. I know how much you adore flying.” 
 “We’re not going to polish off a whole bottle of wine in an hour.” Stevie replied. 
 “No, your mom will finish it as soon as she gets here I’ve no doubt. But I thought 
you’d like to something to drink while I repack your bags.” Sarah said, heading for the 
blonde woman’s bedroom. 
 “I’m already packed!” Stevie protested. 
 With ease the stuntwoman lifted the large suitcase onto the crisply made bed and 
flipped open the latch. Stevie stood at the doorway; arms crossed and watched the other 
woman with a clearly annoyed expression on her face. 
 “Just as I expected,” Sarah said as she sorted through the contents of the suitcase. 
“Dressy, dressy, classy, sexy, dressy. What part of ‘vacation’ are you not understanding?” She 
demanded after holding up a series of skirts and blouses and various high heels. 
 “What? I wanted to look nice.” Stevie said defensively. “You dress sloppy enough 
for the both of us.” 
 “And this?” Sarah demanded holding up a green polo shirt. 
 “I can be casual,” Stevie replied defensively. 
 “Oh no you don’t,” Sarah shot back tossing the polo shirt to the side. “I am not 
going to spend the next week playing butch to your femme.” Sarah insisted. “Get a couple of 
pairs of jeans, your leather pants, at least one pair of sneakers and the cool boots you got on 
Melrose that time. You can also bring your running stuff if you want.” 
 “Did you pack a dress?” Stevie demanded looking at her friend suspiciously. “You 
know it isn’t fair for you to expect me to dress down all the time if you won’t dress up once 
in awhile.” 
 Sarah laughed “Oh god, Jane flashbacks, someone help me!” she said dramatically as 
if she’d been wounded. “Yes, I knew you were going to to there and I did in fact not only 
pack a dress, but I also packed a slip, appropriate shoes, and makeup.” 
 “What the hell is this?” Sarah demanded, finding a very skimpy white baby-doll 
dress. “This has got to be the sluttiest-looking thing I’ve ever seen.” 
 Stevie took a sip of wine. “It’s my Halloween costume. I thought I’d go as Courtney 
Love.” 
 Sarah’s eyes widened in appreciation. “Cool.” 
 The two women spent the next forty-five minutes arguing over Stevie’s wardrobe 
choices. In the end, compromises were reached and while she did exchange a couple of skirt 
suits for jeans and sweatshirts, she also kept a nice selection of dresses and sweaters. She 
decided to change into her leather pants for the flight since they’d be warm and she didn’t 
know how cold Boston would be at their arrival. For a split second she considered changing 
in the bathroom and decided it’d be silly. As odd as their new relationship was, Sarah had 
seen her undressed enough times for Stevie not to be worried about it at this point. 



The last argument was about the other items to pack. Stevie agreed to bring her 
PowerBook so Sarah could download the pictures from her digital camera, although her 
briefcase was strictly forbidden. Stevie insisted Sarah leave behind her PSP if she was 
forbidden to bring the scholarly journals she wanted to read on the plane. They 
compromised and selected a couple of movies to watch on the laptop. Sarah was allowed her 
iPod and Stevie was permitted her journal. All decisions finalized; the two managed to 
repack her bags, feed the dogs and see that all in the house was in order when the doorbell 
rang and the driver arrived to take them to the airport. 

The ride to LAX was tolerable already being on the same side of the hill and not 
having to endure 405 traffic. They were let off at their terminal and Sarah grabbed the bags 
while Stevie tipped the driver, confirming their appointment for the return flight. They had 
time for a quick bite at the Mini-Chili’s restaurant and boarded the American flight to Logan 
airport without incident. Settling herself into the comfortable first class seat by the window, 
Stevie considered that she was indeed happy that she was going on this adventure with 
Sarah. 

“Thank you for making me repack,” she said quietly. “I do need to get out of my 
skin for awhile. Jeans and t-shirts will probably be good for me.” 

Sarah smiled, genuinely pleased with herself and her companion. “I know it will. 
You’re away from home, work, everything about your life except me. Enjoy it. Let your 
inner child or whatever run amuck.” 

“I was also thinking its going to be worth it to see you in a dress for once.” Stevie 
added. 

“Look, just because I bought one doesn’t mean I’m going to wear it.” Sarah warned 
as she rummaged in her backpack for a headphone splitter and plugged it into her iPod. This 
way both women could listen to the music player. “I made a mix of music you like,” Sarah 
explained, looking a little bashful. “I thought it might help you sleep. No classical shit, or 
Gregorian Chants because I can’t listen to that. But Aimee Mann and stuff by people more 
depressed than you are.” 

“Thank you Sarah, that’s very sweet.”  
Sarah shrugged. “I want you rested. We get in at three am our time. Granted it’s 

when you usually wake up, but this time I want you rested. No bad dreams okay?” 
Stevie nodded, feeling relaxed from the three glasses of wine and full from dinner. 

“I’ll do my best.” She picked up Sarah’s hand and gave it a quick squeeze before settling 
back in her seat and closing her eyes. 

 
 

Chapter Two 
 

“Just  remember when I am haunted that I  was just  so scared” 
I l lume  – Stev ie  Nicks 

 
It was only a matter of time before the warrior woman and her army left. There was nothing left of 

Cirra, nothing of value anyway, and only a handful of survivors. I learned the name of our attacker, Xena, 
from an old man. His name was Cadmus and he had been very kind to mother and helped repair our 
thatched roof two winters previously. Now I saw him lying in a broken heap, a very deep sword wound across 
his torso, bleeding to death. I held his hand and he told me that if I wanted to survive I would have to use my 
mind. He said warriors would still be around and if I wanted to grow up I would have to learn to be better 
than everyone else. As he died he explained that if I wanted to defeat Xena and avenge all that she had done 



I’d have to be more than her. I suppose it was an innocent enough mistake for a seven or eight year old but 
in the years that passed I took that to mean being more heartless, more ruthless, stronger, smarter, more of 
everything that made her vile. 

Three old men, two young men, and two girls survived the sacking of Cirra. Me and a friend of my 
sister’s, Lysandra, were the only girls. She was fourteen and seemed very much like an adult to me. Miranda 
only grudgingly let me play with the two of them when mother insisted upon it. But I remember making sand 
towers at the beach with the two of them when we spent time there. 

As night descended a fear gripped me that was beyond anything I could imagine. One of the old men, 
the blacksmith’s father grabbed a skin of water and started to walk out of town. The remaining four made 
plans to leave at first light; no one made any mention of what would happen to Lysandra or myself. Several of 
Xena’s men lay wounded and the two young men made sure to finish the job. They tried to gather up 
anything of value. They searched for dinars dropped by the dead, anything in pockets that may be of value or 
items that escaped the fire. They went through every ruined structure that wasn’t ablaze. I didn’t know what 
to do so I found a couple of water skins that were serviceable and I filled them from the horse trough. I gave 
one to Lysandra and gave the other to the old men. They accepted it as if I were invisible. You might think 
that after a number of hours the smell of charred flesh would lessen somewhat. It doesn’t. Everything was 
smoke, ash, and the wreckage of buildings and lives. You could hear the flies buzzing around the corpses of 
villagers slain in the street. Lysandra and I huddled in what remained of a barn for the night. It was summer 
but the wind brought a chill that was hard to shake. The smell was terrible. Two horses lay dead; the others 
had been stolen by Xena’s men. 

I couldn’t believe I’d actually managed to fall asleep but I was roughly woken up the next morning 
by large hands grabbing me. 

“Here they are!” A warrior said as he and another grabbed Lysandra and me. 
We were carried to the charred remains of the center of the village across the warrior’s backs. I didn’t 

think anything could smell worse than the corpses of those two horses, but they did. 
“Thanks for the tip, old man!” The warrior holding me said as he tossed me to the ground. 
“I told you,” laughed his companion. “Give the survivors a few hours on their own and they’ll collect 

anything of value themselves. Saves the trouble of searching the wreckage.” 
As I looked around I could see about ten warriors but not Xena. 
“Lets take this stuff and get back to the others.” A new voice suggested. 
“I have a better idea,” my captor suggested. “Why don’t we strike out on our own? We’ve got 

supplies. We’ve got a couple of girls. We take these two back to Xena and she isn’t going to let us have 
them.” 

“I know a place where we can hole up, shelter the horses. We just have to stay out of Xena and 
Borias’ way. We avoid them we’ll be fine. We can make a decent living off of the small outlying villages and 
the trade route from Thessaly to Alonki.” 

“You said all you wanted was the girls,” the old man interjected. “You have them, please let the rest 
of us go.” 

The warrior who grabbed Lysandra laughed. “You’ve got to be kidding, old man,” he said 
dismissively. He withdrew a dagger from his belt and threw it at the old man. “You think we’re going to tell 
you the truth?” The dagger hit the old man squarely in the throat. His eyes grew wide and he gurgled a little; 
some blood ran out of his mouth and he slumped over, dead. 

Lysandra started to scream. Looking back, I’m surprised I didn’t cry, I guess I didn’t have any 
tears left. 

“Look what you did Dorin,” my captor complained. “Quiet down girl! She isn’t going to be any fun 
now.” 

“She’s fine, Minos.” Dorin protested. “Look.” 



He walked over to Lysandra and roughly grabbed her by the arm and hauled her up to her feet. 
Unceremoniously he ripped her skirt off and shoved her back against the charred support beam of a ruined 
house. She continued to thrash and scream as he loosened the sword belt that held his pants up. “Don’t fight 
girl or it will be worse for you. Stop screaming!” 

He sounded angry and insistent. I didn’t understand what was going on but did note that 
Lysandra’s struggle became more panicked and frantic.  

“Tartarus,” Dorin grumbled and drew his shorts-word running it through Lysandra’s middle. In 
seconds she was quiet and although slumped over, stayed pinned up against the beam by the sword. Dorin 
continued to move at her and in moments grunted. He stepped back and drew up his pants. “Better hurry 
boys,” he said, “before she gets cold.” In moments my captor was at her and then several more of the warriors. 
I noticed one of the old men silently crying as he watched the scene. Tears were streaming out of his eyes but he 
made no sound. I suppose half or more of the warriors had taken a turn before complaints were uttered that 
she was cold. That was when warrior eyes turned to me. 

“She’s just a child!” The old man protested trying to stand. I genuinely felt bad that he’d spoken up 
because he got his throat slit for his trouble. 

“You’re not going to scream are you little girl?” Dorin asked me as two of his men approached. He 
pulled his sword from Lysandra’s body and she fell to the ground like a rag doll. 

Mutely I shook my head. I don’t know why my thirst for survival was so strong; had I to do it all 
over again I’d have perished in the fire. But this was then and for some reason I could not give up on living. I 
suppose I stayed focused on the need to live in order to avenge the death of my mother and sister. One of the 
men held me down and Dorin looked at the two young men from Cirra who had survived thus far. 

“Make a choice boys,” he said. “You can join us or die. You have three seconds.” Dorin then 
pointedly nodded his head in my direction. 

“I don’t think she’s old enough?” One of the warriors by the horses asked absently. “She looks 
pretty small.” 

Dorin laughed, a terribly seedy laugh I learned to detest. “All the better then, Pineus.” He said 
with a smirk. “If she’s big enough, she’s old enough. If she lives, she was old enough.” 

It might be hard to imagine the nightmare that was my life getting any worse, but it did. Both boys 
wanted to live and proved themselves as my expense. I learned a very valuable skill then, the ability to 
separate myself from my body. To take a series of moments and by force of will cease to exist. It is indeed a 
terrible thing to be invisible, to exist to only service the needs of someone else, but on that day, the day after 
my entire world of love and safety was burned to the ground that is what I became. 

Dorin was true to his word. He relocated us to the canyon that was in the middle of nowhere. 
Phorcys and Plutus were accepted into the band of warriors. They were brothers, sixteen and eighteen 
respectively and lived out near the vineyards. They had been in the village with their parents delivering bottles 
of whine when Xena’s army descended. My function in the band aside from providing recreation was to cook, 
sew, skin whatever was caught for dinner, tend to the horses and bandage wounds. All weapons were kept 
from me, and I was not allowed to handle anything sharper than a needle unsupervised. When I had to skin 
game or gut fish I was given a moderately dull knife that was then taken away as soon as the task was 
finished. I was allowed to eat only after everyone else had and often I went without. 

Targets and training forms were set up in camp to facilitate the training of the two new recruits. As 
I worked around camp I watched. I studied what they were taught, how they were instructed to move, how to 
hold a sword, or dagger or bow. All of these things I carefully absorbed and when it was safe I practiced. The 
only training I received was in how to set traps for small game that came near camp. When no one was 
looking I experimented with ways to modify and augment those traps. I wondered how larger traps might be 
used against larger game. 

There were plenty of moments when all of them left camp. When there was a village to raid or a 
caravan to pillage I was chained to the practice target and left. The target was far too heavy to lift or move, 



but in time I learned to pick locks. I suppose it was to my advantage that these men weren’t very bright. But 
I also knew that there was absolutely nowhere for me to go. They never kept any extra horses so if I were to 
leave it’d have to be on foot. There was nothing in any direction a child on foot could reach. So when they left 
I’d unlock myself and practice everything I’d observed. Ever the mind for details, I’d picked up on every 
nuance of how these men fought. I studied how their bodies moved, why did a taller one have an advantage, 
what was the weakness of the stronger one might be. For every sword parry the new recruits practiced I 
practiced one hundred. My hands raw and bleeding from holding a discarded sword I worked at every move, 
every strike and every parry. I also collected things, little bits of discarded armor that they thought they ruined 
in a drunken stupor. A dagger here, a small sword there; a sharpening sword. I hid these treasures well and 
spent hours repairing them, sharpening them, creating something lethal from something discarded. 

As the years wore on I honed my hatred as well. My nights were brutal and painful at the vile whim 
of the warriors. My days were filled with work, humiliation, hunger and emptiness. Through it all, my mind 
kept returning to one memory, that of a black haired woman with blue eyes who smirked at my anguish. 
Xena was responsible for what had happened to my family, my village and me. Every night I was torn into 
by some smelly violent cutthroat I thought about making Xena pay. Every rabbit I skinned I envisioned 
Xena’s entrails on my hands. With every imagined parry and practiced sword thrust my rage was for Xena 
alone. This was her fault. 

It took until my fourteenth year, but my belly did eventually quicken with child. I suppose there was 
no way to prevent it as often as the warrior’s sought release. I suppose it hadn’t happened sooner because there 
were a number of depraved things that they demanded that I later learned did not result in pregnancy. But I 
was with child and there wasn’t much I could do about it. I hid it as best I could but my weight gain did not 
go unnoticed by Dorin who felt I was getting more food than I was due. When my condition became obvious, 
the group met and decided to not bother killing me, but to wait until it was born and kill it then. They would 
try me out after and if I wasn’t any good, dispose of me as well. I suppose Dorin thought he was being 
practical. 

As the fates would have it, the baby came due when the others were out at a raid. I was scared. I 
didn’t know what was happening to me, I didn’t know what to expect, I hoped against hope that the 
experience would kill us both. But it didn’t. I gave birth to a baby girl. I held her in my arms and looked 
into her bloodied face. She didn’t cry. I thought about what her chances were, and what would happen when 
Dorin returned. I remembered his words “if it doesn’t kill her, she’s old enough.” That was a chance I could 
not take. I loved my daughter and if I had learned one thing in my fourteen years was that to love something 
was to ensure that you would lose it. She was the very last thing I would ever love. I killed my child quickly 
not wanting her to experience a moment of life’s cruelty. I buried her body in the woods where Dorin and his 
warrior’s would never find her. 

I knew then that the time had come for me to either escape or die trying. I knew better than to take 
off on foot, there would be no way to outrun the twelve warriors. I put my trap setting skills to good use. 
Exhausted and spent as I was, I did not have the time to recover from childbirth or my loss. The only focus I 
had was to even the odds enough to give myself a fighting chance. The raiders came back early in the morning. 
That worked to my favor. It gave me time to rest and gather my strength. It also meant that the caravan that 
they raided had spoils that took time to enjoy. From the sound of the warriors I could tell they were drunk. 

Pineus was the first to run into a trap in the area where the horses got tethered. A trip-wire triggered 
a crossbow I’d repaired and a single arrow pierced him through the eye. He fell down dead. There was 
confusion then. Dorin thought they were under attack from Alonki soldiers. The men began to run for cover 
tripping more traps. In seven years I’d never raised a hand against these men and now I was killing them one 
at a time. I stayed in the shadows with a very sharp dagger. Three more men fell, injured when Dorin started 
calling for me. 

“Callisto! Where in Tartarus are you?” 



Minos stumbled close to the dark shadow where I’d been hiding; the same man that threw me over 
his shoulder and carried me into my own personal damnation. Without hesitation I grabbed his hair, pulled 
his head back and slit his throat. I grabbed his short sword as he fell and made quick work of two men who 
were fumbling for their weapons. 

Dorin saw the moonlight glint off my sword and grabbing his own weapon charged at me. Two more 
men came to their senses and did the same. I was standing where I needed to be and as they neared I launched 
myself into the air and flipped backwards over their heads. I’d practiced the move hundreds of times after 
seeing one of the warriors teach it to Plutus. The men got to a spot just past where I’d been standing and three 
more arrows flew and hit their mark. Two men were impaled in the upper thigh, the third in the torso; he 
dropped to the ground immediately. Dorin yelled loudly and broke off the arrow shaft that was sticking out of 
his thigh. 

I did not fight to kill, or rather did not fight to kill the healthy men. As I neared a fallen or 
wounded warrior I made sure to slit his throat or stab him through the heart. I parried sword thrusts and led 
my combatants all over the camp. Daggers flew, shards of metal, arrows; before long only six of my captors 
remained. 

In spite of what I’d endured that day, the battle did not wear on me. Rather the rage I had been 
honing for seven long years had finally found it’s release and that rage was hungry. Two more men went down 
and a perfectly timed flip on my part ensured that one of the warriors ran another through with his sword. By 
flipping forward and back I was able to keep the men off balance. They didn’t know how to counteract my 
moves. It was to become a signature of how I fought. 

Finally it was down to Phorcys, Plutus and Dorin. All three men were tired. Phorcys had taken an 
arrow through the shoulder, Dorin through the thigh and I’d managed to slash Plutus across his torso. 

Phorcys was the first to give up. “Please Callisto,” he said throwing down his sword. “No more.” 
Plutus wanted to follow his lead. “Callisto, we’re from Cirra too. Don’t kill us.” 
I continued to parry strikes from Dorin, making sure to give him a number of non-fatal cuts. As he 

lost blood, the strength and fight sapped from him. 
“Given how much the two of you were concerned about my welfare all these years,” I said giving 

them my partial attention, “and given that we are from Cirra, I’ll make the two of you a deal. Which ever 
brother kills the other gets to live.” They protested, of course, but I did notice how each man strengthened the 
grip on his sword hilt. In moments, the two brothers were battling each other. 

That gave me the opportunity to concentrate on Dorin. He was worn out and his face showed it, but 
he was also fighting for his life and he clearly knew that too. Strike after strike I wore him down; flipping 
behind him I sliced the back of his legs, cutting the tendons that enabled him to stand. He sank to his knees. 
I broke his collarbones next so he couldn’t lift his hands. He knelt there looking at me and began to weep. 
“Don’t kill me,” he said, “I let you live.” 

“You call this living?” I demanded as I doused him with oil. “Let me enlighten you as to how I 
really feel day in and day out.” With that I tossed a stick from the fire at him. He tried to dodge out of the 
way but only succeeded in letting the stick catch his arm instead of his torso. I suppose it was better that way. 
The fire spread quickly from one side of his body to the other. His screams distracted Phorcys and Plutus 
from their fight as they watched with me the man who had further ruined our lives shriek in agony as he 
burned to death. 

Phorcys was the first to notice the distraction. With Plutus still staring open mouthed at what I did 
to Dorin, his brother took a step and stabbed him in the back. Plutus fell down face first and was still. 
Phorcys looked at me hopefully. That look of hope faded when I threw a dagger that hit home in his throat. 
“Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten the first lesson these warriors taught us?” I asked as I stepped over his inert 
body. 
 It took only a few minutes for me to gather the ropes for the twelve horses. I selected the healthiest 
looking one for myself and leading the others I rode out of that canyon never to return.  



 
 Elizabeth Covington coasted her bicycle to a stop next to a grand seventeenth 
century house. Leaning the bike against the side of the house, she gathered the large bundle 
of cut flowers from the basket and let herself in the back door. 
 “Delivery girl!” she called as she made her way into the kitchen of the stately home. 
“Where are you Mel?” 
 “Right here Lizzy,” a young man called from the hallway. He hobbled on crutches, a 
cast covering from his right foot to just below the knee, and made his way to the kitchen. He 
wore soft grey sweat pants and a deep blue t-shirt from the Salem Beer Works. “You are a 
life saver,” he said leaning down to softly kiss the woman on the cheek. He tousled her short 
blonde hair for good measure and wrapped her in a strong hug. She was dressed in jeans and 
a soft grey v-neck sweater, green eyes shining happily up at him. “Thank you for bringing 
these by so early, I totally forgot about the roses and my last guests will be arriving any 
minute. Could you be a dear and put them in some water? They’re staying in The Witches 
Grotto.” 
 “You mean the attic.” Lizzy said amused. “I’ll grant you one thing Mel, you’ve got 
this guesthouse business down to an art. Give a room a funky name and charge double.” 
 “This is Salem at Halloween, tourists expect witchy things. And you’ve got to admit, 
I did a hell of a job fixing up the attic. I think it’s the nicest room in the place. Small, but 
nice.” 
 Lizzy smiled at her cousin and poured herself a cup of coffee to sip while she 
arranged the long stemmed red roses in a vase. She carried the vase upstairs and put it on the 
dresser. She tried turning it one way and another to get the most impressive angle. She had 
to admit Melvin had done an amazing job decorating the room. Hardwood floors had been 
refinished and the walls freshly painted. The roof was slanted dramatically making the room 
feel a bit like a dolls’ house. She and Melvin had spent many afternoons at local auctions and 
it was nice to see those antiques being put to good use. All the furniture was beautifully 
restored and elegant. The pillows and bed coverings were in rich shades of black, deep blues 
and rich violets. The indigo lace curtains and other details gave the impression that one 
could indeed be staying in a very ‘haunted’ sort of room, but very upscale.  
 She made her way downstairs and joined her cousin at the island in the center of the 
large kitchen.  He was an attractive man in his early thirties with the same blonde hair 
although somewhat longer haircut. His eyes were green and his physically fit appearance 
made it no surprise that he’d broken his leg in a mountain biking accident. “I’m impressed 
that you sold out your first season.” Lizzy said as she pulled up a stool next to him and 
sipped her coffee. “That’s what, eight boarders?” 
 “Yeah, the attic, two in each of the bedrooms on the second floor, and another two 
in the guest bedroom down here. I’m sure mom and dad would be proud I’m using my 
inheritance wisely.” He said with a wink. “Everyone else has checked in,” he nodded 
towards the rooms on the first and second floors. “All I’m waiting for are the hotties for the 
attic.” 
 “Hotties?” Lizzy asked dubiously. “They have attractive names?” 
 Mel shook his head. “Hell no, I ‘googled’ everyone who’s staying. I don’t need 
psychotics or anything. “They’re your people I’m sure.” He added with another wink. “Sarah 
Moorhead is a stuntwoman. She’s doubled for Catherine Zeta-Jones among others. Her 
webpage says she specializes in fighting, high falls and vehicle stunts. She also did some work 
in the Charlie’s Angels movies and The Matrix. The other one, Stevie Montgomery is sort of 
in your field. She is a curator at the Getty in California; an Egyptologist or something. There 



were links to a ton of papers she’s written. She’s the one who made the arrangements about 
nine months ago and she also was the one who requested the two-dozen red roses. He 
opened up his laptop and typed a few words into his search engine. 
 “Wow, she is good looking,” Lizzy said appreciatively looking at the screen. Mel had 
pulled up a page reviewing a panel discussion on archival restoration techniques. 
 “Check out the brunette,” Mel said, typing the other name. “I know you dig dark 
hair.” 
 “Oh my god, she looks like grandma Mel!” Lizzy exclaimed, surprised. 
 “You’ve got to be joking,” Melvin protested. “Grandma Mel was old and had grey 
hair. This woman is young, and hot.” 
 “You aren’t surrounded by their pictures every day,” Lizzy disagreed. “I’ve seen 
plenty pictures of our grandmothers when they were younger and I’m telling you this woman 
looks like Melinda. Besides I’m attracted to brunettes with green eyes.” 
 Her cousin shrugged, giving up the battle. “Okay, she isn’t Jennifer Connelly but if 
you can’t appreciate a perfectly sexy brunette when one is staring at you on a computer 
screen, then I can’t help you. I’m sure it’s moot anyway since the two of them are together.” 
He looked thoughtful for a moment, taking the time to eye his cousin up and down. “Why 
don’t you be nice to them when they get here,” he suggested. “Maybe they’ll take you out 
clubbing or something, show you the ropes with meeting women. You spend too much time 
on digs or in the lab.” 
 Immediately, he realized he’d said the wrong thing. He looked down at the much 
shorter woman. Her green eyes blazed up at him, short blond hair delicately framing her 
face. Her lips narrowed as her cheeks reddend slightly and he knew she was pissed. 
  “Melvin Pappas Cabot,” she said sternly, “I am only going to ignore that comment 
because you’re my favorite cousin.” 
 He shifted a little uncomfortably in his seat. “I don’t mean to pry Lizzy, but I love 
you and want you to be happy. You’re pushing thirty, I just think you should find out if 
you’re really gay or not. Besides,” he added, “I’m your only cousin.” 
 Lizzy rolled her eyes, wondering how someone she loved so much could be so 
incrredibly dense. “Have you had sex with a man?” she asked, putting down her coffee cup. 
 “No, but I have had sex with women and I know that’s what I like.” He explained. 
 “Well I have had sex with men and I know that isn’t what I like. It doesn’t matter if 
I’m thirty-two or seventy-two. So shut the hell up already. I’ll meet someone when I meet 
someone. Besides,” she muttered, “there were those drunken trysts in college. I’ve kissed a 
few girls, I know that’s where it’s at.” 
 He rolled his eyes but didn’t press the issue. “I just wish you’d hurry up and meet 
someone.” He said quietly. 
 Their argument was cut short by a car pulling up outside the front door. Through the 
front window the cousins could see that it was two women, a blonde and a brunette. 
 “Look Lizzy, just hang around and try to meet them, that’s all I’m asking. Or at least 
get the door…my leg and all.” He made a show of trying to fumble with his crutches. 
 “You’re an ass and you’re impossible,” Lizzy fumed but headed to the front door all 
the same. 
 Lizzy opened the door and was surprised to see the brunette woman, Sarah she 
reminded herself, helping Stevie out of the car. The blonde woman didn’t look very well. 
Lizzy could see that she’d been crying and she looked very pale. 
 “Are we at the right place?” Sarah asked looking at the petite woman in the doorway. 



 “Yes,” Lizzy said, holding the door so they could enter. “I’m Lizzy and that’s Mel in 
the kitchen. Can I help you with your bags?” 
 Sarah shook her head. “Thanks, but the airline put the bags on the wrong plane, I’ve 
got to go back for them. Stevie had a rough flight. We’d just like to get some sleep. It’s about 
four am our time.” 
 “Of course,” Lizzy said, feeling very bad for the blonde woman. “Right this way. 
Here let me help you.” Moving to the other side of blonde woman, Lizzy held out her hand 
for support. “Hi,” she said. “I’m Lizzy, can I help you to your room?” 
 “Stevie,” Stevie whispered. “That’s very kind of you. I just need some sleep. I had a 
terrible flight.” 
 Step by step the two women helped Stevie up the stairs to the attic room. Once 
inside the door Sarah picked up the blonde woman easily and set her gently down on the 
bed. 
 “Tylenol PM?” Stevie asked quietly. 
 “Right,” Sarah replied. “My backpack is in the car. I’ll run down and get it.” In 
seconds she was out the door and Lizzy could hear that she was taking the steps two at a 
time. 
 Lizzy picked up a pitcher of fresh water that was in the dry sink by the bed and 
poured water into a clean glass. She handed it to Stevie. “Turbulence?” she asked. 
 Stevie shook her head, sitting up a little to take a sip of water. “No,” she answered. 
“Nightmares.” 
 Before she could say anything else, Sarah had returned and was fishing in the 
backpack for the Tylenol. Lizzy took that as her cue to leave and shut the door silently 
behind her. 
 “What was that about?” Mel asked when she returned to the kitchen. 
 Lizzy shook her head. “I don’t know. She had some nightmares on the plane or 
something.” 
 “No, silly,” Mel chuckled. “I mean your rushing to help the hot blonde up the stairs. 
‘May I help you to your room’. Maybe you’re attracted to blondes after all?” He asked. 
 “Melvin, don’t be an ass,” Lizzy shot back as she heard someone coming down the 
stairs. 
 “I’m sorry about the dramatic entrance,” Sarah said entering the kitchen. “Stevie had 
a really bad nightmare on the plane and that and the jet lag isn’t helping.” 
 “It’s totally okay,” Lizzy said reassuringly. 
 “Seriously, it’s no problem.” Mel concurred. “Is there anything we can do?” 
 “Actually there is,” Sarah replied, looking at Lizzy. “I’m going to get a couple of 
hours of sleep myself, but then I’ll have to head back to the airport to get our stuff. They 
said they’d drop it off but they won’t get it here until tomorrow and we were hoping to start 
enjoying our vacation then. I’m sure she’ll be fine, but if you’d maybe keep an eye out for 
her while I’m gone I’d appreciate it.” 
 “Sure,” Lizzy said and Sarah headed back up the stairs. 
 Back in the attic, Sarah kicked off her shoes and crawled under the covers with 
Stevie who was still looking pale. “Stevie,” Sarah whispered soothingly. “I’m going to sleep 
for a couple of hours and then go get our bags. That nice lady and her husband said they’d 
keep an eye on you if you woke up. I won’t be gone long.” Stevie said something non-
committal and Sarah wrapped her arms around the smaller woman. She kissed her hair and 
told her to sleep well, that she’d keep the dreams away. 



 Downstairs Melvin Cabot looked at his cousin suspiciously. “So now you’re looking 
after my boarders?” He asked. 
 “Well you technically did ask me to help out until you got your cast off.” She 
reminded him. “As I recall, you said it would give me something to do for the next three 
months before I go back to the dig.” 
 “Oh, I guess I did.” 
 “Pass me your laptop,” Lizzy said and Mel shoved his PowerBook across the 
counter. Lizzy picked up the computer and headed to the sitting room. 
 “What are you doing?” her cousin asked. 
 “Well I guess I’ve got a few hours to kill so I’m going to ‘google’ Ms. Montgomery 
and see what sort of archaeology she’s into. I guess I’m not going into the lab today.” 
 True to her word, Sarah descended the stairs a couple of hours later. Lizzy looked up 
surprised at how quickly the time had flown. Mel had been quietly working, restoring an 
antique clock and she had read three of Stevie’s papers on subjects ranging from 
conservation techniques, an unusual find in Egypt and ancient Greek winemaking. She was 
indeed an unusual woman, she’d been guest lecturer at a number of prestigious colleges, 
been a consulted expert in the field of conservation, and served as an expert witness in 
criminal trials ranging from forgery to importation of looted artifacts. At present she worked 
for the Getty museum as well as continuing her speaking engagements and scholarly 
publishing. 
 “I’m going to head back to the airport.” She announced. “I’m hoping Stevie will 
sleep a little longer, but I don’t know.” 
 “Do you want some coffee or anything before you head out?” Mel asked. 
 “I’d love a diet coke if you’ve got one.” Sarah answered.  
 “Coming right up,” Lizzy answered. She grabbed a can from the ‘fridge and handed 
it to the stuntwoman. “Would your friend like tea or anything?” 
 “Yeah, tea would be great.” Sarah fished a piece of scrap paper out of her backpack. 
“Here is my cell number if you need to get in touch with me before I get back. Like I said, 
I’m sure she’ll be fine.” She shrugged. “But I still worry. Thanks again,” she said heading for 
the front door. 
 “Don’t worry about a thing,” Mel assured her. “We’ll take good care of her.” As he 
spoke, he couldn’t help but glance at his cousin. 
 Without saying a word to her cousin Lizzy put a pot of kettle on the stove to boil. 
She opened and closed a few cupboards. “You do have tea, right?” 
 Mel shook his head. “It was on the grocery list of stuff I was going to have you pick 
up today.” He nodded in the direction of the note pad sitting on the counter. 
 Lizzy shook her head and walked towards the back door. “I don’t have time to do 
your grocery shopping. I’ll go home and get some tea and pick up the other stuff tonight.” 
 “Of course, you’re a lesbian, by law you have to have twenty-seven different kinds of 
tea at home!” Mel called as Lizzy peddled her bike in the direction of home. 
 When she was out of sight, Mel sat back at the kitchen island and looked pointedly 
up in the direction of his attic. “She should know better than to fall for a married woman,” 
he whispered. 
 Lizzy returned twenty minutes later, the basket of her bicycle full of various tea 
boxes. She gathered them up in her arms and Mel held the back door open. “I’ve kept the 
water hot,” Mel announced and I heard the toilet flush a couple of minutes ago. She’s awake. 
 Setting the various tea boxes out on the counter, Lizzy tried to pick one. Should she 
go for black tea? Something decaffeinated? Green tea, red tea, or white tea? Something 



exotic and sophisticated? Mel watched his cousin and shook his head amused. “Liz honey, 
what tea would you want me to bring you if you had a nightmare?” he asked softly. 
 Lizzy reached for the Moroccan mint variety as Mel got a teacup and saucer down 
from a shelf his shorter cousin had no hope of reaching. She steeped the loose gunpowder 
tea in the teapot and then strained it into the teacup. She added some honey, more than was 
probably necessary, but she was accustomed to her own sweet tooth. Quietly she ascended 
the stairs and knocked softly at the attic door. 
 “Yes?” Stevie answered quietly. “Come in,” 
 Lizzy pushed the door open and noticed that the blonde woman had washed her 
face. Her makeup was gone and while her eyes were still red, she still looked very beautiful 
all the same. There was something about her though, something that touched a very deep 
conflict within the archeologist. Almost as if she was attracted but didn’t want to be; the 
reverse of the feeling she’d had in the company of this woman’s friend. Like she should be 
attracted to the stuntwoman, but had the odd sensation that it’d be like an attraction to her 
grandmother and that just seemed wrong to her. 
 “I brought you some tea,” Lizzy said quietly handing her the cup and saucer. “It’s 
mint, I thought it might make you feel better.” 
 Stevie smiled and gratefully accepted the steaming cup. “Thank you,” she said. “I’m 
sorry to be such a pain, and we only just got here.” 
 “It’s no problem,” Lizzy assured her. “Believe me, nightmares are very common in 
my family, almost a tradition.” 
 Stevie nodded at the edge of the bed “How do you mean?” she asked. 
 Lizzy took the head nod to be an invitation to sit, so she did. “My grandmothers 
were both very vivid dreamers. At times they were like nightmares, at other times they were 
really pleasant dreams. They both wrote about them. They often interacted with people in 
their dreams, had conversations and such. Does that happen to you?” 
 Stevie shook her head. “No, thank god.” She said. “This woman I’m dreaming about 
isn’t very nice. I don’t think I’d like to talk to her.” Lizzy noticed the color start to drain 
from the woman’s face. “She’s a killer,” Stevie said, more to herself than Lizzy. She shook 
herself as if trying to push the memory back. “You said both of your grandmother’s had 
lucid dreams. That’s pretty unusual, to get that from the maternal and paternal side of your 
family? Do you have them?” 
 “Actually both of the grandmother’s I’m talking about are on my father’s side of the 
family. I don’t know much about my mother’s side. It’s complicated, but one of my 
grandmothers was an archaeologist and the other was…” 
 Stevie’s eyes widened at the mention. “What did you say your name was?” she asked, 
interested. 
 Lizzy smiled. She’d been hoping that this woman would be familiar with her 
grandmother’s work. “It’s Lizzy Covington, Elizabeth Janice Covington actually.” 
 Stevie smiled, a very warm inviting smile. “I’m talking to the granddaughter of Janice 
Elizabeth Covington. How nice. I’ve read a great deal about the Covington Marbles in the 
Athens museum.” 
 “That’s her,” Lizzy affirmed, beaming with pride. “A lot of her larger finds, the 
statuary and stuff like that was kept in Athens, other artifacts that were smaller and more 
esoteric were brought here. I’ve got some space at the Peabody museum where I do 
research, trying to document the stuff that my grandmother found and the stuff that my 
great-grandfather found. His reputation was more…dubious and most of his finds I’m 
sending back to Greece.” 



 Stevie nodded in understanding. She had actually used ‘Harry The Graverobber’ as 
an example at a recent trial and was now sorry she did. At the time she’d never expected to 
meet one of his descendents. “So your other grandmother who had the dreams was…” 
Stevie tried to visualize a page from one of the articles she’d read by the archaeologist. 
“Melinda Pappas.” 
 Lizzy nodded, impressed that the Egyptologist knew Melinda’s name. “Yes, my 
cousin downstairs is named after her, or her father really. Melvin Pappas Cabot.” 
 “You’re not married?” Stevie asked surprised. 
 “To my cousin?” Lizzy replied, equally surprised and a little horrified. 
 Stevie shrugged, “Sarah said something about…” 
 Lizzy looked a little offended. “I think your girlfriend had it wrong, I’d never marry 
my cousin. Ewww.” 
 “My girlfriend?” Stevie asked arching an eyebrow over her raised teacup. 
 It was Lizzy’s turn to shrug, although her cheeks were turning bright pink. “Mel 
said…” 
 “Sarah and I are just friends.” 
 “Oh.” Lizzy said, still confused. “When she picked you up and carried you to the 
bed, I guess I figured…” 
 Stevie rolled her eyes, a little embarassed,“Okay, we’re ex-girlfriends. But we’re still 
friends.” She explained, not sure why she bothered. “I’m single,” she added quietly. 
 “Me too.” Lizzy said before she could stop herself. 
 An awkward silence descended in the room. Stevie quietly sipped her tea taking it all 
in and Lizzy was certain she’d die of embarrassment. She could feel her cheeks getting 
redder by the second. She could also feel the other woman glancing at her, noticing her 
embarassment, as she took in the rest of her surroudings. As if by psychic plea, she heard the 
phone ring and her cousin called up the stairs saying it was for her. “Enjoy your tea,” Lizzy 
said hurridly. “Ah…the bathroom is downstairs across the hall and you’ve got fresh towels 
under the dry sink. If you need anything let me or Mel know,” she said leaving and closing 
the door quietly behind her. 
 Stevie started long minutes at the door intrigued at the exchange she’d just had with 
the young archaeologist. 
 “Kill me now,” Lizzy sighed taking a seat once more at the counter after hanging up 
the phone. She thought it obvious that she wasn’t going into the lab at this hour, but it was 
nice for the staff to follow up about it anyway. 
 “What happened?” Mel asked, genuine concern threading his voice. 
 “I just made a fool of myself.” The archaeologist said shaking her head sadly. She 
told her cousin about the exchange upstairs, her cheeks flushing red at the memory. 
 “She thought we were married?” He said when she’d finished. “That’s…disturbing.” 
 Lizzy rolled her eyes. “She obviously didn’t know we were cousins, and that isn’t as 
embarrassing as the rest.” 
 Mel grinned and reached over with a strong hand to mess up his cousin’s hair. “I 
wouldn’t worry about it cuz,” he said. “I think you were both equally embarrassed. Look, do 
me a favor, go get the groceries and come back. Everything is going to be fine,” he said 
tossing his cousin the car keys. 
 The grocery store wasn’t far although trying to find parking in the tourist packed 
town was more of a challenge. The trip took longer than she expected and no sooner than 
her return to her cousin’s house and had begun to unload the groceries, Sarah drove up in 
the rental car and parked behind the archaeologist. 



 “Give you a hand?” Sarah asked. 
 “Sure,” Lizzy replied, handing her a couple of grocery bags. “Find your luggage?” 
 The stuntwoman nodded smiling down warmly. There was something about the 
small blonde woman that she found disarming. “Yeah,” she said. “Did Stevie wake up?” 
 Lizzy used every bit of self-control she possessed to keep her cheeks from flushing. 
“Yes, I took her a cup of tea. She seemed a little tired, but okay.” 
 “I’m glad to hear it,” she said then added, “you guys have a gorgeous home.” 
 Lizzy couldn’t help but smirk. “Actually it just belongs to my cousin. I’m helping 
him out until he gets the cast off his leg.” 
 “Oh,” Sarah said thoughtfully following Lizzy’s lead and setting the grocery bags 
down on the counter. “Any more groceries?” She asked to which Lizzy shook her head. “I’ll 
get our bags then.” 
 “I’ll help you” Lizzie said. 
 “That’d be great thanks.” 
 The two were able to make it in one trip and moments later the three women were 
standing in the attic. Lizzy felt out of place immediately and was ready to head back down 
the stairs when Stevie’s voice stopped her. 
 “We were thinking of taking one of the walking tours tonight. Do you have any 
suggestions?” she asked. 
 Lizzy nodded, very aware of the two women looking at her. “The haunted tour is 
pretty fun. Somebody in Goth getup takes you around to look at a bunch of houses. Pretty 
much all of the narration will begin with the words ‘a wealthy sea merchant bought this 
when…’ they have some fun ghost stories though.” 
 “Sounds cool,” Sarah said, looking hopefully at Stevie. 
 “This time of year all of the walking tours are going to have some sort of haunted 
theme. Is there a particular part of town you’re interested in seeing?” Lizzy asked. 
 “I’m not sure,” Stevie said. “I’ve been to Boston, but this is my first time in Salem.” 
She glanced at Sarah. “Why don’t we get cleaned up and head downstairs and see what tours 
we’ve got to choose from. Does your cousin have brochures or anything?” 
 “Oh yeah,” Lizzy confirmed not at all certain if her cousin had picked up extra 
copies of the Haunted Happenings newsletter or not. “When you guys are ready to go, come 
downstairs and we’ll hook you up with some suggestions.” 
 “That sounds great,” Stevie replied. “I’ll feel good as new after a shower I’m sure.” 
 Lizzy felt her cheeks start to redden again and quickly headed for the stairs. 
 “Did you know they weren’t married?” Sarah asked when the archaeologist left. 
 Stevie nodded. “We had an…odd…conversation when she brought up the tea. She 
pegged us as girlfriends…” 
 “You set her straight, right?” Sarah asked looking at the door. 
 “You are not picking up new women when you’re on vacation with me. You’re 
simply not.” Stevie warned. “That would be beyond tacky.” 
 Sarah thought about it and shrugged. “You’re right. How are you feeling by the 
way?” 
 Stevie nodded. “I’m much better. The tea really helped, as did getting some normal 
sleep. I’m sorry I fell apart on the plane, the dream was just so horrible.” 
 The stuntwoman joined her companion on the bed. “It’s totally okay. You’ve said 
that these dreams don’t repeat, so maybe you’re through the worst of it. Maybe there is an 
end point where you’ve learned what you’re supposed to learn and it stops.” 



 “I hope so. And more than anything I hope that time is soon.” Stevie said, resting 
her head against her friend’s shoulder. “Do you mind if I take the first shower. I really need 
to wash myself off.” 
 “Sure,” Sarah replied. I’ll unpack our stuff. “The roses are beautiful, by the way, 
thank you.” 
 Stevie’s eyes darted over to the dresser. “Oh my god. I totally forgot about that.” She 
looked a little embarrassed. “I guess I should have cancelled them.” 
 Sarah shrugged. “It would have saved you a few bucks, but I’m glad you didn’t. You 
known I love the smell of red roses.” She reached for Stevie’s hand but the blonde stood 
and headed to the dry sink for a bath towel. “Don’t even kiss my hand,” she warned. “It’s 
not fair.” 
 Sadly, Sarah sighed. “I’m sorry, old habits are hard to break.” 
 
 When Lizzy reached the bottom of the stairs she found her cousin putting the 
groceries away. “Did you pick up some copies of the Haunted Happenings newspaper?” she 
asked. 
 “Yeah,” Mel replied “They’re in the desk in the sitting room. “You going into town 
tonight?” 
 “The girls want to take a walking tour, I was going to highlight some of the good 
ones.” 
 “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Mel exclaimed, surprised. “You’d send them on a 
tourist tour? Why don’t you just show them around town?” He then paused, thinking a 
moment. “Unless you’re worried about intruding on their romantic vacation?” he asked. 
 Lizzy shook her head. “They aren’t together anymore,” she replied. Stevie cleared 
that up when I brought her the tea. 
 Instantly her cousin’s face brightened up. “It’s settled. You totally have to take them 
on a walking tour.” 
 “But I…” Lizzy began.  
 “You know about the houses in the area?” Sarah asked walking into the kitchen. She 
was carrying the empty teacup and saucer that Lizzy had brought upstairs. 
 “She knows a hell of a lot more about the houses around here than the tour guides 
that take the tourists around.” Mel said proudly beaming at his cousin. 
 “Look I…” the archaeologist stammered. 
 “We’ll buy you dinner.” Sarah offered with a huge grin. “You don’t even have to put 
on a Goth outfit,” she added. “Unless you want to, of course.” 
 Mel watched the exchange with interest. 
 Lizzy shrugged. “I guess I could go home and get a jacket…” 
 “Don’t be silly,” Mel said helpfully. “I’ve got one you can borrow.” 
 Both women looked at him dubiously. 
 “I love you to pieces Mel,” Lizzy said with a chuckle. “But two of me can fit in your 
jackets.” 
 “Stevie has an extra jacket,” Sarah cut in “She’s not that much taller than you. It’ll 
save you a trip at any rate. Give me about a half hour to shower and get ready, pick where 
you’d like dinner. I’ll tell Stevie, this will be great!” Before Lizzy could say anything else the 
statuesque stuntwoman darted back upstairs. 
 “Can you divorce a cousin?” Lizzy asked when she’d departed, looking pointedly at 
Mel. 



 “What,” he asked innocently. “Hang out with some of your own people for 
chrissakes, it won’t kill you.” 
 “I don’t want you throwing me at them,” Lizzy said, clearly annoyed. 
 “If you ask me, the brunette is doing the throwing, and it’s in your direction,” he 
replied with a wink. “Damn, I wish I was you.” 
 “I don’t know,” Lizzy said almost to herself, “there is something about her that I 
find attractive and a little repelling at the same time. I don’t know what it is.” 
 “You’re certifiable then,” Mel replied. “Put the stuff about grandma Mel out of your 
mind. 
 
 True to her word both women descended the stairs a half hour later. The brunette 
was wearing leather pants, boots and a black sweater and the blonde was wearing jeans, 
sneakers and a hooded sweatshirt under a denim jacket. She was also carrying a leather jacket 
draped over one arm. Before they reached the kitchen the front door opened and four 
people entered; two men and two women. They carried shopping bags and talked amiably 
among themselves. Seeing the newcomers in the kitchen the women rushed over 
enthusiastically. 
 “Look Bob,” the first woman said. “It’s the women staying in the darling attic. We 
couldn’t help but take a peek at your room before you got here.” 
 Inwardly Stevie was horrified, although she did her best to smile. The four people 
now gathering around them in the kitchen were exactly the type of people she did not expect 
to see on a Halloween trip to Salem. Everything about them screamed tourist. The kind of 
tourists that Europeans made fun of, the kind of tourists that Californians made fun of. 
They were older, in their late forties at least, and each couple wore matching Polo shirts with 
some little animal embroidered over the right breast. One couple wore blue Polo shirts and 
the other wore yellow. The women with matching perms wore visors and bright earrings. 
One woman in white Capri pants with her yellow Polo shirt and the other in khaki pants 
with the blue. Of the men, one was balding and overweight and had decided to wear tan 
cargo shorts with black socks, Birkenstock sandals and a blue Polo. The other man had salt 
and pepper hair and wore jeans with his yellow polo and sneakers. 
 “Let me make introductions,” Mel said, amused at the nervous glances Sarah and 
Stevie were exchanging. He nodded to the couple in the blue polo shirts, “Mary and Bob 
Henderson,” next to the couple in the yellow polo shirts “Susan and Doug Evans, this is 
Sarah Moorhead and Stevie Montgomery.” 
 “Stevie, is that short for Stephanie?” Mary Henderson asked. 
 Stevie shook her head. “No,” she replied. 
 “She was named after Stevie Nicks,” Sarah said proudly with a grin. “Although that 
Stevie is short for Stephanie, but what can you do?” 
 Both couples looked taken aback. “She’s that witch singer,” Bob said. 
 “Exactamundo,” Sarah concurred with a grin enjoying the apprehension of the 
newcomers. 
 “I thought that was Lindsey,” Susan asked. 
 “Lindsey is a man,” Stevie explained flatly. “But I see how the back of the Rumors 
album could be confusing. They’re standing next to each other.” 
 “Well it’s good that you girls are here then,” Mary went on. “This will be of interest 
to you.” She turned her attention to Mel. “The four of us signed up for your special séance 
the night before Halloween. We were talking at lunch today and are wondering if we can 
have a prayer service first.” 



 Stevie looked pointedly at Sarah and then at the door. Sarah smiled and ignored the 
hint. “Why would you want to do that?’ the stuntwoman asked, genuinely interested. Lizzy 
noticed Stevie nudging her companion with her foot and again gesturing at the door with a 
pointed expression. 
 “We want to protect ourselves from evil spirits of course,” Bob explained a tad 
condescendingly. 
 “How about not attend a séance then?” Lizzy asked under her breath. Stevie grinned 
in amusement but didn’t think the others heard the comment. 
 “We’re in Salem with our church group,” Mary further explained. “And are trying to 
combat the evil influences of this holiday by bringing God to this event.” Stevie again looked 
at Sarah then pointedly at the door. “If you were named after a witch you may want to join 
us. Have you accepted Jesus Christ as your own personal savior?” 
 “Ah…no.” Stevie said curtly. “And just for the record, while it wouldn’t bother me if 
I was named after a witch, I don’t think she is.” 
 “Jesus saves, everyone else roll for damage,” Sarah muttered quietly, making Lizzy 
chuckle. “Jesus is coming so look busy,” she added for good measure, enjoying the faces the 
blonde woman made as she tried not to laugh. 
 Stevie rolled her eyes annoyed that her friend didn’t take the hint and get them out 
of here before this conversation got rolling. “I’m curious though,” Stevie continued, 
deciding to have her say and get things moving along to dinner. “It’s my understanding of 
Christian beliefs, that when you die, provided you’re Christian of course, you go to Heaven. 
Who is it you think you’re going to be talking to at a séance, prayer service or no?” 
 “That’s a good question,” Doug said, concern threading his voice and Sarah decided 
he was the sanest of the group. 
 “Well we don’t really think it’s real,” Mary assured everyone. 
 “Then why bother attending at all?” Stevie asked, more annoyance threading her 
voice than she intended. 
 “Unless you’re talking to people in Heaven,” Sarah offered ambily, trying to take the 
focus from her companion. She noticed that both Polo clad women where looking at Stevie 
with growing suspicion. 
 “I thought Heaven was sort of out of earth’s calling service?” Lizzy asked, following 
her lead and hoping that the church group would decide to skip the séance. The medium 
who would be perforing the séance was a friend of hers and the last thing she wanted to do 
was subject her to this foursome of people. 
 Mary looked at Stevie suspiciously, “Maybe we’d better pray on this for guidance.” 
The others nodded and followed the Polo-clad woman up the stairs.  
 Lizzy waited until she heard the bedroom doors close before turning hotly on her 
cousin. “I thought you ‘googled’ your boarders?!” 
 “You ‘googled’ us?” Sarah asked, surprised. 
 “Nothing said warning religious nut-case,” Mel explained quietly, looking apologetic. “I 
wanted to make sure you guys weren’t criminals or something. This is my first season doing 
this.” 
 Stevie shrugged, “I’d have done the same thing.”  

Sarah looked at her with an evil grin. “It’s too bad we’re not still together or we 
could have really loud sex right over them.”  
 “Sarah, don’t be an ass,” Stevie warned. 
 “That would be so cool,” Mel agreed whole heartedly. 
 “Mel, don’t you be an ass either.” Lizzy added. 



 
 “Please forgive my cousin,” Lizzy explained over dinner. “Sometimes he such a…” 
she thought for a moment, “guy.” 
 Stevie shrugged taking a sip of her Boston Red. “No worries, so is Sarah.” 
 “Hey!” Sarah said in protest, then flagged the server down for another beer. “I’ll try 
the Muddy River Porter this time,” she said, “ladies?” Both Stevie and Lizzy shook their 
heads. The resturant was a brewery with a nice stake house attached. Upon sitting down 
Sarah nearly squeeled in delight at the number of different beers she’d have the ability to try. 
 “I really hope that they change their mind about the séance.” Lizzy continued, taking 
a sip of her own Allston Mild. “The medium is a friend of mine and while I’m sure she could 
handle it why should she have to?” 
 Sarah tore off another rib from the rack of babybacks she was enjoying, “what 
difference does it make, the whole thing is fake isn’t it.” 
 Lizzy shook her head emphatically. “Not at all. Sure, some of them are of course, but 
a lot of psychics live in and around Salem or they come in for the Halloween season. The 
Hawthorne Hotel has a big psychic fair every year. It’s worth checking out. Anyway, there 
are a lot of things that can’t be explained, and that doesn’t make them fake. Not that the 
houses we’re going to see tonight are actually haunted, but I know for a fact some houses in 
Salem are.” 
 Stevie cut her seared salmon with a fork and chewed thoughtfully as she listened to 
the young archaeologist. “I got the impression from reading a couple of articles about your 
grandmother that she was a firm believer in reincarnation.” 
 Lizzy took another sip of beer and nodded. “Both she and grandma Mel were. It 
sounds kind of strange to say it, but my grandmothers both believed they were the 
reincarnated souls of the two women that they spent most of their lives studying. Grandma 
Janice believed that our souls were like threads. With each new life strands were added and 
others frayed away but the essential truth of that life was maintained from generation to 
generation. Like someone in the future may be the reincarnation of her, but would be the 
reincarnation of the Bard Gabrielle as well. She believed that she was a reincarnation of 
Gabrielle, as am I. That is the part that always baffled me, how can two people who are alive 
at the same time be the same soul. But that is where her rope theory came into play.” 
 “Can I ask you a personal question?” Sarah said, realizing that the phrasing sounded 
lame to her own ears even as she said it. “I take it your grandmothers were lesbians, how did 
your parents get here? It’s not like sperm banks were the big thing back then.” 
 “Sarah!” Stevie said shocked, and embarassed. 
 “It’s okay.” Lizzy answered unfazed. “I honestly have no idea. I know that grandma 
Janice had a boy and a girl; twins who are my dad, Lyceus Harry and Melvin’s mother Cyrene 
Theresa. Unfortunately Auntie Cyrene and her husband Richard died in a plane crash a year 
after our grandmothers died.” She looked thoughtful a moment. “I guess it’s been three 
years now that our grandmothers’ have been dead, so that’d make it two years for Mel’s 
parents. Grandma Melinda had a daughter, Gabrielle Covington Pappas who sort of 
dropped off the family radar. She was a few years younger than Lyceus and Cyrene. I never 
knew her; she disappeared before I was born.  

They never mentioned who fathered their children or if it was the same father for 
each of them. I know there was an Uncle Otto who was pretty friendly with my 
grandmothers, but I don’t know if it was him.” She took another sip of her beer before 
continuing, “my grandmothers never tried to hid who they were or their relationship, but 



they didn’t exactly talk it about with us kids either. My dad hasn’t mentioned anything to me. 
It’s that private New England thing I guess.” 
 “How nice though, that you were able to get to know your grandmothers.” Stevie 
said, taking a bite of salad. 
 Lizzy nodded. “I probably spent the most time with them. When they lived in South 
Calrolina I used to visit every summer and got bitten by the archeology bug. Later they 
moved up here to be closer to their kids and we saw then a lot. Their death was a huge 
shock to all of us. Grandma Janice was still doing the occasional speaking engagement; she 
must have been in her late eighties. Grandma Mel would always go with her; they were 
inseparable. One night, heading home a drunk driver in a truck hit them head on. They were 
both killed instantly as was their driver.” Lizzy sniffled and her eyes began to well up a little. 
“The good news was they both went together. We’d had talks as a family as to what we 
would do with Grandma Janice assuming Grandma Melinda would die first as she was a few 
years older. At least neither of them had to go on alone. No one was shocked by the will, I 
was entrusted with the ‘family business’ as it were.” She took a bite of her chicken. “What 
about your parents.” 
 Sarah snickered. “Stevie has the cool parent. Cool enough that she just needs one.” 
 Stevie rolled her eyes. “She’s only saying that because her parents are painfully 
normal.” 
 “Obviously I was adopted,” Sarah added. “My mom is a doctor, which helps when 
you’re in the stunt business and my dad is a stockbroker…also helpful when you’re in the 
stunt business.” 
 Stevie sighed, resigned to her fate. “I was conceived backstage at a Fleetwood Mac 
concert. Mom was communing with her goddess and I’m sure some roadie took advantage 
of her inebriated state.” 
 “Or maybe it was Mick?” Sarah asked hopefully. 
 “Needless to say, my mom is a little on the eccentric side. She is a complete believer 
in ghosts, séances, crystals, tarot, you name it—if it’s unconventional and they have it in 
Sedona Arizona, then my mom is all over it.” Stevie explained. “She had my astrology charts 
prepared before I started kindergarten. She gave them to the teacher as a reference tool.” 
 Lizzy fought the urge to let her jaw drop. 
 “Your mother is adorable,” Sarah countered. “You’re just annoyed she likes me 
better.” 
 Stevie took a sip of her beer and rolled her eyes at her friend. “Yeah, you’re exactly 
right Sarah.” 
 “If you don’t mind my saying so,” Lizzy offered tentatively. “You guys seem to get 
along really well for ex-girlfriends.” 
 “We’re doing better now,” Stevie acknowledged. “It was harder at the beginning, but 
you stick with it. My mom likes to point out that Stevie and Lindsey made the Rumors 
album during a break up. She says if they can get over their shit, there’s no reason the rest of 
us can’t.” 
 “You know how it is,” Sarah said with a nod to Lizzy. “Sometimes you want to just 
split and you do, but with other people you know you have to keep them in your life, so you 
do, whatever it takes, simple as that.” 
 Lizzy felt her cheeks redden and grow hot. As much as she wanted to invent 
something and make herself sound worldly she realized that anything she could possibly say 
to these two women would be seen through in an instant. She felt five years old and hated it. 



“Actually, I don’t.” she said quietly. “I’ve never had an ex-girlfriend. Ah…or girlfriend for 
that matter.” 
 “Oh.” Sarah said, blinking and looking a little shocked. 
 Stevie frowned at the brunette then turned her attention to Lizzy. “You’re not 
missing anything,” she said gently. “They’re very overrated…especially now.” 
 “Ah…if you guys would excuse me, I need to use the restroom.” Lizzy got up 
quickly and headed to the back of the building. 
 “What did I say?” Sarah asked when the archaeologist was out of earshot. 
 “Could you have looked more stunned when she said she hasn’t had a girlfriend?” 
Stevie demanded, annoyed. 
 “As hot as she is?! Damn right I’m stunned.” Sarah looked in the direction of the 
bathroom. “Maybe I should go check on her?” 
 “And make your case to be her first ex-girlfriend?” Stevie shook her head, annoyed. 
“I don’t think so. I’ll go check on her.” 
 Sarah shrugged feigning indifference and picked up her beer. “Suit yourself.” 
 When Stevie entered the bathroom, Lizzy was still in one of the stalls. Sarah took a 
moment to touch up her makeup in the mirror. She noticed Lizzy exiting the stall. Her face 
was wet and a little streaked and she looked down as she approached the sinks. 
 “I’m so embarrassed,” she said quietly. 
 Stevie touched up her lipstick and looked at the archaeologist in their reflection in 
the mirror. “You know how I spent my morning?” she asked. “I threw up on an airplane 
that had already arrived at the gate. We weren’t even in the air. I woke from a nightmare and 
nearly didn’t get to the airsick bag in time. Now that is embarrassing.” 
 Lizzy smiled in spite of herself. “That is pretty embarrassing,” she agreed. 
 “Then do you know what happened?” Stevie looked directly at soft green eyes in the 
mirror, “this incredibly sweet woman brought me mint tea. Embarrassment isn’t terminal, it 
just feels that way.” 
 The archaeologist nodded. “I just feel like parts of my life should be further along.” 
She said quietly. 
 Stevie shrugged. “Things happen when they happen. It doesn’t make you any less of 
who you are.” She pulled out a compact from her purse and blotted her nose. “You’re a 
smart woman, and know you can get laid any time you’d like. I’m impressed as hell you’re 
taking the time to meet someone you really want to be with. Would you like me to touch up 
your makeup?” 
 Lizzy blinked, unsure if she believed what she was being told. “Okay,” she replied. 
Not that she was wearing any makeup to begin with but didn’t really want this conversation 
to end either. “What do you mean I can get laid any time I want?” 
 Turning to face Lizzy, Stevie gently applied the powder to her tear streaked cheeks. 
“You’re beautiful,” she said simply. “You’re smart, you’re very sweet, I’ve no doubt you 
could walk into the 209 and walk out with anyone you want.” She finished with the powder 
and opened her lipstick, proficiently adding some color to the archaeologist’s lips. “You tell 
me,” she asked as she put the lipstick in her purse and pulled out some eye shadow and 
mascara. “Why haven’t you connected with someone?”  

Lizzy obediently closed her eyes and Stevie put a gentle hand on the side of the 
shorter woman’s face to steady her as she applied the eye makeup; a little shadow first, then 
mascara and finally a touch of eyeliner. From where she stood the archaeologist could smell 
Stevie’s perfume. It was light and clean smelling with a hint of an ocean breeze and 
something slightly dangerous. She could feel the taller woman’s breath softly against her skin 



and the light touch of warm fingertips that made her skin tingle. This woman was impossibly 
close, focused completely on her face and it was making the archaeologist’s head spin a little. 
 “I don’t know,” Lizzy replied honestly, fighting the urge to move forward and 
demand to be circled in a close embrace. “First I was focused on my studies, and then the 
work. I guess the longer I put things off the more afraid and behind the curve I felt.” She 
shrugged, now fighting the urge to lean forward and press her lips against Stevie’s throat. “I 
don’t have the most social of jobs, and I travel quite a bit…I don’t know, I honestly don’t 
know.” 
 “There, what do you think,” Stevie asked stepping back from Lizzy and admiring her 
handiwork.  

The archaeologist was sorry that the physical connection between them had been 
broken, but relieved that she no longer had to battle for self control. She looked at herself in 
the mirror. “Wow,” she breathed. 

“I whole heartedly agree,” Stevie said. 
It wasn’t like the makeup was obvious, if anything it was understated and subtle. But 

the redness was gone from her cheeks and her lips and eyes demanded a bit more attention 
from the casual viewer. Stevie decided it was attention she didn’t mind bestowing. “Why 
don’t we take that house tour?” she asked, squeezing the smaller woman’s shoulders warmly. 
“If at any point you feel daring, you only need to drop a hint to Sarah and she will be all over 
you like money on a Republican. Believe me, she’s only restraining herself at this point by 
sheer force of will.” 

Stevie left the bathroom first and led the way back to the table. As she followed, 
Lizzy was not certain that the brunette’s attention was the attention she wanted. 

There was no mistaking the lingering look she received from the stuntwoman when 
she sat back down. Clearly her makeup had not gone unnoticed or unappreciated. When 
they’d finished dinner Sarah couldn’t stand fast enough and hold Stevie’s leather jacket for 
Lizzy to wear. In an odd way it gave the archaeologist a sense of confidence that let her leave 
the embarrassment of her confession at the dining table as the trio left the restaurant. 

True to her word Lizzy gave them a walking tour of Salem much richer than 
anything they would have received from a tourist outfit. They walked at a leisurely pace and 
she mentioned sights they’d most defiantly want to see in daylight. She gave a history of the 
town as it related to the buildings from the early colonial days and an overview of what it 
was that made the city famous. Both guests were attentative and asked questions. Lizzy was 
surprised that Sarah seemed genuinely interested in the history and chatted easily with her 
and Stevie when it came to matters of historical context. She was most interested in the 
ghost stories and seemed to pay particular attention when the archaeologist mentioned the 
trade routes to China. 

“I’ve always had a thing for China,” Sarah explained. “Never really knew why. I’ve 
never filmed there but I really want to go someday. Like your thing with Greece,” she said 
looking at Stevie. 

“You’ve never been to Greece?” Lizzy asked, stunned. 
Stevie shook her head. “Nope. I’ve wanted to go, I’m fascinated about much of the 

place, especially the wine making. Yet every time I plan or think about planning a trip, 
something inside tells me I’m not ready. It’s strange.” 

Lizzy couldn’t hide her disbelief. “From what I’ve read of your work you’d never 
know.” 

“She’s read your work,” Sarah grumbled playfully. “I keep forgetting that in nerd 
circles you’re fameous.” 



Stevie smiled, enjoying Sarah’s annoyance. “It’s amazing what you can pick up from 
research these days. Besides the Getty has an amazing collection and it’s almost like I’m 
surrounded by Ancient Greece all the time. 

Lizzy nodded. “I know that feeling.”  
As they talked they hit the main drag through town. There were tourists everywhere. 

Four days before Halloween and already people were wandering town in costumes. People 
were selling things from carts; mostly t-shirts, spell components and witchy jewelry. 
Everyone seemed to be enjoying the festive spirit and wishing each other a ‘happy 
Halloween’. 

“This feels very much like a wiccan pride festival.” Sarah observed with a grin. 
“That’s pretty cool.” 

Stevie nodded in agreement. “My mom would go nuts for the clothes and jewelry,” 
she said. “Remind me to pick some stuff up for her.” 

They continued on in companiable silence and came to an unobtrusive space next to 
a cemetery. 

“What’s this?” Stevie asked, immediately feeling a sense of peace. 
“This is one of my favorite spots in town.” She explained. “It’s the witch trials 

memorial.” 
 The two Californians looked around. They were standing in a park like area right 
next to the cemetery. A low wall marked a rectangular space that was open on the sidewalk 
side. Six trees were planted, in two rows of three. Sticking out from the low stone wall were 
a series of benches that were made from large slabs of stone. 
 “Each of these twenty benches represents an individual falsely accused of witchcraft 
and put to death. Carved into the stones that victim’s name, the date they died and the 
manner in which they were executed. All were hanged, except Giles Corey who was 
unfortunately pressed to death. It took him three days to die. Most people accused were told 
they’d go free if they’d admit witchcraft, without all their property and possessions of course, 
and that it is what most of them did. This space honors the people that felt that lying would 
be an affront to God and wouldn’t do it. These are the people who really had faith in their 
beliefs. The six trees represent the six men who were murdered along with the fourteen 
women.” 
 “I suppose it’s fitting that the town is now the ‘witch capital’ of the United States.” 
Stevie said absently. “I guess some things you do you’ll never be able to shake, like a crime 
that can haunt you forever.” 
 Lizzy shrugged. “That’s one way to look at it. Or you could say that something very 
negative and intolerant has grown into the exact opposite. A celebration of the different, in 
spite of what my cousins other boarders think.” 
 Sarah nodded in agreement. “I like Lizzy’s spin better.” 
 The memorial had finished a loop that the three women had walked through town 
and it didn’t take long to walk back to Mel’s guesthouse. Lizzy was walking in between the 
two taller women and had to admit that she was enjoying the warmth and proximity of her 
companions immensely. Both were open and easy to talk to. There was an undertone of 
warmth and caring that permeated their interaction with each other that was inviting. Sarah 
was clearly more of the flirt, and at times seemed interested in seeing how far she could push 
before Stevie shot her an irritated glare. Stevie was kind and warm but kept what felt to 
Lizzy like a respectful distance. She couldn’t help but noticed the pleasant fragrance of 
Stevie’s perfume that clung to the leather jacket that she found as warming as the jacket 
itself. 



 It was late when they arrived back in Mel’s kitchen. Lizzy let them in with her key 
and they noticed that minimal lights had been left on and that the house was quiet. “I can’t 
believe we’ve lasted this late,” Stevie said quietly looking at the clock. 
 Sarah nodded. “Yeah, this was a really cool night, thanks Lizzy.” 
 “The pleasure was mine. What did you guys have planned for tomorrow?” 
 The blonde and brunette looked at each other. “We don’t really have any plans. We 
thought we’d do some of the psychic stuff in the evening, but haven’t thought about how to 
spend our day. Do you have any suggestions?” 
 Lizzy smiled, she’d been trying to come up with some plans for most of the walk 
back to Mel’s. “If you’re interested in seeing the Atlantic, we can take a drive to the beach.” 
She suggested. When two sets of eyes lit up she knew that rumors of Californians and their 
weakness for coastlines to be true. “Excellent, just have Mel give me a ring when you guys 
are up and about and I’ll head over.” 
 “Do you live far from here?” Stevie asked. 
 Lizzy shook her head. “Not even ten minutes by bicycle. I’ll see you guys 
tomorrow.” She was surprised and delighted that each woman gave her a warm hug before 
quietly heading upstairs. Her hand had grasped the back door knob when she realized she 
was still wearing Stevie’s jacket. Quietly, as not to wake the other guests, she headed upstairs. 
 “What do you think of her?” Sarah asked when they’d closed the door to their room. 
 “She’s very sweet, what’s not to like?” Stevie asked and looked at Sarah suspiciously 
as she began to undress for bed. 
 Sarah didn’t say anything for a moment and heard the faintest of creaks outside the 
door, and then she remembered Stevie’s Jacket. “I’d like to spend more time with her while 
we’re here.” She said quietly, knowing full well her voice would carry to the door. 
 “I think that’s a great idea.” Stevie agreed. 
 “What would you say if I said I wanted to spend time alone with her while we’re 
here.” Sarah asked carefully. She was sure she’d heard another creak but was equally sure 
that Stevie, standing on the far side of the bed and getting undressed had not. 
 The blonde woman stopped brushing her hair and turned to her companion. “I 
would ask if this is about you or about me? Are you interested in throwing moves at her 
because you’re looking to get laid? Or are you just trying to see how far you can go before I 
get really hurt and beat the crap out of you? I have been as understanding as I can be at all of 
the different women you’ve had over in the last four months. Is it really necessary for you to 
hit on someone right in front of me? Or are you really falling for her and feel like you can’t 
help yourself? Because honestly I don’t think she’s ready for someone like you.” 
 Sarah’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean she isn’t ready for someone like me?” 
she asked.  
 Stevie put the brush down. “Emotionally Sarah, you’re a whirlwind. You’re exciting; 
you’re funny, smart, and attentive as hell when you want to be, caring and great in bed. But 
you’re also self-absorbed and I know you. You would find her intriguing, a challenge, 
something novel and when you were finished you’d move on and not worry about it.” 
 The stuntwoman crossed her arms. “I didn’t do that to you, or are you forgetting 
that I’m standing right here.” 
 “You’re standing right here because you know I’m a fucking mess and you feel a 
little responsible for it, you also know I’m one of the few people who will flat out call you on 
your shit and you know you need that in your life.” Stevie put her hands on her hips.  
 Sarah stared at her friend and cracked a grin. “Stevie for god’s sake put on a shirt. I 
can’t argue with you topless.  



 Stevie pulled a t-shirt over her head that matched the boxers she was wearing for 
bed. 

“I suppose you think you’re much better for her?” Sarah asked. 
 “Absolutely not,” the blond replied. “But I wouldn’t inflict myself on anyone right 

now. Lets just say for the sake of argument that my depression took a vacation and I wasn’t 
such a mess…” She thought for a moment. “Yeah, I’d be interested. As sad as it makes me 
that my first impulse is not to win you back, but we’ve tried that more than once and know 
we know we don’t fit that way anymore and we are going to get over it even if it kills us. 
There is something about Lizzy…I dunno. I really like her. She’s got this whole redemptive 
vibe. You just feel good in her presence. But she lives in Salem, I live in Santa Monica 
and…” she shrugged. “And I just met her today.  

“Still,” She said more to herself than her companion. “She gives me this feeling, like 
I know her or something. It really makes me want to protect her from me or people like me, 
which sadly leaves her vulnerable to people like you,” she finished glaring at the 
stuntwoman. 
 “You’re just saying that because you can tell she likes me better.” Sarah said, 
teasingly. 
 “Why wouldn’t she?” Stevie asked honestly. “You’re gorgeous, you’re fun, you’re 
happy…what’s not to be crazy about?” 
 “I think she likes smart girls and you’ve got me there.” Sarah allowed, a little sadly. 
 Stevie nodded. “Absolutely. Now get into bed and keep your hands to yourself.” 
 Sarah paused for a moment by the door. When she heard a soft creak move away she 
shut out the light and crawled into bed.  
 
 

Chapter Three  
 

“Become a deadly weapon now…along with everything e l se .” 
Alice  – Stev ie  Nicks 

 
I rode those horses all through the night. I had no idea of where I was going or what I’d become. In 

fact, at that time I was aware of very little save pushing my body as far as I could in the direction of survival. 
Less than twenty-four hours after giving birth and destroying the last thing I would ever love I came upon the 
river just outside of Thessaly. I watered the horses and washed myself in the freezing water. To be honest I 
scarcely felt the cold on my skin; inside I was so much colder. I knew a very specific someone was going to pay 
for what had befallen me, but I also knew that day was a long ways off. Fighting drunken thugs in the night 
with the aid of set traps was one thing, but going up against sober warriors who had the skills and discipline I 
lacked would be another. I needed strength, training and most of all a plan. Strength and training were 
within my grasp so those were the two I focused on. My assumption was that as those two grew the plan 
would naturally follow. 

I washed my bloodstained clothes in the river and cleaned the gore from my body. It wouldn’t do to 
walk into town looking like the killer I was. My clothes had dried in the summer breeze by mid-morning. 
My first stop in Thessaly was that of the horse-trader. I had eleven horses with all of their tack to trade and 
after all I’d been through I was not going to let them go cheaply. I laughed at his first two offers having heard 
enough conversations around the campfire to recognize a swindle when I heard it. He finally made the offer I 
was looking for and I accepted it. 



If I had been able to walk away from who I was right then and there I could have lived quite 
comfortably for some time on the dinars I now possessed. But that was never really an option. I suppose we 
have to fully explore being who we are at any given time before we can then be anyone else. 

Next I upgraded the saddle and tack for the horse I’d decided to keep. I did this not out of any 
sentimental concern for the equine’s comfort but from a perspective of strict practicality. I would be on the run 
a lot from now on. I could not afford to stay in one place long enough to form any attachments of my own or 
let anyone get close enough to remember me. That new saddle would be my home. I also traded my rags for 
serviceable clothes, a few pieces of armor and a very good sword and dagger. When that was accomplished I 
found a tavern with rooms and paid for a weeks lodging with food. That was the first night I’d slept in a bed 
since Xena destroyed my home. 

For the next three days I only left that bed to relieve myself and to eat. For the first time in seven 
years I was actually able to sleep for more than minutes at a time. I could eat until I was full, although after 
the number of years I’d spent being near starved, it didn’t take much to fill me up. 

I suppose someone else may have focused on how improved this was from my life previously, but I did 
not. With each passing day I focused more and more on the debt I needed to pay and the justice that needed to 
be served. When I finally ventured into town it was for information. I could not read or write but I knew that 
the one thing that would separate me from all other warriors would be knowledge. Half-heartedly, I prayed to 
Ares and gave money at his temple for training. I learned how to use a sword and dagger beyond the crude 
skills unknowingly taught to me by my captors as well as how to fight with my bare hands in a more 
sophisticated fashion. As soon as anyone would begin to take notice of my skill I would move onto another 
town. I was determined that the name “Callisto” would not register in anyone’s consciousness until I was 
absolutely ready. 

Each new set of instruction in each new town began in the same way. I’d reach the temple, or 
training center or weapons master and the men already in training would fail to take me seriously. They’d 
think I was there to service their more worldly needs or a young bride running away from a prearranged 
marriage. I would take them on individually, or in larger numbers and fight for respect time and time again. 
With each new arrival I noticed I had to fight less and when I did I left my adversaries more seriously 
injured. As the scars on my body multiplied fellow students began to leave me alone. 

For that first year I was the picture of honesty. I paid for food, board and training and as needed 
repaired and upgraded my clothing, weapons and armor. By the end of my first year, about the age of fifteen I 
decided it was time to test my skills against some real opponents. I was studying poison making in the small 
village of Minoas. People in the tavern were complaining about a half dozen cutthroats attacking travelers not 
far from the main road. With a new set of poisoned daggers, I decided to set off just before dawn. 

As I’d hoped, the group surrounded me at a very obvious bend in the road. They had barely 
demanded that I dismount when two fell from their horses with daggers in their throats. Within minutes it 
was all over. Six men lay dead and I had a new collection of horses and tack to sell. I didn’t want the 
attention I would undoubtedly get if these horses showed up in Minoas so I continued on the road to Delphi to 
find their horse trader. 

I was only pocketing my money when I was stopped by one woman in the company if two others; she 
stood right in front of me and looked me squarely in the eye. “The blood on your hands will not be washed 
clean for over a thousand years,” she said. “But someday you will find redemption if you forgive yourself for 
the life you are living now. It will be the hardest thing you will ever do.” 

It was not my intent but I’m sure I smirked at her. She didn’t know me and didn’t know I’d 
already done the hardest thing I’d ever do, over and over and over again. “What makes you think I’m not 
forgiving myself now.” 

“You can’t forgive yourself when you are blaming someone else. This forgiveness will take over a 
thousand years to earn Callisto, lessen the hate you exercise in this life and you can shorten that time.” 



I didn’t know how clearly she saw into the blackness that was my heart because at the time I didn’t 
know she would become the Oracle of Delphi. All I knew was that I now hated her too and vowed to 
someday kill her. 

For the next eight years I lived to strengthen my skill, cunning and body. I sought out every weapons 
master, every retired general to buy endless rounds of drink and see how they thought, how they formed their 
strategies. I tested myself against all comers. I attacked bandits and cutthroats without hesitation. I now see 
the irony of course of doing the good work Xena would later be known for, but I honestly didn’t have any 
desire to protect mindless villagers from the social refuse they created. Warriors tended to travel in very large, 
well armed packs. I was in no position to take on an army but still needed the hand-to-hand training and 
practice. Small raiding parties were usually less organized and rarely as large as ten or twelve partners. They 
were the perfect size to test and hone my skill. 

I had no desire to leave honest townspeople alone and began to exercise my abilities if they stood in 
the way of something I wanted. I was careful though to not kill people from towns where I was staying. Small 
villages were easy targets for me as Cirra had been for Xena. I continually upgraded my swords, daggers and 
armor until the black armor I wore felt like a second skin. I spent time in cities and time alone in the woods. 
For hours a day I’d push my body through its paces, always with a very special opponent in mind. I had the 
chance now to sharpen my hatred as well as my sword. 

The exploits of Xena were not unfamiliar to me. Horror stories of Xena’s army were well known 
from Athens to Lesbos. She was calculating and ruthless; qualities I oddly admired about her. When I’d 
reached the age of twenty I decided the time was right to begin taking steps so Xena could indeed meet her 
creation. 

Tracking down the Warrior Princess was not difficult. It was easy to follow streams of refugees 
running away from a given town or village and simply head towards it. Irony ruled the day once more in that 
as I caught up with her she had just begun her own journey away from darkness. From a safe distance I 
watched as the little girl from Potediadia befriended her. It was under my watchful gaze that I observed the 
first tentative steps that she and the bard took towards one another. I watched them fall in love and spend 
long nights by the campfire entangled in each other’s embrace. 

The sight, the very sight of watching Xena walk away from her past, a past that created me, did 
more to fuel the fire of my rage than sacking a thousand Cirras could. The reality that she could move on and 
find happiness after what she had done was something I could not tolerate. A few bad dreams to be comforted 
by another is not justice. Not justice by a long shot. As my rage burned hotter a plan began to form and I 
knew what I would do. Were it to take the rest of my existence, I would have my revenge and it would be 
sweet. 

I knew I would need an army. I left Xena in the arms of her chatty lover and traveled to Sparta. I 
freed several dozen thugs from prison. In that bunch I found a lieutenant named Theodorus. I fought him and 
won his respect. I promised him wealth and he ensured that the rest of the men joined me or died. I spent 
several months working with these three dozen men ensuring that they had absolute respect and fear for me 
and also making sure that they weren’t completely hopeless on the battlefield. I’d spent many years of study at 
this point and passed on that knowledge to Theodorus who in turn saw to it that the men practiced and 
improved. 

Next, I knew I needed Xena and her young lover out of the way for a while. I used my knowledge of 
poisons and from the concealment of a tree I nailed her with a dart. While she was incapacitated I revived her 
reputation as the killer she was. Only this time I took care to not leave any potential monsters behind. All 
women and children were killed. Parents first, then the children. I did that out of respect for my mother who 
sadly had to watch her own child die. This way I could ensure that no child left behind in a village I raided 
would endure years of torture and have fate twist them into killing animals. Their deaths were quick and 
merciful. 



My plan was simple; make Xena endure her legacy once more and then one by one take away 
anything and everything that meant anything to her. I’d kill her lover, her horse, her family if she had any, 
and her reputation. I would destroy it all. By the time I was ready to slit her throat she would be so empty 
and broken that she’d beg for me to end it. Eventually I would, of course, but very slowly. 

I suppose it was overly optimistic on my part to think my first confrontation with Xena would go my 
way. I was a skilled warrior that was not in doubt but Xena was an entirely different class of warrior. She 
was cunning, determined, strong, fast and focused. She captured me once and I had my first real opportunity 
to have a conversation with her. I was honest and upfront; I felt it important to know exactly what type of a 
monster she was responsible for creating.  

“Oh the good Xena,” I said “what happened? One day you just decided to fight for justice?” 
“Something like that,” she replied, continuing her stoic march to town. 
“And all the shattered people you left behind are supposed to cheer you, is that it?” 
“No,” she said. “What happened to you was terrible. It was my fault and I’m sorry.” 
I was livid. Xena’s ability to trivialize my pain, that a simple apology would do the trick was yet 

another wound on a very battered soul. “Oh well, that makes all the difference in the world and now we can 
be the best of friends.” I spit on her. “That’s what I think of your apology.” 

Her lover, Gabrielle came running up, fear flushing in her features. “Xena,” she said, “Melas is 
organizing a lynch mob.” 

“Well I’m not afraid to die if that’s what your worried about,” I said. That was entirely true. I 
wanted my vengeance or I wanted death and some days it almost didn’t matter which. “What about you 
Xena?” I asked. “How will you feel to see your creation executed without a fair trial? Humm?” 

“Don’t listen to her Xena,” the brat butted in. “You can’t blame yourself for what she’s become.” 
Oh that did it. That was the comment that really let me see what type of influence the bard was 

having on the warrior. The ability to shirk responsibility, to walk away from blame, to pretend that it wasn’t 
that bad of a deed was coming from her. Gabrielle wanted a lover who was good, who was noble, who was 
right and she was willing to twist fate, logic and history if necessary for Xena to fit the picture of the lover she 
wanted. Revisionist history is a convenient thing when it’s used to justify your actions and make it easier to 
sleep at night. Convenient, ugly and something I totally didn’t deserve. 

“No, no. Of course not.” I shouted at her. “No, it’s not her fault at all that I dream every night of 
my mother’s screams coming from my burning home! You tell me Xena, do you sleep well at night?” 

“No, I don’t,” She replied flatly. 
I saw the look on the bard’s face and she was crest-fallen. Apparently she thought she’d had been 

having more of a redemptive effect on the warrior. 
“Good,” I replied. “Well, I can take whatever it is you think I have coming to me. But tell me this 

Xena, have you ever been tried for all of the things that you have done? Have you ever been handed over to a 
mob that wanted your blood?” 

Xena stopped walking and looked up at me. There was fear in her face; barely noticeable but I saw 
it. “What would you do if I let you go?” she asked. 

Oh that was hysterical. She really thought I could be bought off with my freedom. That I’d be so 
happy to continue my life, to keep waking each day in the prison she’d left me that I’d simply go away and 
disappear. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 

“Xena?” Gabrielle asked, apparently not believing what she was hearing either. 
“I changed, so can she.” Xena explained. 
“No, her heart has been eaten away by hatred.” Gabrielle countered. 
“The sight, just the sight of Xena, Warrior Princess arguing on my behalf amuses me so let me tell 

you. Let me answer your question of what I would do if you let me go,” I began. I couldn’t believe that I 
would need to spell it out for her, to explain exactly what it was she created. I knew enough of Xena’s history 
to know she was a ruthless killer, a cunning adversary; she wasn’t stupid. Yet with Gabrielle at her side her 



intelligence dropped precipitously. That she actually thought she could kill me and walk away, destroy my life 
and make amends and even the score was unconscionable. “You let me go and I will dedicate my life to 
killing everything you love. Your friends, your family, your reputation, even your horse. You see, I am being 
so honest with you because the idea of your pity is worse than death to me.” Xena started moving, a new 
stiffness to her gait. I think I was getting through to her. “You see,” I added. “You created a monster with 
integrity, Xena. Scary isn’t it? Now take me to the mob.” 

I didn’t think for a moment that she would let the mob kill me or let me burn in that prison, as 
fitting as that would have been. Mobs, prison, death-these things did not scare me in the least. Each day I 
woke was a test of endurance to see it through to the end. Getting more of them, years of them was not a gift. 
There was not a prison in Greece that was any more demanding than the skin I woke in each and every day. 
Still, I also realize that my desire to see her anguish as I killed the bard in front of her was my downfall time 
and again. Any threat to Gabrielle elevated Xena to new heights of heroics. Had revenge not been my 
motivation maybe I could have left the Bard out of it, but I was certain that killing her was the only way she 
could even approach the kind of devastation I lived with constantly. 

The closest to the abject anguish I sought I only ever saw in her eyes when I killed the Bard’s 
husband, Perdicus. As Gabrielle screamed in pain over his dying body I saw it all reflected in Xena’s eyes. 
Her heart was torn in two with pain for her lover’s loss and the pain that the screaming of love lost and a 
broken heart wasn’t for her. By this point in my life I’d killed more people than I could count. I knew the 
difference by feel if my sword pierced muscle or an internal organ. I knew how to strike to kill quickly or only 
sever an artery so one would have to endure bleeding to death. I’d seen prison, torture, fire, destruction and all 
manner of death. I’d been subjected to the unthinkable and committed the unspeakable and for all that had 
been done to me, I had only extracted the smallest amount of revenge. There was still plenty of rage and hate 
to satisfy. 

It was not to be at that time, however. Once again my fixation on Gabrielle was my downfall. 
When I just should have simply killed her, something would not allow me to do it without Xena watching. I 
would never have been able to articulate it at the time but looking back now I can see Gabrielle as the 
redeemer she was. Here was a woman who found love in her heart for a monster certainly worse than I. That 
kind of compassion and conviction has a power all it’s own and even I was not immune to it’s effects. I hated 
her not for who she was personally. As a woman I did not care anything about the Bard from Poteidaia, but 
for the change she made in Xena’s life and the actual ‘living’ Xena was now engaged in, I hated her with a 
passion that rivaled my hatred for Xena. 

Had the fates even an ounce of decency they would have given Gabrielle the strength to shove that 
sword through my throat when she had the chance, but she did not. Even she could not stand up to the 
strength of her convictions and again I was distracted and again I lost. This time I paid with my life. 

Quicksand is not an ideal way to die, but I suppose it’s no worse than burning to death, bleeding to 
death or drowning. The more you struggle the faster you sink until you feel the mud at your mouth, ears and 
nose. You can only hold your breath for so long and when you finally lose that battle sandy wetness rushes in 
your nose and mouth and you choke and drown on dirt. Slowly your brain is starved of oxygen and you die. 

I died once. If only that had been the end of it. 
 
“How bad was it?” Sarah asked as Stevie sat bolt upright in bed. The stunt woman 

was sitting up in bed reading a book and handed her a glass of water. 
“I try hard not to look up,” she whispered absently. “That girl was me.” Without 

thinking she took the offered glass of water and had a sip. 
“If you’re quoting your namesake, this must be serious,” Sarah said trying to achieve 

light tone, concern threading through her voice all the same. 



Stevie shook her head trying to focus on the present. She was in a warm comfortable 
bed with Sarah, the sun was shining outside, and she was holding a glass of cool water. “In 
the nightmare,” she said slowly, “I know who the killer is now. It’s me.” 

Sarah shook her head. “You, a killer. I don’t believe it.” 
“I’m not kidding,” Stevie said emphatically. “My name is Callisto. The nightmares 

have been her history. She looks like me and god, is she tortured.” 
Sarah put her book down and threw an arm around her friend’s shoulders. “The only 

thing that is even making me entertain this idea is that you say she’s tortured. But honestly, 
think about it. You belong to the HRC, PETA, Greenpeace, the Sierra Club and lord knows 
how many more do-gooding organizations I don’t know about. Your problem is you care 
too much about the world to be a killer, not too little.” 

A feeling was beginning to sink into Stevie’s consciousness and it made her more 
uncomfortable than anything she’d considered up to that point. “What if this is past-life 
stuff?’ she asked quietly. 

“You’re sounding like your mother and I know that makes you crazy.” Sarah replied. 
“But lets say for the sake of argument that you are revisiting a past life. Your past is over. 
You said this was ancient Greece. Anyone who you killed would be generations dead 
anyway. There is no reason to punish yourself for something that happened thousands of 
years ago.” Sarah stopped herself and thought a moment. “Okay I realize what I just said 
flies in the face of what religions do to each other every day, but we’re talking about one 
individual person, you. You are not responsible for something you may or may not have 
done back then. Did you learn nothing from watching Dax on Deep Space Nine with me?” 

Stevie finished the water and handed the empty glass back to Sarah. “Is there 
anything you can’t solve with a TV show?” She asked with a grin.  

“You woke up quoting the song Angel. Is there anything you can’t find a Stevie Nicks 
lyric to explain?” Sarah asked in return. 

“Touché,” Stevie said with a light chuckle. “Okay, I’ll let this go. You’re probably 
right. At least I’m off the hook until tonight anyway and damn if I’m not going to make the 
most of that.”  

Sarah laughed warmly. “Truly spoken like someone in a depression: Enjoy each day 
as if it’s your last because you might get lucky.” 

They dressed in sweats and t-shirts suitable for a day at the beach. When the pair 
headed downstairs they found that they were the last to rise. The smells of breakfast 
permeated the spacious kitchen making Sarah’s stomach growl audibly. The two church-
group couples were eating breakfast at the dining table, already decked out in their tourist 
attire. Two men Stevie and Sarah didn’t recognize were sitting at the kitchen island enjoying 
omelets and orange juice. Mel smiled in greeting as the two of them entered the kitchen. 

“Good morning ladies,” he said warmly. “Fix you an omelet? I wield the best spatula 
on the port side of Salem.” 

“Sounds great,” Sarah nodded with a nod to the two men. Both were in their early to 
mid thirties, about the same age as she and Stevie. They were were well groomed, handsome 
and very fit. They sat quite close together and the stuntwoman immediately assumed she had 
a few things in common with them. 

“Jeff York and Phil Sergeant, let me introduce Sarah Moorhead and Stevie 
Montgomery.” Hands were shaken all around as Mel made the introductions. 

“Is this the kid’s table?” Stevie asked as she pulled up a stool next to Sarah. 
“Cool kids only,” Phil replied with a grin. Phil was the smaller of the two, with a 

swimmer’s build, light sandy hair, blue eyes and healthy tan. He had a handsome face with a 



day or two of neatly groomed stubble. His companion Jeff was black, bald and had the 
physique of an experienced body builder. He was equally handsome and wore a stunning 
pair of diamond studs in his ears. Stevie noticed the matching wedding rings and that could 
have easily stepped out of the pages of GQ magazine. 

“We ate with them yesterday,” Jeff explained quickly. “And getting proselytized to 
over breakfast is an unpleasant way to lose one’s appetite.” 

“It’s not that I don’t like holier-than-thou Evangelical Christians,” Phil explained 
seriously, “it’s just that they take too long to roast over an open fire.” 

Sarah and Stevie bust out laughing even as Jeff scolded his partner. “Jesus, Phil,” he 
said, annoyed. “We don’t even know these women, you could be totally offending them.” 

“If it’s any consolation I’m a Methodist and Stevie is an agnostic, but we both have a 
sense of humor.” Sarah explained. 

Phil winked at Stevie, “Agnostic? Isn’t that like an atheist with a ‘plan b’?” 
Stevie grinned. “Pretty much.” She poured a cup of coffee for Sarah and took the 

liberty of adding cream and sugar before passing her the cup, and then she took a second 
cup and fixed herself some tea. 

“You two together?” Jeff asked. 
Sarah shook her head, reaching for the carafe of orange juice and a glass. “Not 

anymore,” she explained. “But I swear, if any of our friends from the other room come in 
here this morning and talk about personal saviors I’m going kiss Stevie so hard their heads 
explode.” 

“Killer.” Phil exclaimed happily, immediately reaching into his pocket and pulling 
out a wad of bills in a money clip. “Here’s twenty bucks to do it.” 

“I’ll match that action,” Jeff agreed and added another twenty from his own pocket 
to the first. 

“Hell yes,” Mel said and added an additional twenty. 
Stevie shook her head in annoyance, rolling her eyes at the neat stack of twenty 

dollar bills on the counter. 
 “So what are you kids up to today?” Mel asked, pouring the beaten eggs into the 

omelet pan. 
Stevie had opened her mouth to answer when Mary and Susan came rushing into the 

kitchen. “See Susan, I told you I heard female voices,” Mary said. “Well, real female voices if 
you know what I mean,” she muttered under her breath. “Would you girls like to eat 
breakfast with us? We’ve met up with Father Bastion who is telling us the real stories behind 
the witch killings.” 

“You mean that they weren’t really witches?” Stevie asked noticing that Susan had 
the decency to look embarrassed at her friend’s persistence. She also noticed a familiar 
smolder in Sarah’s eyes. The two women in Polo shirts were not going to come out of 
breakfast unscathed. Jeff and Phil were concentrating on their plates, desperate to concel 
their grins. 

“Some of these women were of very ill repute,” Mary replied stubbornly. 
“That isn’t any reason to be hanged,” Stevie insisted. “If you ask me, ill repute is for 

the people on the other end of that hanging rope.” 
Sarah didn’t say a word. She leaned over and put a strong hand around the back of 

Stevie’s neck pulling the blonde woman close. Stevie moved willingly, leaning in with her 
eyes open. Brunette and blonde approached one another; mouths and eyes slightly open. As 
their lips touched, eyes closed and they moved sensuously together. 

“Oh Lord.” Mary said, stunned. “I feel faint.” 



Each woman moved back a little, adjusting their position and it was easy to see their 
tongues softly dueling together. They crushed back together again, harder, more passionate 
this time; Sarah’s hand on the back of Stevie’s hand, Stevie’s hands on each side of Sarah’s 
neck and face. 

“Mary, lets leave them alone,” Susan said quietly. “Mary, Mary!” She was trying to 
tug at the older woman’s arm who stood transfixed. “MARY!” Finally the Mary blinked and 
rushed from the room with all the grace of Mrs. Kravitz from a Bewitched episode. 

“Bob,” Mary complained hurrying from the kitchen. “There are queers and lesbian 
witches here. What kind of place is this?!” 

The crisp slam of the backdoor swinging shut broke Sarah and Stevie from their kiss. 
They looked over to see Lizzy standing inside the door. Her eyes moved from Stevie to 
Sarah and finally to those of her cousin. Mel had the decency to look terribly chagrined. 

Lizzy Covington was deeply conflicted. Opening the back door to her cousin’s house 
and seeing two hot women kissing was the last thing she expected. What she expected even 
less was the duality of her response. On the one hand, it was a turn on. While she’d kissed a 
few women in college, she’d never been in a position to watch other women do it. Still, at 
the exact same moment she felt a sense of arousal, she also felt a deep jolt of jealousy. Sarah 
had her hand wrapped roughly around the back of Stevie’s head, her fingers entwined in 
tendrils of soft blonde hair. It didn’t look nearly gentle enough to her estimation. At the 
same time, Stevie had a soft warm hand on each side of Sarah’s face. Those were fingertips 
that had touched the side of her face less than twenty-four hours earlier. She had overheard 
their conversation the previous night when she’d walked upstairs to return the leather jacket, 
the leather jacket she was still wearing, and knew that she might have a better chance of 
experiencing Sarah’s kiss for herself, but that wasn’t what she really wanted. In that moment, 
she was profoundly jealous of Sarah and wanted to be in her place instead. As the door 
slammed shut and they broke apart, Sarah’s face had an aura of self-satisfaction to it where 
Stevie looked a little embarrassed. 

“Did I miss something?” she asked, forcing lightness to her voice that she didn’t 
really feel. 

“Just torturing the born-agains,” Stevie explained deftly picking up the three twenty 
dollar bills on the kitchen island. 

“Hey, that’s mine!” Sarah protested. “Or at least half of it!” 
“I don’t think so,” Stevie disagreed, tucking the three bills into her cleavage. “I did all 

the heavy lifting.” 
“That was twenty bucks well spent.” Mel said, serving each woman a plated omelet. 

“Breakfast cuz?” he asked looking at the shorter of the two blondes. 
Lizzy nodded absently and pulled a stool over to the far side of the kitchen island. 

“Are you sure you’re ex-girlfriends?” Lizzy asked, trying for a playful tone and fearing she 
may have failed miserably. 
 “Positive.” Stevie said flatly which caused the self-satisfied smirk to vanish from the 
stuntwoman’s features. 

“They were just teaching our friends in the dining room a lesson in assumption 
making.” Phil said, pretending to get choked up. “Brings a wee tear to the eye.” 

“I think I was asking what you guys were up to today?” Mel repeated, looking at 
Stevie and Sarah. 

“I believe we’re going to the beach,” Stevie answered, looking hopefully at Lizzy 
who nodded. 



“I’ve got a picnic lunch ready to go.” She affirmed. “I thought I’d take them to 
Crane Beach in Essex,” she added to her cousin. 

“If you’re going out that way why don’t you take them to the Russell Orchards and 
pick up some pumpkins for me.” Mel asked “Can’t have a Halloween without jack ‘o 
lanterns.” 

“Not in this town,” Jeff agreed. 
“I said we were going to Essex, not Ipswich,” Lizzy protested. 
“It’s close enough,” Mel replied, looking down at his cousin sweetly. He fumbled 

with his crutch, “I can’t really make the drive, sweetie.” 
Lizzy sighed, resigned. “I will be so glad when you get that blasted thing off,” she 

muttered. 
“Need any help carving?” Phil asked. 
“That’s a great idea!” Mel exclaimed. “Get enough pumpkins so we can have a 

carving party. Pumpkins for everyone!” 
“You are insane,” Lizzy replied with a light laugh. “Fair enough, more pumpkins 

than you can stand. But I’ve got my big party on Halloween, don’t count on me to carve for 
you.” 

“All you have to do is retrieve the pumpkins and I’ll have it covered from there.” 
Mel replied handing his cousin a few bills from his wallet. 

After finishing breakfast Sarah and Stevie followed Lizzy to her truck. An old green 
Chevy Blazer was parked out front. It showed obvious signs of off-roading but appeared 
well cared for. Lizzy opened the front and rear passenger doors and Stevie took the front 
seat. Sarah rolled her eyes and climbed in the back. When the archaeologist turned the 
ignition key, the stuntwoman whistled appreciatively. 

“Nice sounding engine,” she said. “I’ve done a fair amount of stunt driving in trucks 
like this. Treat ‘em well and they’ll last forever.” 

“That’s true,” Lizzy agreed. She patted the dashboard affectionately. “She’s been to a 
few digs, hasn’t let me down yet.”  

They headed the back way out of town, Lizzy taking a number of small streets to 
avoid the main drag where most of the tourists gathered. “What kind of stunt work do you 
do?” she asked conversationally. 

Sarah shrugged. “Whatever I can get,” she answered. “I really enjoy high falls and 
fights. I do some driving, I’ve been set on fire a couple of times…I try to avoid horse stunts, 
they’re not my favorite.” 

“Our first year dating she broke her pelvis when a horse rolled over on her.” Stevie 
added. “What a baby.” 

“No worse than the time you had pneumonia.” Sarah shot back. Stevie turned 
around and looked at her. “Okay, I was a little worse,” Sarah amended. The stuntwoman 
turned her attention back to their driver. “I can show you some stunts at the beach, if you’re 
interested.” 

Lizzy smiled getting the distinct feeling that someone was trying to impress her. 
“That’d be really nice,” she said. 

The drive to Russell Orchards didn’t take long. Stevie and Sarah marveled at the fall 
colors in the trees and crisp clear weather. Lizzy mentioned that it was unseasonably warm 
and to enjoy it while it lasted.  

In time they drove up the dirt road to the main barn of the orchard. “This place has 
the most amazing apple cider donuts,” Lizzy explained as they headed inside. “You’ve got to 
try them, they’re awesome when they’re hot.” 



While enjoying donuts, the trio toured the orchard grounds. Lizzy pointed out a 
small lake and a corral of horses. Chickens and goats roamed freely, the chickens trying to 
avoid people, the goats trying to shake people down for food. “This place is adorable,” 
Stevie said, as she knelt down to get a better picture of a goat. 

“You’ve got goats in California, right?” Lizzy asked, surprised Stevie was making 
such a to-do at the animal. 

Sarah shrugged. “Back home they all have agents, it’s hard to photograph goats 
without a release form.” 

With the goat successfully photographed, the tree women headed to the pumpkin 
patch just outside the main barn building. Each woman selected a number of pumpkins and 
they got some additional hands to help carry them all to Lizzy’s Blazer. 

“What do people do in Salem if they don’t like Halloween,” Stevie asked as they 
loaded the pumpkins into the truck. 

“They leave town or move.” Lizzy replied with a shrug. “Halloween starts at the 
beginning of September,” she explained. “It’s not a matter of leaving town for the weekend. 
Fortunately pretty much everyone has a good attitude about it or they’re smart enough to 
keep their displeasure to themselves.” 

“Cool town,” Sarah agreed. 
“There was a fuss about the Bewitched statue in town,” the archaeologist explained. 

“This odd alliance formed between the ‘real’ witches and the people who don’t like Salem 
associated with witchcraft. Statue went up anyway; they were no match for the power of 
tourist dollars.” 

“I’ve got to see that statue,” Sarah said, excitedly. “I loved that show!’ 
Stevie laughed. “Few TV shows she doesn’t love, she’s an addict.” 
“We had another episode a few years back,” Lizzy added. “A bunch of people were 

drinking in this bar and this one guy, bombed out of his skull says he’s going to go get his 
gun and shoot the first witch he sees. Sure enough he goes and gets his gun and can’t find 
any witches so he shoots a statue. Only it was the statue of Roger Conant that he shot, who 
is a pilgrim, not a witch at all. The statue has three bullets in it.” 

“Is that the cross-dressing pilgrim guy?” Sarah asked, remembering the statue from 
the night before. 

Lizzy laughed, a sound her companions enjoyed very much. “The very one.” 
The drive to the beach was a pleasant one, the three women chatting comfortably 

together and enjoying the scenic New England countryside. 
 Pulling into the beach parking lot at mid-day they were surprised to find very few 

cars parked there. “Guess we’ve got the beach to ourselves.” Lizzy commented, opening up 
the back of the truck. 

“Let me get that,” Sarah said hurriedly, and picked up the cooler. 
“Butch,” Stevie muttered under her breath as she accepted the blanket Lizzy handed 

her while the archaeologist shouldered a backpack. 
They walked in companionable silence across a wooden bridge that led to the sand. 
“Wow,” both Stevie and Sarah breathed together. 
As beaches went it certainly wasn’t spectacular but that didn’t matter to the 

Californians. It was a beach; a beach to a different coast. The sand was fine and white and 
contrasted vibrantly with the deep azure of the ocean. Large patches of long grasses grew 
stubbornly in hills and banks of the surrounding area. Small sand dunes formed and were 
reformed by the wind. They could see a person or two off in the distance, but for all intents 
and purposes, they had the beach to themselves.  



They walked out a distance onto the sand and found a spot near the water. Lizzy and 
Stevie unfolded the blanket and Sarah set the ice chest down. “Not as glamorous as what I’m 
sure you’re used to?” Lizzy asked conversationally. 

“Are you kidding?” Stevie replied. “We’ve got an entire beach to ourselves. That’s 
amazing.” 

“Yeah,” Sarah agreed. “It’s nice to actually hear the waves and not some ass-hat’s 
radio.” 

“Don’t get me wrong,” Stevie amended. “California has got some of the most 
beautiful coastline anywhere, but where we live, it’s pretty crowded. Malibu, Zuma and Point 
Dume are really nice, but you’ll never have it all to yourself.” 

“The central California coast is gorgeous,” Sarah added, “and more secluded, but it’s 
quite the drive to get there.” 

Lizzy opened the ice chest and offered each of the women a cold Corona. Sarah 
accepted hers gratefully. 

“If you guys don’t mind,” Stevie said. “I’d like to take a quick run first.” She took a 
hair tie from the pocket of her sweat pants and pulled her hair into a ponytail. “Just like 
twenty minutes or so.” 

“Take your time,” Sarah replied with a grin. “You’re on vacation, remember? Run as 
long as you’d like. Lizzy and I will enjoy ourselves and the beer.” The stuntwoman looked at 
her friend, understanding etched in her features. “Seriously, take your time.” 

Stevie took off at jog and headed for the wet sand where the waves met the beach. 
She headed up the deserted beach, her retreating figure growing smaller to the two women 
sitting on the picnic blanket. 

“Are you familiar with the band U2?” Sarah asked Lizzy as they watched Stevie’s 
retreating form. Lizzy nodded. 

“Know the song Running To Stand Still?” Sarah asked. 
“Sure,” Lizzy replied, handing Sarah a slice of lime for her beer. 
Sarah nodded in the direction of her friend. “That’s her.” 
Lizzy watched the woman running down the beach. She noted the soft breeze 

blowing a fine salty mist towards them from the ocean. The air was crisp, the sky a picture 
perfect cyan that harmonized with the deep indigo of the water. There was no denying that 
this was a perfect day. “Why did you guys break up?” She asked softly after taking a sip of 
her beer. “I can tell you still care about her.” 

Sarah studied the archaeologist for a long moment before answering. She spoke 
softly, gently as if she had information it would be vital for Lizzy to know. The archaeologist 
felt included in those words, as if she’d been invited into a special club called Knowing Stevie. 

“Our breakup is important, but almost as important is why we were together in the 
first place. Stevie has this…thing…about her. It’s hard to explain. Like I want to act like a 
better person around her. Or if I can’t really be a better person, I can at least step up my 
acting a few notches,” the stuntwoman chuckled at her own joke.  

“She’s smart, she’s interesting, she’s funny in that way that only the truly miserable 
can master and my god, she’s got the softest lips on the planet.” Sarah continued. “At first it 
was really something, but darkness started creeping in. It frustrated both of us equally. She 
doesn’t understand what’s happening to her, she only knows that she feels it. It’s not easy to 
be in a relationship with someone who is as tortured as she is. It’s really hard to love 
someone and know that it doesn’t really matter. You can’t make much of a dent in their pain 
regardless of how desperately you want to. I guess it was when I realized that were it not for 
her mom or her dogs there was a fifty-fifty chance she’d end up killing herself. Her mom 



and her dogs aren’t going to live forever and I couldn’t stand the thought of not being 
enough to keep her going.” 

Lizzy looked back down the beach. “She hides it well,” she said. 
“I know,” Sarah agreed. “She’s the life of any party; funny, charming, smart, totally 

together. And at the same time she is genuinely sad when she hears about people getting 
killed randomly in accidents, or murdered. Not because she’s sad it happened, per se, but 
because someone who wanted to live lost their life and she who doesn’t care has to wake up 
every morning.” The stuntwoman shrugged sadly. “She told me awhile back that if anything 
random ever happened to her to not be sad, but to be relieved that she didn’t have to 
expend the effort to do it herself.” 

“Is it hard to stay close?” Lizzy asked, aware that a cloud of sadness had settled 
around the stuntwoman. 

“Sometimes.” Sarah agreed. “I still love her – but we’ve moved past the realm of 
romance. I mean, obviously I’m human, I miss the contact, but I manage. We want to stay in 
each other’s life to whatever degree that works out; but more than anything I want her to be 
happy. I want someone to be able to give her whatever it is she needs to wake up and see 
that life is worthwhile.” 

“I think she’s the only one who can do that,” Lizzy replied, quietly. 
Sarah turned her head to look at the archaeologist, a surprised expression on her 

face. “That’s what she says.” 
Lizzy took another sip of beer and took a bag of chips from the cooler. She opened 

the bag and offered some to the stuntwoman. “I don’t mean for this to sound the wrong 
way,” she explained, “and I only just met the two of you, but a person has to have their own 
reasons for living. I can see how responsibilities can keep you from killing yourself, but 
they’ll never make you live. Isn’t it…ah…kind of self absorbed to think that you could be a 
reason for living.” 

“Well not the whole reason,” Sarah grumbled. “And I fully admit to being self-
absorbed, it’s part of my charm. It’s kind of scary, you sound just like her.” 

Lizzy shrugged. “Well, you said she was smart,” she said with a small grin. 
“Not too smart,” Sarah replied with a sly wink. “She did let me get away after all.” 
The archaeologist laughed, the outright flirtatiousness of the dark haired woman was 

endearing. Lizzy pulled a small sketchbook from her backpack absently she started drawing 
as the two of them continued to chat. The two were so engrossed in their conversation that 
they were startled by the sound of Stevie jogging up and sitting on the blanket. She 
immediately noticed the open sketchbook. 

“That’s gorgeous,” she said looking at Lizzy’s drawing. 
“Why thank you,” Sarah replied smugly.  

 “Not you, bone head,” The blonde shot back. “She’s really been able to hide your 
obvious flaws.” 

“What flaws?” Sarah demanded defensively. 
“Well the drawing doesn’t talk for one,” Stevie said with a wink. “Did you go to art 

school?” she asked Lizzy. 
The archaeologist shook her head. “No, Grandma Janice taught me. She used to 

sketch on dig- sites all the time. Grandma Mel said it was because she was always breaking 
her camera and having to improvise. I have notebooks full of sketches, most of them of her 
first dog or Grandma Mel, but there are a few drawings of archaeological interest as well.” 
Lizzy looked down at her drawing. “Sketching Sarah is really easy because she looks just like 
Grandma Melinda, when she was younger of course. It’s strange,” she added, “it feels like 



the most natural thing in the world to draw.” She shook herself from her thoughts. “I’m 
sorry, I should have asked first.” 

“No problem” Sarah said, taking a look at the drawing and nodding in approval. “I 
do believe I promised you some stunts.” She stood and held out her hand for Stevie. “I’ll 
need an assistant of course,” 

“Sarah, I just got finished running, I’m tired.” Stevie complained but stood up 
anyway. 

“It’ll be a good cool down for you,” Sarah countered. “Don’t be a baby and make 
me look good.” The two women stepped a fair distance away from the picnic blanket; far 
enough away that kicked sand wouldn’t get into their open drinks. “Why don’t we do that 
routine with the flip that you helped me work on for the Zorro movie,” she suggested. 

Stevie nodded and took her place. At Sarah’s signal the two women began to fight. 
At least it looked to Lizzy like they were fighting. They’d angled their bodies in such a way 
that missed punches were hidden from Lizzy’s view. Sarah was clearly getting the worst of 
the fight, getting knocked down and backwards, several times spinning dramatically in the air 
before landing in the sand. Stevie flipped her and even turned with a dramatic spinning back 
kick that resulted in Sarah doing a perfect back-flip before landing face first in the sand. 

Lizzy applauded enthusiastically when the fight was over. The pair did their best to 
brush sand from their clothes before sitting down once again and reaching for their drinks. 

 “Do you have any water?” Stevie asked. 
“Of course,” Lizzy replied and pulled a chilled bottle from the cooler. She held up 

the lime and Stevie nodded. In seconds she was handed an open bottle with a slice of lime. 
“Very impressive,” Lizzy observed with a nod to Sarah. “How do you keep from getting 
hurt?” 

“As long as she lands on her head she doesn’t have to worry about hurting anything 
she actually uses.” Stevie said with a grin. 

Lizzy opened the cooler once again and withdrew several containers. One was filled 
with deviled eggs, another had sandwiches and a third had a combination of chocolate chip 
cookies and brownies. 
 “The sandwiches are tuna, roast beef or turkey.” Lizzy explained. “Had we not had 
dinner together last night I would have assumed, of course, that at least one of you would be 
vegan, but I was able to leave the tofu alone, and I thank you for it.” 

“You made all this stuff?” Stevie asked, amazed, noting the slight frown to the 
brunette’s features. 

“I eat all the time, a family thing- so it’s good to know how to cook.” Lizzy explained 
offering each of the women a deviled egg.  

“This is fantastic,” Stevie enthused, reaching for another. 
“Awesome,” Sarah agreed. 
The three women ate lunch, enjoying the continuation of conversations they’d had 

the previous night. Sarah impressed her with stories of celebrities and movie shoots and 
Stevie went into a bit more detail about her work and research. Lizzy was a rapt audience, 
happy to have someone to talk to who was familiar with her own field, and also enjoying the 
stories of a make-believe world very different from the one she knew. 

Lizzy was also surprised at how comforting it was to talk to other women who were 
gay. Where it was just a fact, like their hair or eye color and not a big deal. She thought back 
to her cousins concerns about her spending too much time away on archeolgical digs and 
wondered if there might not be some truth there. She also thought about her conversation 



with Sarah about Stevie and couldn’t help but wonder about what sort of darkness was 
lurking just below her polished surface. 

Sarah had her camera out and as she had the previous night, and took a variety of 
pictures. Some shots were of Stevie and Lizzy, others were of the picnic basket, a deviled 
egg, sand on the picnic blanket. Finally Stevie tapped her on her shoulder and pointed at the 
sand dunes, banks of sea grass, and azure expanse of ocean. 

“Why don’t you take some pictures that will be self explanatory.” She suggested. 
Stevie glanced at Lizzy. “She keeps threatening to write the world’s most random blog. 
Clearly she has too much free time on her hands.” 

“It’s art,” Sarah countered with an overdone huff. “You should understand that.” All 
the same she grabbed a couple of cookies and her camera and headed towards the water, 
snapping pictures as she went. 

Stevie laughed as she watched her friend go, and shouted a few more photographic 
suggestions after her. Still smiling she picked up a chocolate chip cookie, complimenting 
Lizzy once again on her cooking. “So what did you guys talk about when I was off running?” 
Stevie asked, taking another sip of water. 

Lizzy glanced at her and smiled. “You mostly,” she said. 
Stevie rolled her eyes. “I’m not surprised.” She watched as Sarah crouched down to 

get a better angle of a crashing wave. “She worries a lot.” 
“I got the impression that there is stuff to worry about.” Lizzy said quietly. 

“Although I agree that the worrying doesn’t necessarily do any good.” 
Stevie smiled at her, appreciating her frankness and honestly. 

 Lizzy considered that this conversation could go one of two ways. It could get heavy, 
or she could try and keep it light. The woman was on vacation after all. “I didn’t have the 
heart to tell her she was wrong,” Lizzy said conversationally. 
 “Wrong about what” Stevie asked, wiping a cookie crumb from the corner of her 
mouth. 
 “Sarah told me quite pointedly that you have the softest lips on the planet,” the 
archeologist said with a shrug. “Unfortunately that’s impossible since I’ve been told that on 
at least three separate occasions.” Lizzy kept her tone light and friendly, and pretended to be 
focused on brushing some sand from the picnic blanket. 
 Stevie’s eyes widened in surprise, “Oh really,” she said, a slight smile and hint of 
challenge curving her lips. 
 Lizzy nodded, looking at her once more. “Most recently by Emily Hampton,” she 
added with just a hint of defiance. Lizzy didn’t feel the need to add that this happened in 
college a number of years ago. In fact Lizzy had been quite skilled in college at persuading a 
number of attractive women to kiss her, it was trying to move things past that point that had 
proved insurmountably difficult. 
 “And I suppose you’re going to tell me that Emily Hampton wouldn’t just say 
something like that to flirt with you?” Stevie asked with mock seriousness. 
 “Emily? Oh god no,” Lizzy affirmed. “She was a very serious girl, never lied, not 
prone to exaggeration.” Lizzy watched Stevie intently, wondering what the blonde woman 
would do. 
 Stevie looked out at the ocean and down the beach where Sarah was following a 
flock of seagulls to get a picture. She turned back to Lizzy and studied her eyes for a 
moment before letting her gaze drop to her lips where it stayed for several long seconds. 
 Lizzy enjoyed the soft brown eyes looking deeply into her own. They were 
unguarded, open, and a little vulnerable perhaps but assured. The archaeologist discovered 



that she really liked the contrast between the Egyptologist’s platinum blonde hair and much 
darker eyebrows. She found it surprisingly sexy. With the slightest of movements, Stevie’s 
eyes drifted down and Lizzy could tell she was looking at her lips, studying them. She knew 
it wasn’t the sun, but felt her skin heating up under the watchful gaze of those soft brown 
eyes. 
 “I don’t believe you,” Stevie finally said quietly. “Prove it.” 

Lizzy smiled, images of the scene she’d walked in on at breakfast playing in her head. 
“Only if you’re sure you won’t be sad to have your ‘soft lip’ title taken away.” She said with 
feigned seriousness, unable to resist staring at the promising full lips only inches away from 
her. 

“I promise.” Stevie whispered, leaning in slightly. 
Lizzy met her the rest of the way and with only the minutest amount of hesitation 

softly pressed her lips against Stevie’s. She was immediately surprised by how incredibly soft 
and warm they were. It hadn’t been a joke that she had been told time and again that her lips 
were unusually soft, but here indeed she’d met her match. From the point of contact she felt 
warmth spreading through her, through her lips, cheeks; flushing her face and sending a 
charge through her body. It felt very much like someone striking a match near the fuse to a 
very large powder keg. 

Lizzy may have expected the kiss to remain soft, tender, not chaste certainly but not 
raging passion either and she wasn’t wrong. Stevie kept her touch light, moving her lips 
gently against Lizzy’s, but not forcing deeper intimacy. She did bring a gentle hand to the 
side of the archaeologist’s face and at the touch once again of soft, warm fingertips on her 
skin, Lizzy very much wanted more. Lizzy parted her lips slightly in invitation and was 
rewarded with the sensation of a soft warm tongue lightly sliding across her bottom lip. 
After that, Stevie slowly pulled away and the kiss ended. 

The archaeologist was happy she wasn’t audibly panting but her heart was beating to 
such a tempo you’d think she’d just run a marathon. She looked into Stevie’s eyes and was 
gratified by the arousal she saw there. She was disappointed however, to see it overcome by 
a haunted sadness several seconds later.  

Stevie Montgomery felt dizzy. Over the years she’d certainly kissed a fair number of 
women. Some made her body thrum with passion, some had set off fireworks, some could 
only be described as ‘sweet’, and this was unlike any of them. Her most recent comparison 
would be Sarah. Kissing Sarah was often like cresting the first hill on a mega rollercoaster. 
The thing that began the remaining twists and surges that left clothes strewn all over the 
house and the participants sated and exhausted. Sex with Sarah was often a full contact sport 
not for the timid or out of shape. This was not like that. It was tender, gentle, yet at the same 
time Stevie could picture the engines to the space shuttle igniting launching the vehicle into 
the unknown. That scared her, more than a little. 

She didn’t want to break the kiss. In fact more than anything she wanted to deepen 
the contact, see where it would lead her, feel that shuttle launch into weightlessness. But 
with crushing awareness she was brought back to who she was and felt it profoundly unfair 
to unleash that on an innocent, unsuspecting, and impossibly sweet archaeologist. 

“You win,” Stevie breathed as she pulled away. 
“I dunno ,” Lizzy murmured, still a little dazed. “I think you get to keep your 

crown.” 
 The two were quiet for long moments after. Not an awkward silence mind you, but a 
comfortable silence where they were each sorting their own feelings and deciding where to 
go next. 



 “That was nice,” Lizzy finally said breaking the silence. 
 Stevie looked over at her and smiled. “Yeah, it was.” 
 Before anything else could be said, Sarah bounded back on to the picnic blanket and 
showed the other two the thirty-seven pictures she’d just taken. 
 The sun shifted in the sky allowing a chill in the October air as the trio packed up the 
picnic basket and blanket. They headed back to the Chevy Blazer and Sarah quickly called 
“shotgun” as they neared the truck. 
 Stevie shook her head in dismay but climbed into the back seat. As they drove back 
to Salem they discussed plans for the evening and next day. 
 “We wanted to do the Psychic Fair tonight, right?” Sarah asked turning to Stevie. 
 “That sounds good to me. I know we’re doing a séance at your cousin’s the day after 
tomorrow, but I thought we might try one of the séances in town tonight. Get something to 
compare it to.” Stevie suggested. 
 “Comparing the good, the bad and the ugly?” Lizzy asked with a laugh. “There are 
plenty of new-age book stores in town and every one of them will have a séance. 
 “Want to join us for dinner again?” Sarah asked, looking at Lizzy hopefully. From 
her position in the back seat Stevie could see bright green eyes meet her own in the rearview 
mirror before answering. “I’d love to,” she said her gaze never wavering. “But only if you 
two agree to come over to my place tomorrow night for dinner. If you’re interested in a 
home-cooked meal.” 
 “Absolutely,” Stevie answered, keeping the eye contact. 
 “Yeah,” Sarah agreed, “We’re heading into Boston tomorrow, if you’d like to come 
with.” 
 “I don’t want to monopolize your vacation…” Lizzy replied. 
 “Don’t worry about it,” Sarah protested. “We’re all having a great time, right?” She 
looked behind her to Stevie for confirmation. 
 “You’d be welcome,” Stevie assured the archaeologist. 
 “It’s a date then.” Lizzy agreed. 
 The drive back to Mel’s place took less than an hour. They did stop by Farnams 
Clam Shack on the way home to pick up some clam chowder and lobster bisque for Mel. 
The low-key restaurant was perched on the bank of a marsh, an expanse of grassy wetlands 
expanding as far as the eye could sea. A number of sea birds milled about enjoying the 
beginning of sunset and the insects that came with it. Sarah had a field day with her camera. 
 “Does seven sound good for dinner?” Stevie asked Lizzy as Sarah stealthily snuck up 
on a seagull sitting on a small table outside the restaurant. 
 “That sounds great,” Lizzy agreed. “I can get some shopping done for dinner 
tomorrow night.” 
 “And I could use a shower, it wouldn’t kill us to get cleaned up.” Stevie agreed. 
 Sarah grumbled as they got back into the car, “Why do I think there is a dress in my 
future?”  
 “Shotgun,” Stevie said with a wink. 
 
 “Wow, you look hot,” Mel said when Lizzy arrived at a quarter to seven. She’d 
showered and had dressed in black slacks with a soft green sweater. As before, she’d worn 
Stevie’s leather jacket so as not to forget to return it. Secretly she just loved the fact that it 
smelled of the blonde’s perfume, but she figured the return angle would work if anyone 
asked. She’d also used a bit of makeup, remembering what Stevie had applied the previous 



evening. She wanted to leave her options open should it need to be touched up later. “So 
how are things going with your new friends?” He asked looking pointedly at her. 
 “Things are fine. They’re really nice women,” she said. 
 “Obviously,” Mel replied, his eyes dancing with mischief. “You don’t dress up for 
just anyone.” 
 Lizzy rolled her eyes, “spare me, Mel. I’m not that dressed up.” 
 He smirked, running a hand through his sandy blonde hair. “Whatever you say cuz.” 
Both cousins were distracted by the sound of footsteps heading down the stairs. “Wow.” 
Mel whispered. Sarah was wearing black slacks with stylish boots and a crisp white shirt. The 
shirt tails were out, giving her appearance a classy yet ‘dressed down’ sort of look. The inside 
of the collar and reverse of the sleeves was black with white polka dots. She wore a simple 
jade necklace around her neck and a tailored leather jacket. Stevie was dressed in a short 
black sleeveless dress with black spiked heels. She wore a delicate silver necklace around her 
neck that left a small crescent moon dangling just above her cleavage. She wore long sliver 
earrings that shimmered slightly through the long tresses of blonde hair that framed her face.  
She carried a small clutch purse and a black shawl. Her makeup was perfect and Lizzy found 
that her mouth had gone suddenly dry. It was clear to her who her cousin was talking about 
when he said “wow.” 
 “Are you going to be able to walk in those?” Mel asked looking at Stevie’s shoes. 
 Sarah chuckled, not minding that the stares in the room were not directed at her. 
“She can run marathons in those,” she said dryly. 
 “Are you going to be warm enough?” Mel asked, the deep concern threading his 
voice only serving to annoy his cousin for having not thought to ask previously. 
 “Oh Christ,” Sarah muttered in amusement at Mel’s concern and headed over to the 
‘fridge to help herself to a diet coke. 
 Stevie shrugged, “I grew up wearing shawls,” she explained. “Mom made me replicas 
of all of Stevie Nicks’ shawls… the Stand Back shawl with gold polka dots, the white one for 
Edge of Seventeen, black Sisters of the Moon shawl, the Gold Dust Woman shawl. I got mocked 
senseless; even in an elementary school with an classmates named Andromeda, two 
Mercedes and a Porsche. But I’ve always liked them and find them warm enough. My body 
temperature runs a little hot anyway.” 

“You can say that again,” Mel muttered softly.  
“Are we ready to go?” Lizzy asked with a pointed glare at her cousin. 
“You kids have fun,” Mel said wistfully as Lizzy ushered the three out the door. 
Lizzy suggested they have dinner in an Irish Pub down the street. They passed a 

liquor store on the corner that nearly had Sarah doubled over with laughter. 
“The Bunghole Liquor, how fucking perfect is that!” Sarah exclaimed “I’ve got to 

take a picture for Jeff and Phil.” 
Stevie rolled her eyes but took a picture of Sarah proudly standing below the neon 

sign. “I swear, sometimes you’re fifteen.” She said handing the camera back. 
“Which one of us insisted on riding Scream at Magic Mountain seven times in a row?” 

Sarah countered. 
Stevie chuckled. “I never said I wasn’t fifteen. I just said that you were.” 
“I take it roller coasters are that much fun?” Lizzy asked. 
Their progress down the sidewalk was halted as Stevie and Sarah came to a dead 

stop. Both women looked down at Lizzy with profound sadness etched in their features. 
“You’ve never been on a roller coaster?” Stevie asked gently. Lizzy shook her head. 



“Have…have you ever been to Disneyland?” Sarah asked, the concern in her voice 
matching that of Stevie’s. 

“No,” Lizzy answered. The archaeologist was a little surprised that the too looked 
more horrified at this admission than they had the previous night when she’d admitted that 
she hadn’t ever had a girlfriend. 

“That does it,” Sarah said. “We’re taking her home with us. You’ve got the vacation 
time, we’ll take her around and show her some sights.” 

Lizzy laughed. “Guys, it’s not like I feel like I’m missing out on anything, honest.” 
“What kind of stuff did you do for fun growing up.” Sarah asked, dubiously. 
“Grandma Janice taught me how to use dynamite,” she explained. “and to shoot 

guns, use a whip that sort of thing. I’ve gone on safari a couple of times to Africa and have 
traveled around Europe, mostly for research. I spend part of the year in Greece and do a fair 
amount of sailing when I’m there. Oh and I spent a year at Oxford when I was in college.” 

Sarah’s look of disbelief morphed to one of profound sadness; like finding out her 
gourmet sandwich was really a happy meal. “Are we as lame as I think we are?” she asked 
Stevie quietly. “I don’t know how to use dynamite.” 

“Yes honey, we are.” Stevie agreed, patting her comfortingly on the shoulder. 
The pub was crowded, as were all restaurants in Salem three days before Halloween. 

Lizzy nodded to the bartender who waved hello. He in turn motioned to the host who sat 
the three women without much of a wait. 

“It pays to be a local I see,” Stevie commented as the trio was led to a table. 
“It helps that these guys play poker and go sailing with Mel,” Lizzy replied. 
The menu wasn’t fancy and they were perhaps a bit overdressed for the pub, but no 

one would have noticed. The revelers were out in force again, more people dressing up in 
costume than had the previous night. A party was getting started that would last the next 
seventy-two hours. 

“Why do you like roller coasters so much?” Lizzy asked Stevie as they dug into 
sandwiches and fries. 

“They’re a huge amount of fun,” Sarah explained, signaling for another beer. 
“Sarah is right,” Stevie said, “but beyond the simplistic fun of it, think about a really 

loud rock concert or…the sound of something getting blown up with dynamite.” Lizzy 
nodded in understanding. “for that moment your brain can’t process anything but that 
sound; be it the thrum of the bass guitar making your sternum vibrate, or vibrations in the 
air from an explosion. A roller coaster is the same thing. Things are being done to your 
body, your sense of equilibrium, your own awareness of gravity and for those moments you 
can do absolutely nothing but process that information.” 

“It’s a momentary vacation from inside your own head?” Lizzy asked pointedly 
looking at Stevie. Soft brown eyes looked at her and she smiled. 

“Yeah,” Stevie said. 
“Tell her about X,” Sarah demanded. “If you don’t, I will.” 
The blonde began to blush and turned to the stuntwoman, annoyed. “She doesn’t 

need to hear about X.” she said flatly. 
“No, I really think I do need to hear about X,” Lizzy disagreed, her interest piqued. 
Stevie sighed. “X is unusual even for a mega-coaster. Fighter pilots have ridden it 

and say the sensations it evokes are very similar to flying F-15s and that sort of thing. Your 
seat spins three hundred and sixty degrees so watching the track gives you no idea of where 
you’re going. It has raven turns, corkscrews, boomerangs, loops, a two hundred foot plus 
drop face down…” she shrugged, “the first time I rode it I had an orgasm.” 



Sarah chuckled. 
“Sadly the coaster hasn’t done that for me since, now it feels more like an endurance 

test because you know what to expect, but that first time was really something,” 
“I think I need to look into this roller-coaster thing,” Lizzy said appreciatively. 
After dinner the trio made their way down the main drag of town. Sarah and Stevie 

stopped to shop from the various stores and cart-vendors. Stevie picked up several trinkets 
for her mother and a t-shirt that said ‘got magic?’ in a perfect rip-off of the milk add. At the 
end of the block they found The Goddess’ Eye Bookshop & New Age Center. Stevie said it was 
perfect and led the way inside. 

“Stevie has a weakness for New Age cheesiness,” Sarah explained to Lizzy as they 
entered. “I blame her mother of course, although Momma Stevie takes this sort of thing 
scary seriously.” 

Stevie walked up to the counter and chatted with the women behind it for a few 
moments. She made a purchase and several women came up to talk to her excitedly. In 
moments she’d rejoined the other two with three tickets to the evenings séance. 

“How did you do that?” Sarah asked, impressed. “The sign on the door says that the 
séance tonight is sold out.” 

“It helps if you speak their language.” Stevie explained. “You can thank mother. We 
discussed chakras, I expressed concern over where the planets are now with respect to my 
rising sign and I bought something with a credit card so they’d ask to see my driver’s license. 
They sold me three tickets because they can’t not have me at the séance and I couldn’t leave 
my friends out of it.” 
 Sarah grinned “The old driver’s license trick, very nice.” 

Lizzy looked confused and Sarah took Stevie’s clutch purse and fished out the 
driver’s license and handed it to the archaeologist. The full name read: Stevie Nicks 
Montgomery. 

Lizzy looked at Stevie who was smiling warmly at her. “Wow, your mom is a hard 
core fan.” 

They had a few minutes to continue browsing the shop before the trio made their 
way downstairs from the bookstore to a large room. The walls were white, with small papier-
mâché ghosts hanging from the acoustic ceiling tiles. There was a circle of white plastic 
folding chairs and all of the séance participants took their seats. It was hard not to be 
disipointed. The room was too bright and it looked more fitting for an AA meeting in a 
recreation center than it did for a seance. Stevie, Sarah and Lizzy exchanged dubious looks 
and then the Medium walked in. It was only Stevie’s restraining hand on Sarah’s knee that 
kept the stuntwoman from getting up and leaving. 

To say the Medium was dressed oddly was an understatement. She had frizzy red 
hair and a face that reminded Stevie of a much road worn Janice Joplin. She wore black 
tights, a grey sweatshirt and a long vinyl coat that had some sort of scaly pattern imprinted 
on it. She spoke with an accent which drifted from region to region sometimes sounding 
Russian other times sounding more Jersey. “I see many things,” she said as she turned in her 
place in the center of the circle of chairs. “I can promise each of you a message, but I can’t 
guarantee who you will speak with. The spirits come to you and tell you what you need to 
know not what you want to know.” The eighteen people in the circle looked at each other 
uncertainly. “If the spirit is on your left it is your father’s side, if the spirit is on your right, it 
is your mother’s side.” 



She began to spin in the circle of chairs. Stevie was horrified by the inelegance of it 
all. She’d obviously been to enough Stevie Nicks shows to know expert twirling when she 
saw it and this most defiantly wasn’t it. 

“I see a man on your right,” the Medium said to a young girl with red hair and 
freckles. She looked to be in her early twenties. Her fresh face and bright eyes looked out of 
place in the Goth outfit that she wore. “He honors you. I think this is a grandfather.” 

The girl smiled, her eyes immediately misting over. 
The Medium turned around again this time stopping at a man sitting next to Sarah. 

“A woman on your left honors you and says she is very proud of you. She may be a mother 
figure.” 

Sarah rolled her eyes unimpressed and Stevie crossed her legs. Two women nearby 
roughly poked the men they were with for staring. Next the Medium turned to Lizzy and the 
archaeologist didn’t look a bit surprised. “Your grandmother’s are with you of course,” she 
said.  

“They always are,” Lizzy agreed, “But they usually stay at home.” 
Stevie got the distinct impression that the Medium and Lizzy knew each other and 

that they weren’t the best of friends. 
“They follow you everywhere, but they can only move things in your home.” The 

Medium disagreed. 
“Do they have a message?” Lizzy asked, sounding very much like she was trying to 

be polite. 
“I’ll bet they honor you.” Sarah muttered under her breath. Stevie desperately tried 

not to chuckle. The Medium glanced at Stevie, an annoyed expression on her face. 
“Janice is telling you to beware of the blonde, that she’s dangerous. Melinda is telling 

Janice to let you live your own life and to stop trying to protect you.” All humor now gone 
from Stevie and Sarah’s faces, the Medium looked smug and satisfied. 

Next she turned her attention to Sarah, “You have a spirit on your right, a warrior 
woman who is trying to tell Lizzy’s grandmother Janice that it’s time to let go of old hatred 
and help this other spirit find peace.” 

Watching the Medium’s eyes dart back and forth between Lizzy and Sarah, Stevie got 
the distinct impression that a spiritual argument was taking place with long dead ghosts 
fighting about old scores that no longer needed to be settled. Finally the Medium’s attention 
was focused solely on Stevie and for long moments she waited quietly. “Is there a message?” 
she finally asked. 

“You are haunted by great evil and she says if you kill yourself you’ll only have to 
come back and do this all again, so you’re better off to just stick it out,” the Medium said, 
backing away from Stevie. 

“That was pretty specific,” Stevie observed, feeling annoyed that her emotional 
turmoil was just exposed in front of fifteen strangers. 

“Callisto…” the medium whispered. “Her name is Callisto and she is saying a 
number of very unkind things to me right now. I’m afraid I am going to have to ask the 
three of you to leave. I can’t hear anyone else’s messages with these three spirits arguing.” 

Stevie blinked, shocked and more angry than she expected. It was as if she could fee 
a white hot weapon just below the surface of her cconsiousness and all she had to do was 
pick it up. If she did she could throttle this woman and make her pay for embarassing her in 
a room full of strangers. In seconds though she could fee the coolness of self control seep 
in, damping down the fury. “Very well,” she said curtly as she stood up. “We are sorry to 



have troubled you.” Forcing a polite smile to her face, she added “Happy Halloween 
everyone.” 

As the three headed up the stairs they could hear the Medium talking to the other 
participants. “A male spirit is on your right and he honors you. A kind man, a grandfather 
perhaps.” She was saying to a bald man in his forties. “The spirit of child is on your left 
honoring you,” she said to another. 

“I can’t believe Stevie Nicks Montgomery got kicked out of a séance,” Sarah 
grumbled as they made their way back to the main drag. “What is your mother going to 
say?” 

“We’re not going to tell her,” Stevie said pointedly. “Why was it that we were the 
only ones with messages that didn’t have that ‘honoring’ bullshit in it?” 

“Blame me,” Lizzy replied. “I confess, my house is haunted and pretty much 
everyone in Salem knows it. That was Ruby McTavish, she’s been wanting to write a book 
about my grandmothers and do research in the house and I won’t let her. I’m not her 
favorite person, needless to say. I think the other stuff she said was wild guesses, but I know 
she’s done research on my grandmothers and their research.” 

“That’s how she knew Callisto’s name?” Stevie asked. “Callisto is connected with 
your grandmother’s research?” 

Lizzy nodded. “Of course. Callisto was Xena’s arch nemesis. Xena sacked her village 
and Callisto was one of the few survivors, she spent her life trying to get even. I believe she 
was involved with the death of Xena’s son and eventually with Xena and Gabrielle’s death.” 

Sarah looked from Lizzy to Stevie with a stunned expression on her face. “Callisto is 
the woman you’ve been dreaming about,” she said turning her attention to Lizzy. “And you 
know who she is?” 

“You’ve been dreaming about Callisto?” Lizzy asked, the concern in her voice 
genuine. 

Stevie shivered, she felt cold; impossibly cold. “I think I need to sit down,” she 
whispered heading to a nearby bench. She sat and in moments she felt a warm coat around 
her shoulders. Lizzy had taken off her leather jacket and put it around her. It was warm from 
the archaeologist’s body and Stevie found that comforting. “I’ve been worried that these 
dreams are past life stuff,” she explained. “Now I guess they really are.” 

“If your past life is that of Callisto,” Lizzy said gently, “then I understand why you’ve 
been so rattled. That is not an easy history to be saddled with I’m sure.” 

“But you didn’t do anything.” Sarah protested. 
Lizzy looked up at the brunette and saw frustration mixed with concern in those 

crystal blue eyes. “My grandmother, Melinda had dreams about being Xena, the Warrior 
Princess.” She explained. “Grandmother Melinda was probably the sweetest, most gentle 
Southern woman you could ever meet, and yet she had these dreams about having a very 
violent childhood and growing up and being this frightful warlord. She also dreamt about the 
redemption that Xena found with Gabrielle and that gave her a deeper understanding of the 
connection she found with my other grandmother Janice. Grandma Janice on the other hand 
had dreams about being Gabrielle, the bard from Poteidaia. This annoyed Janice to no end 
and saw her as an insignificant footnote in the annals of history for some time. She finally 
got over it and realized the strength of character it took for Gabrielle to have the redeeming 
effect that she did have on Xena’s life.” Lizzy sat next to Stevie on the bench and put a 
comforting arm around her waist. “Lets say for a moment that you are reliving Callisto’s life. 
It could mean that you are finally ready to put that burden down and move on, find your 



own redemption. If that’s so, you do need to stick with it and just accept what you were and 
know it isn’t who you are.” 

Stevie shook her head sadly. “She is an evil person, she’s done horrendous things.” 
Lizzy squeezed tighter. “Xena forgave herself and she’s the one who made Callisto. 

You can do the same.” 
“Can we consider, maybe, that this is all just random coincidences and that Stevie is 

just suffereing from not drinking enough alcohol before bed time?” Sarah asked with equal 
parts seriousness and playfulness. 

Lizzy grinned up at the stuntwoman, happy for the joke. “If you want to know for 
sure, lets go to the Psychic Fair at the Hawthorne hotel. I know someone there who may be 
able to help.” 

As the trio walked down the sidewalk to the other end of town and the stately 
Hawthorn Hotel Stevie desperately tried to sort through a number of feelings. She was 
startled, certainly that the name and experiences she had seen belonged to a real woman, a 
woman that perhaps she was once. She was also surprised, and yet not really surprised that 
the women on either side of her could have also had pasts that intersected with her own. 
Sarah walked on her right and was holding her clutch purse and bag of souvenirs they’d 
bought. Without saying a word she’d taken Stevie’s right hand in hers. On her left Lizzy had 
done the same thing; she carried Stevie’s black shawl and held her left hand. While the 
gestures were simple she felt comfort and warmth and at the moment that was more than 
enough. 

As they walked she also considered that if all the reincarnation stories were true than 
she was indeed with Xena and Gabrielle two figures in history that belonged together. Like 
King Edward and Wallace Simpson or more contemporarily, John and Yoko. If this were 
the case, than why were each of them holding her hands and not off together enjoying yet 
another reunion? Xena and Gabrielle ended up together; Callisto did not end up with Xena 
and certainly not with Gabrielle. Stevie looked out the corner of her eye at the petite woman 
walking next to her. Lizzy Covington’s short blonde hair shifted as she walked, blown a bit 
by the breeze and by her confident gait. As she moved Stevie could see the profile of vibrant 
green eyes with long delicate lashes. Her complexion was soft with only the barest hint of 
freckles from her work out in the sun. Clearly she’d taken the precautions necessary to 
protect her skin. Her hand was warm and gripped her own possessively. Absently Stevie 
wondered if Lizzy was aware of that. Were it up to Stevie, Callisto would certainly end up 
with Gabrielle, not Xena. 

The Hawthorne Hotel was a large stoic looking building and Lizzy led the way 
inside. There were a variety of parties going on and large posters in the entry way directed 
guests to the various ballrooms. The Witches Only Party (No Dorothy’s Allowed) was in the 
grand ballroom and a number of women wearing black lace were headed in that direction. 

“Your mother so has to come here,” Sarah said as she watched them pass. “She’s got 
the clothes for it.” 

A poster advertising the Psychic Fair directed guests to the basement and the three 
headed down the main staircase. It opened onto a large room with a variety of small tables. 
There were fifteen tables set up, each with it’s own psychic. There was a main check in table 
with a list of the various psychics and their specialties. Most were tarot card readers; some 
did that in conjunction with palm reading, astrology or numerology. One women read 
crystals and divined past lives, another read tea leaves in addition to past life divination. One 
adjusted auras and another specialized in couples counseling. The sessions were fifteen 



minutes each for twenty-five dollars all payment made to the main table and then guests 
were escorted to the psychic of their choosing. 

“This feels a lot better than the bookstore,” Stevie commented as soon as they 
entered. It wasn’t just the dark wood panaled walls and the candle lit tables. There was a 
genunie warmth to this room that the sterile book store basement couldn’t match. 

Lizzy nodded. “Yeah, this is where a lot of the out of town psychics work. They tend 
to be pretty good, I think much better caliber than the ones who end up in the bookstores.” 

“Lizzy!” A woman called getting up from a table in the back and rushing over to the 
archaeologist. “How fantastic to see you!” 

The woman rushing over had curly blonde hair and the body of an aerobics 
instructor, aside from the fact that she was clearly pregnant. She hugged Lizzy warmly and 
stepped back to get a good look at her. “I like the short hair,” she said. “You’re still the 
spitting image of your grandmother though.” 

Lizzy nodded. “She’s still getting used to it, although she hid my hairbrush for 
several days after I first got it cut. She’s stopped that, thankfully.” Sarah looked at Stevie 
suspiciously. “These are my friends,” Lizzy added. “Stevie and Sarah this is Epphie 
Starshine.” 

“I was raised on an Amazon commune,” Epphie explained when Sarah’s mouth 
dropped open. 

“Don’t feel bad,” Stevie replied. “I’m Stevie Nicks Montgomery.” Epphie beamed, 
warmly shaking her hand. 

“Soladarity sister,” she said. 
“I’m really sorry, but I’ve got a totally normal name,” Sarah muttered. 
Epphie chuckled and after warmly shaking hands with Sarah as well, turned her 

attention back to Lizzy. “Why don’t you guys come back to the table and we’ll get started.” 
She crossed her name off of the white board and told the ticket-taker that she was taking her 
lunch hour.  

“How do you know why we’re here?” Sarah asked, following the others to the table. 
Epphie shrugged. “You’re at a psychic fair and I’m…well…psychic.” 
“We’ve got some past life questions.” Lizzy explained as the three took their seats 

around the small table. “We just had a run in with Ruby…” 
“Say no more,” Epphie said with a grin. “Is she still wearing pleather?” she asked. “I 

swear that girl hasn’t changed since high school.” Epphie nodded taking out the classic Rider 
Waite tarot deck. “I really like the Housewives Tarot or Halloween Tarot,” she explained 
shuffling the cards. “But this is what people expect. So how is your cousin?” she asked. 

“He’s good,” Lizzy replied. “Still single I might add.” 
Epphie chuckled. “I kind of have baggage now, hon,” she said with a glance 

downward. 
“I wasn’t going to say anything,” Lizzy said a little awkwardly. “I didn’t know if you 

guys had broken up or not.” 
“We’ll talk about that later,” Epphie said asking Sarah to cut the deck. She lowered 

her head for a moment and was quiet. She touched Sarah’s hand briefly and dealt some 
cards. 

“Classic Xena,” she said after dealing the first couple of cards. “Your sense of humor 
is improving over the lifetimes I see,” she added. “I see a lot of redemption here. You’ve had 
your redemption, some time ago and now you see yourself in the redemption business.” 

Sarah shook her head. “Actually I’m in the movie business.” Stevie kicked her under 
the table. 



“You’ve spent a number of lifetimes being the rescuer. The man who runs into the 
burning building to save the little girl, the woman who won’t leave her husband on the 
Titanic and dies with him. In the civil war you did a lot of work on the Underground 
Railroad. You have much to be proud of.” 

Sarah was quiet for a moment. “So this life is like a vacation?” she asked. “I’ve hardly 
done anything heroic.” 

Epphie glanced at Stevie. “You’ve tried, you just haven’t succeeded. I wouldn’t say 
this life is a vacation, every life is as important as the next. You’re just working on a different 
set of challenges. It’s hard to want something and know it isn’t for you, it’s even harder to 
do that twice.” She studied the cards for a few more moments. “I see plenty in your future 
that tells me your challenges are not over. There is plenty in this life to keep you busy, but if 
you really feel it’s a vacation, just think of it as a rest for the challenges ahead. Enjoy it while 
you can.” 

She picked up the cards and passed them to Lizzy who was sitting in the middle. She 
cut them and Epphie repeated the procedure of being quiet a moment and briefly toughing 
the archaeologist’s hand. 

She shrugged as she dealt the cards. “This is a challenge because I already know you 
so well. A lot of this isn’t going to be new to you.” She stopped a moment and looked just 
past Lizzy’s shoulders. “Hello grandmothers” she said. “So glad you could join us.” 

Sarah looked behind Lizzy. “Are you serious?” 
Epphie chuckled. “Do you believe in ghosts?” she asked. 
“Actually, no?” Sarah replied uncertainly. 
She dealt the cards and was quiet for a few moments. “Your lifetime as Gabrielle is 

well documented,” she began. “As is Sarah’s life as Xena. I’m afraid you have some facts 
wrong though,” Epphie glanced behind Lizzy once more. “As much as I loved your 
grandmothers we both know neither was perfect. I think some of their story needs 
correcting.” 

As she spoke a small delicate hourglass that Epphie used to time her fifteen-minute 
sessions tipped over. 

“That’s enough ladies,” Lizzy said sternly. 
Sarah picked up the timer, examining it to see if it was a trick. Not finding evidence 

of one she put it back down on itls side. 
“For you this lifetime is about finding your own way as Gabrielle’s heir,” Epphie 

continued, unfazed. “You will make choices that are right for you and step away from a path 
that others might feel you’re more suited to. I see redemption in your cards Lizzy,” Epphie 
added. “You’re a redemptive force once again, but not as your grandmothers may expect.” 

“At some point will they finally move on?” Lizzy asked adding quickly “Not that I 
mind their presence, mind you. I just want them to be happy.” 

Epphie shrugged. “Melinda has been ready to move on now, she says she knows 
now you’ll be alright. Janice thinks you’re in danger and refuses to budge until she’s certain 
you’re okay.” She shook her head. “We know she was always the stubborn one.” Epphie was 
quiet another moment; “They are both very proud of you.” 

“I can’t believe I’m sitting next to a haunted person,” Sarah muttered in awe. “This is 
really cool.” 

Once more Epphie picked up the cards and shuffled them. She had Stevie cut the 
deck and reached out to touch her hand. After the briefest contact she let go, as if she’d 
been burned. Stevie looked at her, a sad resignation etched on her features. 

“Callisto, yes I know,” Stevie said. “A very evil, murderous, psychotic killer.” 



“That isn’t it,” Epphie countered. “Some say that our soul chooses where it will go, 
we decide which life we will have. We might not know the details, but we have a sense of the 
challenges that will befall us. In you I see lifetime after lifetime of lives cut short. I see a 
victim of Jack The Ripper, a Native American woman who died protecting her baby from 
settlers. I see the victim in a concentration camp, a dead prostitute on the side of the road, a 
falsely convicted killer put down in the electric chair, a child hit and run by a drunk driver.” 
She shook her head as if trying to manage the gristly images. “Lifetime after lifetime of pain 
and anguish. Plague, cancer, smallpox, tuberculosis, heroin I even see you dying as an 
ancient Egyptian getting eaten by a crocodile on the bank of the Nile river while you were 
doing your laundry.” 
 “That last one is kind of cool…in a black comedy sort of way,” Sarah muttered. 

“What about suicide?” Stevie asked quietly. 
Epphie nodded “You name it, you’ve done it.” She shrugged, “mostly guns, you’ve 

hanged yourself once, fire plays a big part, you’ve orchestrated a number of impressive 
explosions. Twice you’ve drowned yourself and at least once you’ve frozen to death.” She 
paused. “That was an accident though, you were lost and it snowed.” 

Epphie looked at Stevie, her face very serious. “You have chosen the lives time and 
again that most souls don’t want. You have endured the most horrific of deaths over and 
over and over. Young, old, man, woman, child you have died a number of ways as all of 
them. If there is any message coming through these cards to me is that it is time to stop. 
You’ve paid your debt. The hardest thing you will ever do is put down that rock and walk 
away from it, but this is the lifetime for you to do that.” 

Stevie shook her head. “I am fairly certain that there is no way to pay this debt.” 
Suddenly the small hourglass shook and shattered, small bits of glass flying out to the 

edge of the table and fine sand spilling onto the rich black table cloth. 
Epphie put her hand on Stevie’s once more “I think someone is trying to tell you 

that debt is paid. That someone wants very much for you to listen to her.” 
 
The three women walked back to Mel’s guesthouse in silence; each consumed with 

their own thoughts about the evening. Stevie walked in the middle again, each woman 
holding one of her hands. She was grateful for the contact and knew she’d been shaking a 
little. Scared to death of what she’d dream that night, she did look forward to the next day 
knowing that both Sarah and Lizzy would be with her. 

Lizzy let them inside once again. The house was not as dark as before, they could 
hear Jeff and Phil in the sitting room watching TV with Mel. All three women were grateful 
that the people from the church group were nowhere to be seen. 

In the Witches Grotto once more Sarah dropped their stuff on the dresser and poured 
Stevie a glass of water. 

Stevie took off her leather jacket and handed it to Lizzy. “Wear it home,” she 
insisted. “It’s cold out, don’t argue.” 

Lizzy took the jacket and put it on without protest. She said her goodbyes to the 
other two and was surprised and grateful that in addition to a hug, Sarah softly kissed her 
cheek. Stevie went one better and gently kissed the archaeologists lips, ignoring the arched 
eyebrow raised by the stuntwoman. 

Sarah knew better than to ask, and when Lizzy had gone both women silently 
dressed for bed and crawled in between the sheets. 
 
 



Chapter Four 
 

“There was another g ir l ,  she was much l ike you,   
She l ived in the past  and had trouble  with the future .  

Wel l ,  she walked with her head he ld high and her hands down at the s ides .  
I t  was everything I had not  wanted,  there  were reasons to be crazy.” 

Real  Tears – Stev ie  Nicks 
 

 Some people say that each of us makes our own hell, or Tartarus if you will, on Earth. We are 
prisoners of our deeds and victims of our inaction. To this I would argue, spend a little time in Tartarus and 
you will indeed see that Hell On Earth is nothing like the real thing. I had been naive of course, thinking 
that a life being raped daily, being forced to serve as a slave to my attackers, killing my child and living with 
the memory of my mother and sister dying in an inferno couldn’t possibly get any worse. That is the definition 
of Tartarus of course; it is what’s worse. 
 My focus naturally shifted temporarily from making Xena pay for her crimes to getting the hell out 
of the place. I used every ounce of my wit and cunning, first to enlist the help of Ares in securing my freedom 
by trapping Xena in my stead. He wanted a warrior and I let him believe that was what he was getting. I 
had no designs on being Ares’ perfect warrior to unite his army and rule the world. Such desires could not be 
further from my mind. Xena had been very thorough in creating a focused adversary. Her destruction was all 
I craved and I would do anything, including seducing the god of war himself, to see that end. 
 The plan was simple, escape Tartarus and assume Xena’s body and her identity. Ares wanted me to 
hole up somewhere until Xena was trapped for good, but I knew better. Xena is not someone you run and 
hide from. You take your best shot and let the arrows fall where they may. Only by action did I stand even 
the slightest chance at revenge. Hiding would get me nowhere; it certainly had never helped me up to this point. 

This was my first real opportunity to spend time with Xena’s lover, Gabrielle. To say she was 
insufferable was an understatement. It’s easy for people to think love is the strongest power on Earth until 
they’ve actually lost something. Take something away, like her precious Perdicus and suddenly the world is 
not so simple. It took next to no effort to ignite the fire in her eyes when I had her practice offensive strikes 
with her staff. One mention of Perdicus and she cracked one of my ribs; so much for the power of love and 
forgiveness. It would really have been something to see her destroy Xena in my body while I wore Xena’s but 
it was not to be. I was undone by my desire for totality when it came to Xena’s punishment. Had I settled for 
killing just Argo, or Gabrielle or her mother I would have been successful but that would not have been 
enough. Not nearly enough. 

I may have thought Xena could have done all she could do to me at that point. I was dead, I lived in 
Tartarus, what else could she take? What else could she do? Bringing forth the memory of my mother for one. 
Conjuring the spirit of the woman she killed to tell me I was the one at fault here. Xena put aside her guilt at 
creating me in a matter of months, the pain and suffering I’d endured for decades and now I’m the evil one for 
seeking justice. I suppose there was no reason to be surprised; Xena had a gift, with Gabrielle’s help, of 
casting away responsibility. 

I had my next opportunity for revenge with the help of a different god, Hera. She wanted a simple 
favor from me that I was only too happy to accommodate. I destroy Hercules’ family and learn the location to 
the tree of life. That was my ticket from the underworld. Hercules’ was another of Xena’s sexual conquests 
who claimed to have had some sort of profound effect on ‘ol blue eyes to lead her to the path of goodness. In all 
honestly I think his profound effect was to lead her into the arms of a certain strawberry blonde and ditch men 
for good. 

My time spent in Hercules’ company was of little import. We battled; I got my apple and 
immortality but ended up trapped in the ruins of a temple with only my thoughts and rats for company. 
While not as excruciating as the real Tartarus, being trapped in one’s head with only one’s own dark 



thoughts is indeed hell. As luck would have it, Xena needed me. I don’t know how long I was trapped, but 
in time she did come and in exchange for a favor was willing to let me out. 

I’m not naive, not anymore at least, and I knew that Xena had no indentions of letting me go and 
walking away. Still, she needed me to battle Velaska and that Amazon had something I wanted; 
Ambrosia. The only thing better than being immortal was being a god, and after all I’d been through, if that 
is what it would take to finally see some justice in this world, then that is exactly what I was going to do. 

I like to think that I understand rage, revenge and all consuming hatred. There is an art to it, an 
elegance, a craft. Velaska didn’t understand any of this. She was focused on Gabrielle and only sought to 
blow the blonde to bits. While I understand obsession as well as the next goddess, her unwillingness to listen 
to me to take two god’s forsaken moments and hear how we could both see our ends met, was the ultimate 
undoing of both of us. 

There were a couple of highlights of that time for me. Xena stood in the town square and admitted 
her crimes against Cirra. 

“My name is Xena,” she began in her usual stoic monotone. “Some call me the Warrior Princess, 
some call me murderer. Many years ago there was a village called Cirra. It was just like yours; small and 
prosperous, full of life. Until the day that my army came; until the day I came and destroyed it. Under my 
orders my men sacked the village, burned the houses and killed every living thing. Everything was destroyed, 
including the soul of one young, innocent girl who will never be able to reclaim her childhood and will never 
know what the Fates had planned for her if not for me.” 

It was about what I expected, still as she spoke I saw it all again; the fire, my mother, my sister. 
The smell of burning hair and flesh and the screaming, nothing but screaming all around me, haunting me 
just as vividly all these years later. When she finished she made it clear to me that the whole confession was a 
means to an end, a way to secure my help, nothing more. It didn’t matter; maybe people would remember, 
maybe they wouldn’t but the words were out there and words cannot be taken away. 

Not long thereafter I had the opportunity to sit across a campfire from Gabrielle and see that 
redemptive gaze for myself. 

“Can I ask you something?” Gabrielle asked looking at me quite seriously. 
I was cleaning my sword and not terribly interested in anything she had to say, but you never knew. 

“Alright,” I said focused on my sword. “We both know how much I love chit chat.” 
“When we were at the village and Xena was talking about Cirra, did you feel anything?” 
“My goodness, are you trying to figure me out?” I replied, “I’m flattered.” 
“Answer me,” she pressed. “Or are you afraid?” 
That struck a nerve. Not because of any fear I may have had, which I didn’t. Clearly everything in 

my life, every gods-forsaken facet was more challenging than this conversation with Xena’s child-lover. “Lets 
play a game, shall we?” I asked, having already decided what kind of payment I’d extract for her taunt. “I’ll 
answer your question if you answer mine?” 

“Alright,” she replied looking intently at me. 
“What did I feel when Xena confessed her crimes,” I repeated the question to make sure I’d gotten it 

right. The bard nodded. “Well the problem is Gabrielle, I never feel anything. I mean, bits and pieces here 
and there but nothing solid. Think back to when you were a little girl and all you knew was your mother and 
your sister and all your faith revolved around them.” She looked at me intently, really putting herself there. 
“Now kill them.” The look of pain of her face was evident. She had a sister who she loved, she had a family, 
and she could imagine that kind of pain. Little did she know that was just the beginning of my personal hell. 
“My turn,” She looked up ready for my question. “When I sliced open your husband how long did it take 
him to die?”  

I knew I’d pierced his stomach, liver and possibly a kidney and while very fatal, it often does take a 
few minutes to bleed to death. She was horrified, no doubt seeing once again his warm sticky blood on her 
hands as the color drained from his face. The horror on her face was absolute and I suspected that never again 



would I be subjected to prying questions from this particular bard. I’d endured enough blood too, often my 
own as I had wished for nothing more than life to seep from me and have stillness and quiet. Death can be a 
gift if you let it, but Gabrielle didn’t seem to understand that. At least not then. 

Xena wasn’t stupid, but what she was doing with this woman was clearly beyond my realm of 
understanding. I’d seen enough of their trysts to assume endurance was part of it. Xena’s interest in Gabrielle 
made more sense to me than Gabrielle’s interest in Xena. On the one hand, I was sure that the bard thought 
she knew what sort of creature her lover created. Yet on the other, she really didn’t seem to understand what 
that meant. I was forged, not in the heat of battle as Xena liked to say she was. No, I was forged over a very 
long span of time in a series of battles; battles for my sanity, my soul, and my life as each new day ripped 
more dignity and more hope from me. Xena started crafting me when I was seven years old and I was still 
honing my edge. But once again I’d been undone and endured nearly a decade trapped once again. 

Xena and Gabrielle kept busy while I was trapped in lava with Velaska; how fitting for Xena to 
trap me in a fiery tomb; it was almost poetic. The two traveled to Britannia and Gabrielle had a baby. Now 
we had something in common. Well, not exactly perhaps, my child had been entirely human- hers was half 
demon spawn half bard; hardly human at all. Never the less, her brat freed me from the lava so I owed her 
one. It was fine, my aim and Hope’s desires were not in conflict. I wanted Xena, she wanted destruction to 
rain down on the whole world; same thing, really. 

I did as Hope asked and in exchange I was rewarded by a small taste of what I had been hoping 
for. Hope killed Solan, Xena’s son, while I was busy distracting the warrior and her bard. I heard the 
warrior’s cry of anguish from where I was at the cave. For a moment, the briefest moment my heart sang. 
Here was the sound of the agony and despair I’d lived with for years. Here was the sound of anguish, loss and 
nothing at all left but the pain. Pain and emptiness. In a heartbeat though, it faded. 

I did not get the opportunity to begin my life anew. I did not feel a sense of closure, of justice. I heard 
another mother screaming over her dead child. Nothing changed within me at all. Or rather something did 
change, everything I’d fought for, everything I’d trained for, the very reasons I’d forgone my sanity and stayed 
alive seemed pointless. Xena paid, minimally to be sure, but it did nothing for me. I was still me; and now I 
was angry. The children seemed like the most logical target for my rage. There are worse things than death, 
I’d lived most of them. God or not I still feel pain. Arrows still hurt, being crushed under tons of rock still 
hurts. Every interaction I’ve had with the Warrior Princess left me more wounded and aching. Still, I had to 
believe that my day of reckoning would come. This could not have all been pointless. I decided to see it through 
to the end. What other choice did I have? 

 
“This has got to stop,” Stevie said to the emptiness of a dimly lit cave. There was movement under a 

pile of rubble and Callisto emerged, brushing dust from her armor. 
“So end it,” she said. 
“How?” Stevie asked. She stared at the warrior. They saw nearly eye-to-eye, being the same height, 

the same being. Stevie was dressed in her tight black dress from the night before and high heels so she stood a 
little taller. 

Callisto shrugged, walking in a slow circle around her twin. “Wish I knew.” 
“I shouldn’t have to feel guilty for the things you have done.” Stevie insisted, turning to face the 

warrior. 
“So don’t.” Callisto sat down on a large rock and looked Stevie up and down. “I shouldn’t have 

had to do them. Do you have any idea how much it hurts to have bad things happen to you and have it not 
matter?” she demanded. “How many times am I supposed to get hurt and just deal with it? Just get over it, 
just move past it. Guess what, sometimes me just dealing with it is messy.” 

Stevie sighed, she didn’t entirely disagree with the psychotic warrior and that sort of scared her. “The 
line is drawn when your dealing with it kills other people. Do what ever you want to yourself, but you don’t 
have the right to turn that rage to anyone else.” 



Stevie looked down at the warrior and felt an odd mix of feelings. She felt sorry for her, angry for 
her, angry at her and sorry for herself. “Things would be better had you just died in that fire.” 

Callisto shrugged. “Wish I had.” she cocked her head. “Xena wouldn’t have died on the cross then, 
I’m sure she and the brat would have escaped. You wouldn’t even exist.” 

Walking around the dimly lit cave, Stevie considered the warrior’s words. “I don’t think I’d mind 
that.” Stevie replied. 

“Your new friends wouldn’t exist either, would you mind that?” Callisto asked watching Stevie 
intently. 

“How do you figure?” Stevie replied, surprised at the statement and equally surprised she was 
having this conversation with her nightmare. 

“Redeemers can’t function without someone to redeem. Without Xena’s darkness you would not 
have Gabrielle’s light. Without my darkness the bond between them would not have been as strong. Perdicus 
would not have died, well he probably would have gotten himself killed at some point but it wouldn’t have 
been by my sword, in cold blood. Gabrielle wouldn’t have had to confront her darkness.” The warrior 
shrugged. “They wouldn’t have been crucified, everything would be different.” Callisto took out her dagger and 
began to polish it with a soft cloth. “How are modern day Xena and Gabrielle?” she asked absently. 

“You don’t know?” Stevie wondered aloud. 
Callisto shook her head. “I only exist here, in this moment. I exist in all of my moments, but can’t 

see very far past them. In another place I exist as a ten year old, still getting raped daily. In another place I 
relive the moment of killing my baby, in another I’m repeatedly shot through with arrows. Part of the fun of 
Tartarus is the ability to relive moments, the worst moments, repeatedly.” 

“When does it stop?” Stevie asked, horrified, yet not horrified given what she’d already seen the 
woman endure. 

“When you make it stop.” Callisto replied, without malice. 
“But I don’t know how!” She demanded, getting angry. “I don’t want to see you like this, in spite of 

what you’ve done. Give me some specifics as to how to really help you and I’ll do it.” 
Callisto shrugged. “Doesn’t work that way. You have to find your own way out for you and for 

me.” Callisto put her dagger back in its sheath. “Seriously, where have Xena and Gabrielle’s souls moved to? 
I could use the distraction.” 

Stevie looked at the warrior suspiciously. She’d seen enough of Callisto’s behavior to immediately 
suspect some sort of trap. The warrior read her expression as easily as if she were reading her own, which she 
was, and frowned. 

“This isn’t a trap. I can’t exist outside of here. I’m in your dream. You are me now. If you want to 
kill Xena and Gabrielle that’s your business; for me it’s old hat, dear.” 

Stevie took a deep breath. “Xena is Sarah now, she’s a stuntwoman. She does pretend fighting.” 
Callisto shrugged. “She’s probably good at it. And the brat?” 
“Gabrielle is an archaeologist named Elizabeth. According to her, she’s haunted by the spirits of 

another Xena and Gabrielle incarnation” 
“Interesting,” Callisto murmured. “If you’re about to redeem yourself then that could either help you 

or hurt you.” Callisto’s eyes roamed over Stevie. “And what are you? What have I become all these lifetimes 
later?” 

Stevie shrugged. “Just a profoundly depressed woman. At the moment I work in a museum, I’m an 
Egyptologist. I restore antiquities. I have a very eccentric mother and two beautiful dogs.” 

Callisto rolled her eyes “All these lifetimes later and I’m still stuck in the past. Antiquities. That is 
a very fancy way of saying someone else’s junk.” 

“Maybe so,” Stevie allowed. “But all lifetimes have value, even yours. They say that cultures who 
don’t remember their history are condemned to repeat it.” Stevie looked downcast. “I suspect they repeat it 
anyway.” 



“Or just don’t stop paying for it.” The warrior observed. 
“How the hell am I supposed to redeem myself?” Stevie demanded, frustrated. “I want you out of 

here, I want me out of here. What is the answer to this life?” 
“It isn’t supposed to be easy,” Callisto explained. “I don’t have the answer you’re looking for. 

Neitheer have any of the others. This is your fourty-second life after me. None of us have figured it out yet, 
but maybe you will this time.” She shrugged and looked at Stevie sadly. “If you don’t you’ll probably go mad 
and end up killing yourself like so many of the others.” 

 
Stevie’s eyes flew open but she kept her body still. Sarah slept soundly on her side 

facing the window. She didn’t want to wake the slumbering woman so she eased herself out 
of the bed. She found a piece of paper in her purse and jotted down a quick note to Sarah 
that she’d gone for an early run and not to worry. She looked at her watch; it was 5:30, 
which certainly qualified as early. 

She dressed in sweats and made her way downstairs carrying her shoes. She paused 
in Mel’s kitchen to put them on and take a look at the map of Salem printed in the Haunted 
Happenings newsletter. Mel had marked his guesthouse with a red “X” and it was easy to see 
several different loops she could take around town. She could easily run from one end of 
town to the other and back in an hour but decided she wanted to take the route back to the 
Witch Trials Memorial. She’d felt a sense of comfort in that small park and that was exactly 
what she wanted to feel again. 

She started running slowly at first letting her body adjust to the cold. She wasn’t sure 
if it was just the hour of the day or if in fact the weather had taken a sizable drop in 
temperature. She could see her breath billowing out in front of her as she jogged down the 
street. She took the long way through town, letting her body heat up and pulse increase. She 
slowed down as she neared the memorial. It was quiet in only the way a memorial built 
adjacent to a cemetery could be. Stevie felt nearly alone. For company she had her thoughts 
and the memories of night after night of disturbing dreams. All of the bodies, all of the 
death; she felt surrounded by darkness, and now it was up to her to find a way into the light. 
She thought of George Harrison’s song Beware of Darkness. 

 
“Watch out now, take care.  

Beware of the thoughts that linger.  
Winding up inside your head  

The hopelessness around you in the dead of night.  
 

Beware of sadness  
it can hit you  

it can hurt you  
Make you sore and what is more  

That is not what you are here for.” 
 

The words so perfectly fit her mood that she didn’t think even her mother would 
mind that they weren’t written by her namesake. A small breeze came up pushing fallen 
orange leaves against the ground that almost sounded like a wave. She looked around the 
memorial. Each bench had been inscribed with the name, death date and method of each 
presumed ‘witch’. On the sidewalk in front of the park were stone slabs with the final words 
uttered by the victims before they were murdered. The stones overlapped, cutting off the last 
words as their executioners had cut off the victim’s actual last words. It was hard to decide 



which was worse; being killer or victim, the line between the two had grown impossibly 
muddy for her. 

She strolled around the benches noting the names and dates. On several there were 
flowers and other gifts. One had a card propped up on it, the envelope reading “To Great-
Great Grandma”. Another had a small pumpkin and several carnations. She turned and 
looked out to the cemetery next to the memorial, noting a number of small pumpkins and 
flowers beside many of the graves. In this place Halloween was a time for honoring lives 
past and spirits who may still roam the earth.  

Stevie felt her eyes well with tears. She couldn’t remember when she didn’t hurt and 
she found the daily grind of carrying around that kind of pain wearing. Feeling so much that 
she never asked for felt profoundly unfair and while she didn’t really expect life to be fair she 
was annoyed that it wasn’t all the same. Still, in this place it felt petty indeed to worry about 
her sense of guilt over a debt that could never be repaid. She had her life, one she didn’t 
really want and was surrounded by monuments to men and women who had tragically lost 
theirs. Lives that they had desperately wanted to keep. 

The sound of approaching footfalls brought Stevie out of her reverie. A blonde 
woman was walking down the street with straight shoulder length hair and bangs. She 
slowed as she approached Stevie, concern etched in her features. 

“Are you okay?” she asked. 
“Yeah,” Stevie said with a nod. “Just feeling a little…haunted. Hard to be in a place 

like this and not feel surrounded by spirits.” Unbidden images of the multitude of people 
killed at Callisto’s hands or on her orders came to mind. “I guess I’ve got a lot of people 
haunting me,” she added absently. 

The petite woman briefly looked past Stevie and reached into her purse and 
withdrew a handkerchief, handing it over. “I only see one,” she said. Stevie looked at her and 
the woman shrugged. “I’m here visiting some friends who are in town working the Psychic 
Fair,” she explained. “Some free advice from a medium? You’re not as haunted as you think 
you are. A blonde warrior is telling you to go jogging to Pickering Warf. You won’t get any 
answers there but you’ll feel a lot better.” 

“A psychotic warrior is telling me to go jogging?” Stevie asked dubiously. 
The other woman cracked a smile. “Obviously I’m not making this up or I would 

have said something that sounded a lot more convincing.” She touched Stevie’s arm warmly 
and added, “Stick with it, follow your gut and you’ll be okay,” then she closed her purse and 
continued up the street. 

Stevie watched her go and blotted her eyes with the handkerchief. Glancing down 
she saw the initials “AD” embroidered on the linen. She stared back up the sidewalk but the 
woman had already turned a corner. Still wondering, Stevie set off at a jog, this time heading 
to Pickering Warf. 

It only took a few minutes to cross Essex Street and head past the House of the 
Seven Gables before hitting the ocean and heading to Pickering Warf. Minutes more and 
Stevie stood on the pier overlooking the ocean, a small lighthouse off in the distance, 
watching seagulls enjoying their morning fish. 

“Stevie?” A familiar voice said quietly. 
Stevie spun around, still catching her breath and saw Lizzy Covington sitting on a 

bench, her sketchbook open with some colored pencils scattered in her afghan covered lap. 
“Hey,” Stevie replied walking over and joining the archaeologist on the bench. 



“Bad dream?” Lizzy asked. The Egyptologist nodded. “I had some strange dreams 
myself. I finally got up and came out here to sketch. Helps me clear my mind sometimes. 
Coffee?” 

She handed the cup from her thermos to Stevie who took a grateful sip. “An odd 
woman came up to me while I was at the witch memorial and told me that Callisto was 
saying I needed to jog over here, that I wouldn’t get answers but I’d feel better.” 

Lizzy nodded, a small smile creasing her face. “This time of year the town is crawling 
with psychics. Do you feel any better?” 

Stevie smiled warmly taking in green eyes gazing at her. “Yeah, actually I do.” 
“Well, that’s what counts then, doesn’t it?” Lizzy replied with a grin. She picked up 

one of her pencils and began to sketch Stevie as she spoke. “The weather is changing,” she 
said conversationally. “Some people are betting we may get an early snow. This is pretty 
bizarre following the warm weather yesterday.” She drew with loose fluid strokes, not so 
much drawing lines and shapes as sketching in areas of shadows, midtones and leaving the 
paper for highlights. As she worked a face slowly began to emerge. It was this emerging 
visage that had the archaeologist captivated. There was a strength and sadness to the face; 
endlessly strong and weary at the same time. Intelligence shown through the features as well 
as a sense of humor forged from being at the butt end of life’s jokes once too often. There 
was something about Stevie that had Lizzy enthralled and it frustrated the archaeologist a 
little that she couldn’t figure out exactly what that something was. She was beautiful to be 
sure, but so was her friend, Sarah. She didn’t feel drawn to Sarah like a comet pulled from 
orbit by the sun, but she very much felt caught in Stevie’s gravitational pull. “You know 
what they say,” Lizzy continued, afraid that the silence would reveal too much of what she 
was feeling on her own features, “if you don’t like the weather in New England, wait five 
minutes.” 

Stevie chuckled. “In California they say if you don’t like the weather—wait, everyone 
loves our weather!”  

Lizzy laughed at the joke, finished her sketch and turning the book over, showed the 
drawing to Stevie. “Very nice,” the Egyptologist murmured. She took the book and the 
pencil from Lizzy, her fingers quite cold as they brushed against the archaeologists. She 
opened the sketchbook to a new page and looking intently at Lizzy, began to draw. 

“You draw too?” Lizzy asked, impressed. 
“Not that much,” Stevie replied. “Unless it’s for work. But I did go to art school and 

that was part of it.” She sketched for maybe a minute or two and handed the book back to 
Lizzy. The archaeologist looked down and was surprised by what she saw. 

The drawing was certainly looser in technique and tone than hers had been. The 
planes of her face were merely indicated, rather than fully rendered. Only a few whips of hair 
were loosely sketched in indicating the short blonde hair that framed her face. Most of the 
emphasis was on her eyes and mouth with a contoured-line giving hint of her nose that 
connected the two. The thing that surprised her most was how much emotion was conveyed 
in those loosely drawn lines. There was desire on Lizzy’s face, she could see it reflected back 
in the drawing and knew that Stevie could see it too. Still that awareness didn’t seem to 
bother the other woman in the least, and to Lizzy that was a very positive sign. 

“You want some breakfast?” Lizzy asked. 
“Sure,” Stevie replied. “But I should probably go get Sarah, she’ll be waking up 

soon.” 



“I’ll head over to Mel’s with you,” Lizzy said. “We can make breakfast for everyone 
and give my cousin a break. I’m annoyed as hell he picked now to break his leg, but he does 
have trouble getting around.” 

“That sounds great.” Stevie replied with a smile. As Lizzy packed up her stuff, Stevie 
picked up the afghan and folded it neatly. Lizzy put her sketchbook and pencils and thermos 
into her backpack. As they walked down the street to the guesthouse they chatted 
comfortably. As she had the previous night, Lizzy took hold of Stevie’s hand feeling the chill 
from the other woman’s fingers dissipate in her warm palm. The Egyptologist glanced over 
and smiled, a faint blush rising at her cheeks that had the archaeologist grinning all the way 
to Mel’s. 

“What smells so good?” Sarah asked as she descended the stairs. 
“Bacon,” Stevie replied passing the woman a fresh cup of coffee, already doctored to 

her liking. “Lizzy is making waffles with bacon and eggs.” 
“Awesome,” the stuntwoman replied enjoying a sip of coffee. “How was your run?” 
“Good,” Stevie answered taking note that Sarah had already showered and dressed in 

jeans and a black sweater for their day. “I’m going to go get cleaned up so we can leave after 
breakfast.” 

Sarah watched her head up the stairs and was about to turn her attention to Lizzy 
when Mel hobbled into the kitchen. 

“I thought I smelled something magnificent,” He said, hugging his cousin warmly 
and kissing the top of her head. 

“Stevie ran into me at the pier when she was out jogging and I decided to come over 
so you could owe me one.” Lizzy replied, pouring some of the waffle batter into the hot 
waffle iron. 

“Jogging in this weather?” Mel asked. “It’s getting cold out there; it may snow 
today.” 

“Is that going to make our trip to Boston suck?” Sarah asked, feeling new pangs of 
hunger as Lizzy cracked an egg into a frying pan. 

The archaeologist shook her head. “What’s a little snow?” she said. “How do you 
want your eggs?” 

“Do I smell bacon and fresh coffee?” A new voice asked heading into the kitchen. 
Jeff and Phil were dressed in jeans and matching Polo shirts. Sarah laughed inwardly at the 
small chickens embroidered over the left breast. ‘Pollo’ she thought to herself, doubting that 
the Christians would get the joke. 

Before long the two couples from the church group descended the stairs and 
commented on the delicious smells of breakfast as well. 

By the time Stevie came back down the stairs she was surprised by the scene that had 
developed. Susan Evans was chatting with Sarah and her husband Dave was talking to Jeff 
and Phil. The Hendersons didn’t seem thrilled about the arrangement but were talking to 
Mel about sights they shouldn’t miss. They watched Stevie approach and looked over at 
Sarah nervously. Stevie smiled inwardly at the unusual pleasure she felt at walking into a 
room and making this pair immediately uncomfortable. There was something blissful about 
that kind of power. 

Lizzy had managed to fix breakfast for herself when she’d fed everyone else and 
when Stevie approached, immediately put down her knife and fork and poured more batter 
into the waffle iron. Stevie smiled her thanks and pulled up a stool next to Sarah. At this 
action, the color drained a little from Mary Henderson’s face. 



“Susan was just asking about what museums to check out,” Sarah explained after 
pouring Stevie a glass of orange juice. “I figured you’d have some good suggestions.” 

Stevie looked over at Lizzy. “Wouldn’t you say the Peabody-Essex Museum would 
be a good place to start?” she asked. “We’re planning to check it out ourselves at some 
point.” 

Lizzy nodded emphatically. “Absolutely. That’s where I do my research. It’s a 
fantastic museum. I’d absolutely check out the Yin Yu Tang house. It was taken apart in 
China brought over here and reassembled brick by brick. Really interesting tour.” 

“If you want to take a trip to Boston, you can’t miss the Museum of Fine Art,” 
Stevie added. 

Sarah’s head snapped up. “We’re going to a museum today?” she asked suspiciously. 
“It wouldn’t kill you,” Stevie replied sweetly with a smile. “Besides you know I 

promised Sylvia the curator I’d stop by and say ‘hi’ and I need to chat with some of their 
restorations people. Oh, and I’ve got to stop at Harvard too, I promised the dean.” 

The stuntwoman shook her head. “Vacation, does that word mean anything to you?” 
Jeff chuckled under his breath. “I’m glad Phil and I aren’t the only one’s who sound 

like an old married couple.” 
Stevie and Phil cleaned up the dishes from breakfast while Mel jotted down names 

and addresses of the various museums as well as pointing them out on the various tourist 
maps. Susan and Dave seemed to be growing quite comfortable, if not fond of Phil and Jeff 
and Mel seemed to be endearing himself to the other church going pair. 

Stevie stole a casual glance at the archaeologist’s cousin. She had to admit, where she 
straight, he would have been an ideal man. Handsome, smart, well built, very kind and 
patient he had the air of a man who didn’t sweat the small stuff and realized that most 
everything was indeed small stuff. He was very playful with his cousin, frequently teasing her 
when he wasn’t giving her a hug or kissing the top of her head. Stevie could only wonder at 
the closeness of a family that could forge this kind of connection.  

“You going to head back here for dinner?” Mel asked Lizzy as Stevie and Sarah 
packed up their things for the day. 

The blonde archaeologist shook her head. She looked at her cousin a little shyly. 
“No, I’m having Sarah and Stevie over for dinner at my place.” 

Mel’s brow furrowed in genuine concern. “Ah…Lizzy, you’re welcome to cook 
dinner here. You know what happens at your place.” 

“Something happens at your place?” Sarah asked curiously as she put on her warm 
coat. “What happens at your place?” 

“Do they know?” Mel asked, quietly. 
“That my house is haunted?” Lizzy replied, “Yes, I’ve mentioned it.” 
Mel looked over at Stevie and Sarah, who had just shouldered her small daypack. 

“But you don’t believe her, do you?” He asked, seriously. 
The other guests got very quiet, listening intently to the exchange; the Hendersons 

seemed especially interested. 
“I’ve never been in a ‘haunted’ house before,” Stevie explained honestly. “I don’t 

know exactly what that means. I mean, I’d suspect every house that’s haunted would 
manifest somewhat differently, depending on the personalities of the spirits, right?” she 
shrugged. “Besides, you’ve said that it’s your grandmother’s haunting you. To be honest, 
meeting Janice Covington and Melinda Pappas would be nothing short of an honor for me.” 

Lizzy smiled, happy that her new friends didn’t seem afraid. 



“How exactly do they haunt the house?” Sarah asked not sounding quite a confident 
as Lizzy. 

“They knock stuff over, make it cold; they can be a nuisance.” Lizzy explained. “Well 
at least I’m pretty sure it’s grandma Janice being a nuisance. She was the firecracker when 
she was alive, I don’t see why she’d change dead.” 

“They’re fine with family, but don’t really like Lizzy entertaining female company,” 
Mel added. 

“You have grandmother-ghost chaperones?” Sarah asked with the utmost sympathy. 
“Man, if my grandmother’s spirit lived at my house…” 

“No need to elaborate, Sarah.” Stevie interjected quickly with a wary glance at the 
Hendersons. 

“There isn’t any such thing as ghosts,” Mary Henderson said defiantly. “There is 
heaven, hell and purgatory.” 

“Can’t purgatory mean being stuck on earth as a spirit?” Stevie asked. 
“Oh, I never thought of that,” Mary said, looking a little frightened. 
“I don’t think my grandmothers are hanging around because they have to,” Lizzy 

interjected. “I think it’s because they want to.” 
“I always thought purgatory was the Van Nuys Department of Motor Vehicles,” 

Sarah deadpanned and had Lizzy chuckling in spite of herself. 
The trio decided to leave before a full-blown debate on religious doctrine erupted 

once more. Mel was not happy to see them go as Jeff and Phil defended a more liberal 
biblical interpretation than Bob and Mary ascribed to. The last thing the three heard as they 
left the kitchen was Mary demanding to know where Mel stood on the issue. 

“He’s going to regret opening a guest house,” Lizzy said with a chuckle as the three 
walked down the sidewalk. 

“I don’t think he bargained for this part,” Stevie observed. “Everyone seems very 
fond of him though.” 

“I’d toss the lot of ‘em on the sidewalk,” Sarah commented. 
“Yeah, but that’s confirming everything they hate about us, isn’t it?” Stevie replied. 

“I actually think it’s a wonderful idea to have people like them sharing a house with people 
like us.” 

“So they can see that gay people are as nutty as anyone else?” Lizzy asked teasingly. 
“With better fashion sense, yes.” Sarah confirmed. 
The three walked for maybe twenty minutes and found themselves outside of a tiny 

two-story house. To Stevie’s eyes it almost looked like a full sized doll’s house painted bright 
yellow with white trim and a purple door. 

“Home sweet home,” Lizzy said as she opened the door. 
“You don’t lock your door?” Sarah asked amazed. 
“To a haunted house?” Lizzy asked in return. “No, a couple of ghosts are a better 

deterrent than dogs in this town. Not that I’ve got anything anyone would want to take. You 
might as well come in and we’ll see what happens.” 

Sarah looked at Stevie apprehensively but followed Lizzy inside. Stevie followed 
Sarah at once getting the sense she was unwelcome. With determination she pushed that 
thought aside. “It’s beautiful,” Stevie said, focusing not on the unwelcome feeling but the 
charming décor and very compact design. “Is this seventeenth century?” 

“All eight hundred square feet of it.” Lizzy replied. “It’s got a kitchen and living 
room downstairs, with a bedroom, bathroom and office upstairs.” 



“Kind of cold though,” Stevie said after an involuntary shiver. She looked to Sarah 
for confirmation. 

“I don’t feel cold,” Sarah replied, looking at her friend surprised. She’d felt nothing 
but a warm sense of welcome since stepping over the threshold. 

Lizzy sighed a bit sadly. “It isn’t the cold.” She led the way into the kitchen. Sarah 
followed and before Stevie could enter a broom propped next to the refrigerator fell down 
across the doorway to the kitchen. Stevie frowned. 

“It’s the ghosts?” Sarah asked, nervous. 
Lizzy nodded. “Clearly they like you,” she assured the stuntwoman. “You look just 

like my grandmother Melinda.” Lizzy took a framed picture off of the wall and handed it to 
Sarah. “See.” 

“Wow.” Sarah breathed. The sepia-toned picture showed two women dressed in 
tuxedos. The one with dark hair was sitting in a wing-backed leather chair holding a drink. 
The one with lighter hair sat on an arm of the chair with one arm draped casually around her 
companion and in the other hand held a cigar. Sitting on the ground next to them was a 
majestic-looking golden retriever. 

“Actually,” Stevie said as she knelt to pick up the broom. “A falling broom is a sign 
that company is coming.” Carefully she put the broom back and walked into the kitchen, 
looking around Sarah’s shoulder at the picture. “What a gorgeous dog!” she said. 

Lizzy grinned from ear to ear looking around her kitchen. “You like dogs?” she 
asked, as if hoping to be overheard. 

“Who doesn’t like dogs?” Stevie replied. “I’ve got two at home. Yoko and Dakota, 
great danes and the most adorable sweeties you’re ever going to meet.” 

“Once you get past the fact that they’re the size of horses,” Sarah muttered. 
“If you guys don’t mind waiting a minute, I’d like to change my clothes and grab a 

couple of things for today.” Lizzy said, still smiling at this new information. She put her 
backpack and afghan on the small kitchen table and put the thermos in the tiny sink then 
headed back to the entry where a small spiral staircase led to the upstairs rooms of the 
house. 

“Do you think this place is haunted?” Sarah asked, looking suspiciously at the boom 
that had fallen down. “I mean I get a really positive vibe here. It doesn’t feel scary at all.” 

“Definitely haunted,” Stevie replied. “I get a very strong sense that I’m not welcome 
here which is really starting to piss me off.” With determination Stevie walked from the 
kitchen across the entry and into the small living room on the other side of the house. 
Unlike most houses of seventeenth century New England that were striving for authenticity, 
this one was not decorated with furnishings and appointments form China. Rather, the living 
room spoke very clearly of Ancient Greece. There was a bookshelf that dominated one 
entire wall, most of the works were archaeological reference material as well as the volumes 
penned by the archaeologist’s grandmothers. The coffee table was the one anomaly, looking 
like something from the American South. Aside from a small flat-screen TV, a DVD player 
and small stereo, everything else looked like it could have come from the set of a period 
movie. 

Both Sarah and Stevie looked around the room, Sarah focusing on several pictures 
next to the leather couch. “Look at this,” she said excitedly holding up a picture for Stevie to 
see. 

It was a color photograph of Lizzy, taken several years previously with long 
strawberry blonde hair sitting in between two very old women. Both had grey hair, but there 



was no mistaking these women for the two that had been seated with the dog in the kitchen 
photo. 

“Wow,” Stevie breathed. “They do look like a couple of firecrackers.” 
“They look like they had a favorite grand-daughter,” Sarah commented. “That’s 

probably why they can’t let go.” 
“Keeping her alone isn’t doing her any favors and I’d think these two women would 

understand that better than anyone.” Stevie replied, looking sternly around the room. Stevie 
felt a chill pass through her from the doorway in the direction of the bookshelf. 

“Clearly they’re waiting for the right woman to show up,” Sarah said, smugly, 
looking pleased with herself. 

“It isn’t you,” Stevie said dismissively.  
“You don’t know that she doesn’t like me,” Sarah said stubbornly. “I look like her 

grandmother.” 
“Would you want to date someone who reminded you of your grandmother?” Stevie 

asked pointedly, satisfied by the crestfallen look on Sarah’s face. 
“Just so you guys know,” Lizzy called as she headed down the tiny staircase, “I can 

hear everything from upstairs; small house, remember?” 
Sarah turned bright red, which made Stevie smirk with satisfaction. “Serves you 

right,” she muttered as Sarah headed for the front door. 
“What the hell is that?!” Sarah exclaimed as the trio stepped outside onto the stone 

path leading up to Lizzy’s house. The stuntwoman and Egyptologist were looking up at the 
sky, child-like grins on their faces. 

“Don’t tell me you’ve never seen snow before,” Lizzy said, bemused. 
“Not actually falling out of the sky,” Stevie explained. “We’ve been in snow, sure. 

We’re only a couple of hours from the mountains. Snow is something you drive to, ski, then 
go home; but falling like this…it’s gorgeous.” 

“This is amazing,” Sarah agreed. “It looks just like movie snow!” 
A young couple approached, walking their dog on the sidewalk in front of Lizzy’s 

house and gave the pair a curious stare. “They’ve never seen it snow.” Lizzy explained with a 
friendly grin. The couple hurried on more quickly. “Let’s get moving to the train station,” 
Lizzy added to her friends. We’ll cover more of Boston if we use the trains. Walking in snow 
is okay, isn’t it?” She asked shutting her front door. 

“Are you kidding,” Sarah said enthusiastically. “This is amazing.” 
To her credit, Sarah’s enhusiam did not wane during the day. It snowed on and off 

which had most locals annoyed by the unseasonable chill following such gorgeous weather. 
Upon arriving in Boston the three took a trolley tour around the city. Lizzy suggested it so 
the other two could get an idea of the things they’d like to take a closer look at. They 
stopped at the Old North Church, Sarah taking her time to snap a number of pictures. 

They ate lunch at Quincy Market, each woman getting something from a different 
food vendor and sharing the spoils with the other two. More than once Stevie and Sarah 
caught Lizzy chuckling to herself and finally wanted in on the joke. 

“Out with it,” Stevie demanded bluntly. 
“What do you mean?” Lizzy asked, her cheeks flushing a little pink. 
“We’re amusing you, why?” Sarah pressed, taking a spoonful of Lizzy’s ice cream. 
“You guys just seem so…worldly to me. And here it is, your first time in snowfall.” 

She finally said with a shrug. “It’s…cute.” 
Sarah and Stevie looked at each other. “We’re cute,” Sarah finally said with a tone 

that made it clear ‘cute’ wasn’t what she was striving for. 



“Cute isn’t bad,” Lizzy explained, puzzled by the reaction. 
Stevie chuckled. “It is for Sarah,” she said, noting that the stuntwoman gave her a 

warning glare. “She likes to go for adjectives like sexy, hot, charming, dangerous…did I mention 
sexy and hot?” 

“Shut up Stevie,” Sarah warned. 
Lizzy smiled warmly and Sarah softened her demeanor a little. “Sarah, if you don’t 

want to be cute, then don’t run around trying to catch snowflakes on your tongue. Simple as 
that.” 

“She is cute, isn’t she,” Stevie added with a smirk. “Why don’t we take a cab over to 
the Museum of Fine Art?” She pulled out her cell phone and scrolled through her phone 
book. “I’ll call Sylvia, if we can get right in; you guys could take a quick tour while I catch up 
with her.” 

Stevie talked quietly on her cell phone as the three headed for the street. It didn’t 
take long to flag down a cab and drive to the museum. They were greeted out front by an 
elderly Rubanesque woman with a warm smile. 

“Stevie Montgomery, it has been too long,” she said, giving Stevie a quick hug. Sylvia 
looked a little suspiciously at Sarah but smiled anyway. “Hello Sarah.” 

Sarah nodded in greeting while Stevie introduced Lizzy. Sylvia shook Lizzy’s hand 
warmly and led the three women past the box office through the main entrance. “I’ve got 
some papyrus scrolls I’d love you to see; we might need a consultant for their restoration.” 
she said turning her attention to Stevie once more. Then as an afterthought added to Sarah, 
“We have an exhibition of rock concert posters from the Summer of Love you may be 
interested in.” 

“Thanks,” Sarah said flatly, putting her arm through Lizzy’s. “Maybe we’ll check 
those out when we’re done with the Japanese Ceramics.” At that, the elderly woman’s 
eyebrows raised appreciatively. 

Stevie leaned in and quickly kissed Sarah’s cheek. “I’m sorry about Sylvia,” she 
whispered. “But behave yourself. I won’t be long, I’ll call you when I’m finished, we’ll meet 
back here.” 

Sarah watched her go and absently put her cell phone on vibrate then stuck it back in 
the front pocket of her jeans. 

“What was that about?” Lizzy asked as she walked arm in arm with Sarah towards 
the Japanese Gallery. 

“A lot of Stevie’s work friends didn’t think much of me to begin with, and think 
even less now that I initiated our break up.” Sarah grumbled looking absently at a 
contemporary example of Japanese Ceramic work. “Fucking academics.” 

Lizzy chuckled. “I’ll try not to take that personally. I take it they had issues with you 
being in the movie business? Or the breaking up?” 

Sarah shrugged. “Not just that, although you’re right on both counts. I didn’t spend 
umpteen years in school getting a degree in something so esoteric that the only thing you can 
do with it is teach that esoteric shit to someone else. And they think I’m stupid! As for the 
break up,” Sarah added. “I only did it because Stevie wouldn’t and we both knew it had to 
happen.” 

“The ‘ivory tower’ does tend to make one look down.” Lizzy said comfortingly as 
they walked among the various examples of contemporary ceramics. “My grandmother 
Janice used to say that storytelling is one of the most powerful skills on earth. Anything that 
can help people cope with the here and now is a wonderful skill to have, not to mention a 
noble profession. That’s what movies do, that’s what you do. Perhaps Academics like Sylvia 



are so hooked on the past and exclusive about it because they can’t tell the stories needed to 
bring the past into the present where everyone can enjoy it.” 

Sarah smiled. “That’s what Stevie can do,” she said. “She’d talk for hours about this 
or that pharaoh and how they lived and what things were like back then. I never found it 
dull; her passion about the past is infectious, not to mention that she makes the information 
accessible.” 

“Exactly,” Lizzy agreed as they left the Japanese Gallery and headed to the Summer 
of Love poster exhibit. “My grandmothers did that with their work and it’s something I 
strive towards.” She was silent for a moment as they stood before poster advertising The 
Great Society at the Fillmore. “How do you know when you have to break up?” she asked. 

Sarah looked down at the archaeologist and grinned. “It isn’t any more an exact 
science than hooking up in the first place. You make your best guess and hope for the best.” 

“Do you think breaking up with Stevie was a mistake?” Lizzy pressed. 
“I have,” Sarah replied. “We’ve reconnected briefly a couple of times. But deep 

down when we’re both being honest with ourselves, we know we’re not it for each other. It’s 
hard to be that honest though. It’s an honesty that leaves you empty and wondering what 
might have been if things were only a little different. Still, it’s a comfort I guess that we both 
feel that way; nothing worse than having a situation where you’re hurt so much worse than 
the other person. I will probably continue to wonder from time to time, but in my heart of 
hearts I know it was the best thing. We’re wonderful friends and are deeply connected, but 
we’re just not soul mates. Not that a soul mate is necessarily what you have to look for,” she 
added hurriedly. “Nothing wrong with having fun with all of the Ms. Wrongs in your quest 
for Ms. Right.”  

“You’ve been told before that you’re a shameless flirt, right?” Lizzy asked with a 
laugh as they moved along the wall of well lit posters. 

The stuntwoman grinned, turning her attention to the exhibit once more. “Once or 
twice, yeah.” 

 
Stevie looked up from the microscope and doubled checked the notes she’d written 

down for Sylvia. “I think this is going to be the best compound to clean the papyrus,” she 
said. She studied the analysis of the electron microscope photography once more to be sure. 

“Are you sure we can’t woo you away from the Getty?” Sylvia asked. 
Stevie shook her head. “You know I’d get hypothermia out here,” she replied with a 

shiver. “Snow, blech. It’s nice to look at, but a whole winter’s worth, I don’t think so.” 
“At least come over for dinner, David would love to see you.” The elderly woman 

said with a warm smile. 
“I’m sorry, Sylvia; not this trip. But next time you and David are in LA we’ll have 

Mexican at my place. You’re always saying that the Mexican food out here is crap,” Stevie 
replied with a smile. 

“Too true.” The curator agreed. “Thank you for sending me those avocados – they 
were heaven. What are you doing in town with Sarah?” The older woman asked, putting 
Stevie’s notes into her folder. “Are you guys reconciling?” 

“No, just vacationing.” Stevie replied. “We’ve always stayed friends. We’re not lovers 
anymore, but didn’t want to cancel the trip.” Stevie noticed Sylvia’s frown and continued. 
“Seriously Sylvia,” she said, “Sarah has really been there for me since our break up. I know it 
sounds crazy, but we’ve stayed really close. She didn’t break up with me because she wanted 
to, she knew I couldn’t do it and we just weren’t working out. She’s really been my rock the 
last four months.” 



“And she had to bring a date with her to the museum?” Sylvia asked, annoyance 
threading her voice. “That’s tacky.” 

“Actually,” Stevie said, walking with Sylvia back into the museum, “Lizzy isn’t with 
either of us. We met her when we got here. She’s an archaeologist. Janice Covington’s 
granddaughter.” 

“Really,” Sylvia said appreciatively. “Is she your people?” When Stevie blushed the 
curator had her answer. “I know that look Stevie. You like her.” 

They walked through the Japanese Ceramic exhibit, Stevie hoping that she’d catch up 
to the other two and realizing that they’d moved on to another part of the museum. I 
shouldn’t like anyone right now, Sylvia, not until I get my shit together.” 

The older woman stopped walking and turned to Stevie. “Bullshit,” she said. “If 
people waited until they had their shit together to hook up, our species would die out. What 
we do and what we should do are often two very different things. Take advice from an old 
married woman; if you like her, act on it. I wish I’d thrown the moves on David five years 
earlier when I’d first met him. We’d have been married thirty-five years now instead of just 
thirty.” 

“Greedy,” Stevie said, taking the cell phone out of her purse to text Sarah. 
 
“She offered you a job didn’t she?” Sarah asked as Stevie joined the stuntwoman and 

archaeologist by the entrance. 
“She always does,” Stevie shrugged. “But I always say no. Relax would you? I’m not 

moving.” 
Lizzy tried not to let the disappointment show on her face. The thought of the 

Egyptologist relocating so close was indeed some thing she found smile-worthy. “Where are 
we off to next?” She asked, keeping her tone cheerful. 

“Why don’t you guys head somewhere and I’ll catch up with you? I’ve got to make a 
side trip to Harvard it shouldn’t take more than an hour and a half.” Sarah rolled her eyes. 
“Look,” Stevie said sternly looking at her ex-girlfriend. “I put up with you signing 
autographs at comic-con last year for over three hours. You’ve already taken a ton of 
pictures of Boston, just go enjoy yourself and I’ll catch up with you. Seriously.” 

“Fine,” Sarah said one brow arching over her eye. “Meet us at Club Café when 
you’re done.” 

“All this history in Boston and you’re going to a gay-bar?” Stevie said, disappointed. 
“See if you can meet up with us before we hook up with someone else.” Sarah said 

challengingly, pushing open the door to the museum and heading towards the street to flag 
down a cab. 

“What’s with her?” Stevie asked Lizzy as the stuntwoman walked away. 
“She’s feeling…unintelligent, I think,” Lizzy said. “Something about your friend 

seemed to set her off.” 
Stevie sighed, “Which is exactly why I didn’t want her to endure Harvard. Douglas is 

even more of an academic prima-donna than Sylvia.” She shook her head. “Keep an eye on 
her, there is a small space in Sarah’s head between feeling stupid and doing something 
stupid. I’ll catch up soon.” 

Lizzy hurried after Sarah and joined her in the cab. Sarah gave the address of 209 
Columbus Street. The two rode in silence for a bit and then the stuntwoman sighed. “I’m 
sorry,” she said quietly. “I don’t need to drag you into my shit with Stevie. Sometimes she 
just brings out the worst in me.” 



“I guess that’s better than someone just bringing out the mediocre in you,” Lizzy 
observed and was happy to see the brunette grin. 

“Why haven’t you dated?” Sarah asked. “You’re charming, funny, attractive. I’ll be 
honest, I don’t get it.” 

Lizzy felt the heat in her cheeks and knew she was blushing. “I just haven’t gotten 
around to it I guess,” she offered lamely. “I’ve spent a lot of time being a fucking academic 
you know.” 

“Obviously I didn’t mean you,” Sarah said as the cab pulled to a stop outside the 
café. “You ever been here?” she asked. Lizzy shook her head. “I’m not big on meeting 
people in bars,” Sarah explained. “But you never know, sometimes you luck out. It can be 
tough finding some sort of something where the assumption is that everyone’s gay; bars are 
probably the easiest. I belong to a ‘Women in Hollywood’ type group at home where I’ve 
meet some cool people and I know Stevie belongs to some fucking academic group where 
she’s failed to meet anyone even vaguely interesting.” 

“I tend to hang out at my cousins guesthouse,” Lizzy said with a grin as she followed 
Sarah inside. “I’ve met very interesting women that way.” 

They made their way to the bar where Sarah ordered a martini for herself and 
glanced at Lizzy who requested a Guinness. The lighting was warm and inviting and while it 
didn’t have a sterile modern feel, it did lack some of the hominess of the pub where they’d 
had dinner the night before. Sarah paid the bartender as the archaeologist continued to look 
around the room. It was mid-afternoon and the crowd was light, still it was clear to see the 
patrons that were there in small groups or pairs, and those who were there alone. Some were 
dressed up, perhaps stopping in after an early day at work; others dressed more casually. 
There were a couple of men there with other groups of women. But most of the clientle, at 
the moment at any rate were women. She made eye contact with a couple of them and 
looked away bashfully. Sarah seemed to be quite in her element and chatted amiably with the 
bartender. Several flat screen tvs were mounted over the bar or on various walls of the club 
playing video clips. Even at this early hour Lizzy could see several people dancing in the 
back room. 

Lizzy and Sarah chatted easily although the archaeologist was surprised to see the 
stuntwoman down four different types of martinis in the time it took her to drink her pint of 
Guinness. She ordered a second beer and was halfway through it when a tall red headed 
woman walked up and asked Sarah to dance. Sarah winked at Lizzy and said she’d just be a 
moment and headed off with the red head. Suddenly the archaeologist felt very alone. She 
glanced around and saw several sets of eyes on her and decided to focus on her beer instead. 
Absently she wondered if this was how dying animals felt when they saw the vultures circling 
overhead. Ten minutes or more passed and Lizzy wondered if she should go looking for 
Sarah when she was brought from her thoughts by a soft voice. 

“Hi.” Lizzy looked up into vibrant green eyes. They belonged to an attractive woman 
with long black hair dressed smartly in a black business suit with a crisp white shirt. The 
archaeologist’s mouth went dry. “My name’s Gwen, would you like to dance?” 

A small part of Lizzy wanted nothing more than to join Gwen on the dance floor 
but she was overruled however by the much larger part of Lizzy that suspected from Gwen’s 
smooth delivery and apparent confidence that she was looking for a woman well versed in 
the courtship dance. She doubted very much that this gorgeous, perfectly put together 
woman would have the inclination or patience to put up with a beginner. “Ah, thank you, 
Gwen, but no. I’m waiting for someone.” Lizzy replied politely, unable to completely 
override the hint of sadness in her voice. 



“You want some company while you’re waiting?” Gwen offered, kindly. 
Lizzy swallowed, hard. She felt completely lost and was beginning to panic. “That’s 

kind of y—you.” Lizzy said. “But she’ll be here any moment, I’m okay.” 
Gwen smiled, nearly blinding Lizzy with the reflection off of her perfectly bleached 

teeth. “As long as you’re not playing hard to get,” she said with an adorable chuckle. 
“Because if you want to buy me a drink, I’ll let you.” 

“No,” a new voice answered. “She is hard to get,” Stevie said, sliding into the seat 
next to Lizzy. The archaeologist turned her head, smiling in thanks and was surprised by the 
set of soft lips possessively covering her own. Lizzy closed her eyes, enjoying the kiss and 
the soft touch of Stevie’s fingers on her throat and back of her neck. Much too soon it was 
over and the Egyptologist maintained eye contact with the intruder until Gwen backed away. 

Stevie glanced around the room noting with satisfaction that everyone had turned 
their attention elsewhere. The archaeologist was clearly off limits. “I hope I wasn’t 
interrupting anything,” Stevie said quietly. 

 “Nothing I’m not grateful to have you interrupt,” Lizzy replied breathing a sigh of 
relief. “Buy you a drink?” 

Stevie nodded and requested a mojito looking around for Sarah. “I know she was 
cute but you seem the type to be interested in more than the ‘gin or vodka?’ conversation. I 
swear I don’t know why Sarah brought you here. How bad is it?” she asked looking around 
for the stuntwoman and not seeing her anywhere. 

Lizzy shrugged. “When she left me she’d had four different kinds of martinis; gin and 
vodka I think. Last I saw of her she headed that way with a tall red head.” 

Stevie looked in the direction Lizzy pointed and saw the signs for the bathroom; the 
pit of her stomach sank. “This happens from time to time when she feels like crap. I 
mentioned feeling stupid and acting stupid? Alcohol makes her…ah…moody and were it 
not for us she’d be going home with one of these women.” Stevie explained looking around 
and not being happy at the number of young attractive women she saw. She needed to get 
Sarah out of here now. 

“Just go home with someone she doesn’t know? Why?” Lizzy asked and then 
blushed for doing so. She followed Stevie’s eyes around the room and noticed Gwen sitting 
with another blonde woman. Gwen caught her eye for a moment and winked. Clearly, Lizzy 
had her answer. 

Stevie smiled, enjoying the pink tint to the archaeologist’s cheeks. She leaned close 
and whispered in her ear, “Having an attractive woman’s lips and hands all over you can 
indeed be a pick-me-up if you’re feeling crappy about yourself.” She pulled back and was 
satisfied by an even brighter tinge to Lizzy’s cheeks. Stevie nodded in the direction of the 
bathroom, sighing sadly. “At least until she wakes up and the beer goggles have faded or 
realizes that the girl won’t stop calling. Lets go get her.” 

Stevie was relieved that Sarah was not in fact in a bathroom stall with someone. She 
was making out with a woman just outside the door, which was a small improvement, but an 
improvement, none the less. “Let’s go Casanova,” Stevie announced walking up on the 
scene. 

Sarah smirked at her. “Another five minutes, mom.” She said and went back to 
kissing the other woman. 

Stevie took a sharp intake of breath; the comment had stung. “You think I like 
watching you kiss other women?” She asked, keeping her tone civil. “We’re having dinner at 
Lizzy’s, don’t be a jerk, Moorhead, lets go.” 



“Is this the ex-girlfriend you said would be coming to get you?” the red headed 
woman demanded, before her lips resumed their work on Sarah’s neck. “Look hon, she told 
you she’s busy,” she added after coming up for air once more. 

“And she told you you’re leaving Sarah,” Lizzy chimed in, showing annoyance at the 
stuntwoman for the first time. 

“I don’t care if you kiss other women,” Sarah replied, looking at Stevie. “What’s the 
big deal?” 

“You don’t care?” Lizzy asked Sarah, irritation threading her voice as she deftly 
wrapped her hand around the back of Stevie’s neck pulled the taller woman’s face to hers. 
Without hesitation she settled her lips on Stevie’s enjoying the supreme warm softness once 
again. Although clearly surprised, Stevie kissed her back all the same, and after a moment 
parted her lips slightly in invitation. Again there was no hesitation on the archaeologist’s 
part; she relaxed her mouth and reached out with her tongue for the warm wetness of Stevie. 
Immediately she was rewarded with the sensation of the Egyptologist’s tongue sliding against 
her own. Every cell in Lizzy’s body was singing at the contact and she wanted very much to 
spend the rest of the night kissing this woman in this dark alcove just outside the women’s 
restroom at Club Café. 

Lizzy brought her other hand to the side of Stevie’s face, enjoying the sensation of 
soft skin beneath her fingertips. Tongues dueled gently together and Lizzy was hard pressed 
to think of a more perfect sensation. 

“Alright, alright, I get the point.” Sarah’s gruff voice grumbled from somewhere off 
in the distance. 

To Lizzy’s intense disappointment Stevie slowly pulled back. As she did so however, 
Lizzy’s fingertips brushed against the other woman’s throat, revealing a pulse that hammered 
as hard for the tall blonde as it did in her own body. 

“Cute, really cute guys,” Sarah grumbled unhappily as she looked unsteadily between 
her two friends. Red head long forgotten the stuntwoman walked in between Lizzy and 
Stevie as they left the club. Not much was said on the way to the train station although Sarah 
did seem to have forgotten her anger by the time the trio settled themselves on the train. 

“How did it go at Harvard?” she asked Stevie when they’d chosen their seats. 
Stevie smiled, glad Sarah had gotten over her annoyance and not wanting to set it off 

again. “It went fine, I can tell you about it later.” 
Sarah stared at her. “Why don’t you tell me now,” she pressed. 
Stevie felt trapped. She and Sarah knew each other well enough to know when the 

other was hiding something and both were stubborn and curious enough not to let go of 
such opportunities. Sarah wasn’t drunk enough yet to immediately forget the question. 
“Douglas wanted to introduce me to the chair of the Architecture department. He’d like me 
to do a lecture series on Architectural design and how contemporary design relates 
historically,” Stevie explained, watching the inebriated woman carefully. 

“Is this the same lecture series you’ve declined to do several times in the past?” Sarah 
asked. Stevie nodded. “What changed your mind?” Sarah looked pointedly at Lizzy. “Or 
should I say who?” 

“Don’t be an ass, Sarah,” Stevie warned. “You’ve got no room to talk.” 
“Who’s going to watch your dogs?” Sarah demanded. 
Stevie rolled her eyes. “Mom, or you,” she answered simply. “Trust me, when you 

sober up you won’t think this is any big deal. Besides, you love watching Dakota and Yoko.” 
“I’m not drunk.” Sarah said, defiantly. 
“No?” Stevie asked with a smile. “How do you feel?” 



The stuntwoman was quiet a moment and then shrugged. “I’m feeling annoyed and 
jealous,” she said. “And a little bit guilty for you walking up when I was making out with 
someone else although I’d really like to get laid.” 

Lizzy’s eyes widened in surprise and Stevie chuckled. “This proves you’re drunk,” 
she said. Then looking at Lizzy she added. “Sarah never talks about her feelings when she’s 
sober.” 

“Man, I can really be a jerk sometimes,” Sarah said sadly shaking her head. “Do you 
think it’s a good idea that we broke up?” she asked struggling to focus her eyes on Stevie. 

“Sometimes she shares too much of her feelings,” Stevie explained looking at Lizzy 
apologetically. 

“Because I still, like, love you but I don’t think I still love you, love you. I mean, I think 
I did, but I don’t know. I really don’t think I’m supposed to be the person you’re supposed 
to be with.” Sarah continued, ignoring Stevie’s comment. “Maybe Lizzy is the type of person 
you need, she’s smart and academic and all and you two could totally have that bi-coastal 
thing that’s so cool, you’re really good at the phone sex. And with the internet phone crap 
they have now you wouldn’t run up those bills like I did in Romania.” 

Stevie sighed noting that the pink flush of Lizzy’s cheeks was probably matching her 
own. “Sarah, honey,” she said gently, holding the stuntwoman’s hand. “This is not about 
who is smart, or who is impressive to take to parties or the cheapest way to have phone sex. 
You drink when you’re feeling insecure and if you want to get smashed on vacation, that’s 
totally up to you, but please don’t do it because you feel like you’re not good enough for me 
or anyone else.” She brushed a couple of strands of the brunette’s hair away from her face 
with gentle fingertips. “You’re the happy one of us, remember?” 

“How can I be happy when you’re haunted night after night by a psychotic killer 
who is sucking the soul right out of you?” Sarah asked, choking back a sniffle. “It makes me 
crazy that I’m not strong enough to take that pain away. If I can’t do anything about your 
hurt, then who the hell can?” 

“It isn’t about doing anything,” Lizzy protested. “Stevie has to battle this storm on her 
own, you need to be a safe harbor, that’s all you can do.” 

Sarah turned her head and leaned toward the archaeologist until her forehead came 
to rest on that of the other woman. “You are very insightful,” she whispered. “But if you 
hurt Stevie, I’ll break your legs so help me god.” 

“Okay Tiger, we’re at our stop,” Stevie said pulling Sarah away from the smaller 
woman. 

“Other than that, you have my blessing,” Sarah said as she stood up, patting Lizzy on 
her back affectionately. “You have to figure out what to do with her though,” she added 
with a wink. 

“Sarah!” Stevie said, anger threading her voice. “One more crack like that and I 
swear, so help me god, that I leave you on the street in the snow to die from hypothermia. 

“I’m sorry,” Sarah muttered as the other two led her from the train. “That was mean. 
I’m at that stage where I need a couple of more drinks and I’ll be happily intoxicated.” 

“As opposed to just intoxicated?” Lizzy asked, still stung at the comment. 
“Some women are happy drunks, some frisky, some a little on the mean side; Sarah 

is all three.” Stevie explained. 
“Lucky you,” Lizzy muttered, helping Stevie guide the stuntwoman down the 

sidewalk. 
“Two martinis are not enough, three are too many, but four are not enough. I think I 

need to switch to Whiskey. I don’t drink to excess very often,” Sarah explained, draping an 



arm around each of the blonde women’s shoulders. “Stevie and I used to get smashed from 
time to time back in the day.” 

“Sarah,” Stevie said warningly. 
“Yeah, yeah,” Sarah said as the trio approached Lizzy’s bright yellow house. “She’s 

gotten her shit under control, I still over do it on occasion.” 
Lizzy pushed her front door open after knocking the snow from her shoes. The 

other two followed suit and headed inside. The archaeologist took their heavy jackets and 
hung them up on pegs behind the front door. Immediately Stevie was engulfed by a chill and 
wished she’d left her jacket on. 

“I’ll light a fire before starting dinner,” Lizzy said as if reading her thoughts. “Can I 
offer you guys a drink first?” she asked, looking a little nervously at Sarah. 

“We’ll take whatever you’ve got,” Stevie said politely. 
“I’ll have scotch,” Sarah countered, “and Stevie prefers wine although she’s the 

polite one and won’t ask.” 
“Well you’re both in luck,” Lizzy said as she headed for the kitchen, the other two 

following behind. As before the broomstick fell as soon as Sarah passed the threshold, but 
this time Stevie caught it before it fell very far and deftly put it back. “That’s quite enough, 
ladies,” Lizzy said sternly with an apologetic smile at the Egyptologist. 

Lizzy pulled a couple of glasses from one kitchen cabinet and a bottle of scotch from 
another. “I’m going to pop down to the basement for a bottle of wine, I’ll just be a 
moment.” She announced as she opened what looked like a closet door near the back door. 

Making herself at home, Sarah took the short squat glass and opened the freezer to 
grab some ice cubes, then poured some scotch over the ice. 

Stevie walked over and gently took the glass from Sarah’s fingers and added some 
water from the tap, and handed the glass back to Sarah. “It’s for your own good,” she said 
quietly as Lizzy returned from the basement. 

“We’re having lasagna for dinner, so I thought red would be okay.” She said handing 
Stevie the bottle. 

“A lovely Greek red,” Stevie observed happily. “Isn’t the Haniotis vineyard above 
Mt. Parnassus?” she asked. 

Lizzy nodded in confirmation. “My grandmothers left me their wine collection in 
addition to the family business. The scotch was theirs as well. Wines from Greece, scotch 
from Scotland.” 

“It’s fantastic,” Sarah agreed with a smile after tasting the drink. 
“I’ll open the wine and let it breathe while I make a fire.” Lizzy explained getting a 

bottle opener from a kitchen drawer. Before heading back to the living room she turned on 
the oven and pulled a Pyrex dish of lasagna from the refrigerator. “I know the dinner is 
Italian, but I didn’t think you’d mind the wine.” 

“Not at all,” Stevie replied, following the other woman from the kitchen. “I’ll drink 
Greek wine with anything, if it’s good.” 

“What’s this?” Sarah asked as the trio entered the living room. A book had fallen 
from the bookshelf and lay open on the floor near the fireplace. 

“Let me see,” Lizzy said as she stooped to pick up the book. Carefully keeping the 
page open where the book had fallen, she handed the tome to Stevie. “See what my 
grandmothers are trying to say while I get the fire going.” 

“You’re saying they knocked the book off the shelf?” Sarah asked, looking at the 
bookshelf suspiciously. 



“They do it from time to time. We don’t get earthquakes out here, stuff rarely falls 
off of shelves unassisted.” Lizzy explained. 

Stevie looked at the front cover of the book; as she suspected it was an early history 
of Xena penned by Janice Covington. She checked the publication date and saw that it was 
first printed in the 1947 and the volume she held was a first edition. There were markings in 
the margins. Two distinct types of handwriting dueled in the tiny spaces, noting facts that 
needed to be revised in future editions as well as additional research that added to or altered 
the printed narrative. It was no surprise to Stevie that the book had fallen open to a short 
chapter on Xena’s vicious nemesis, Callisto. The Egyptologist skimmed through the pages, 
taking note of the comments in the margins. 

“Well?” Sarah asked after a quiet moment. Lizzy didn’t seem particularly interested in 
what the Egyptologist was reading; rather she was focused on building the fire and making 
her guests comfortable.  

Emotions began to course through Stevie; some familiar like sadness and despair as 
well as anger and frustration. The chapter consisted of some of the information Stevie had 
seen in her dreams from the moment Callisto encountered Xena as an adult. While the 
picture painted was not completely out of character for the psychotic warrior she had seen 
night after night, some of the context was missing. The sacking of Cirra was briefly 
mentioned, but clearly the information gleaned as the basis of this history was taken from 
the point of view of an unobjective source: the bard, Gabrielle. 

“We need to talk,” Stevie said to the room in general. 
“Just a second,” Lizzy said, putting a gentle hand briefly on Stevie’s forearm. She 

could feel the chill of the woman’s skin, and urged her to stand near the fire. She quickly 
headed to the kitchen. The sound of an oven door opening and closing could be heard and 
Lizzy returned with the two wine glasses as well as bottle of wine and the bottle of scotch. 
She put the bottles and glasses on the coffee table and urged her guests to sit. 

Stevie sat down next to the fireplace and Lizzy handed each of them a throw pillow 
from the couch to sit on. The archaeologist poured the wine and then took her seat in 
between the two Californians. 

“I know you know who I was,” Stevie began, clearly talking more to the spirits in the 
room than to Lizzy or Sarah. “I’m not any happier about it than either of you are.” She took 
a sip of wine before continuing; the familiar tang of Greek grapes providing some comfort. 
“What you know about Callisto is true, I’m not saying it isn’t. I’m not making excuses, or 
allowances or saying she didn’t deserve every bit of everything that happened to her. But 
before, the story before…you need to know that too.” Her eyes fell on Sarah and then Lizzy, 
“The two of you and your grandmothers need to know this.” 

Staring into her wine glass Stevie felt the distant warmth of the fire, almost like a 
campfire she remembered from long, long ago. The flames were cheery, dancing, but didn’t 
really warm her. The surface of her skin perhaps, but where she was cold, desperately cold 
the flame couldn’t touch. As if hearing her own voice from far away she began to describe 
everything she’d seen in her dreams. The town of Cirra before it was sacked with rich 
vineyards and crystal blue expanses of ocean. She mentioned Callisto’s father who had died 
and how the townspeople had cared for her mother and sister, new details came to mind that 
she didn’t even remember dreaming. She talked about the fire and what it was like to watch 
her mother and sister die so painfully. “Did you know her mother’s name was Arleia and her 
sister’s name was Miranda?” she asked Lizzy who shook her head sadly.  

Taking another sip of wine she began to tell the tale of what befell Callisto the day 
after Xena’s army destroyed Cirra. Sarah finished her drink and reached for the bottle to 



pour another. She filled the glass and didn’t bother to add any water. Blue eyes grew darker 
and darker still as Stevie dispassionately described the fate of the fourteen year old village girl 
as well as what happened to a seven year old Callisto. Stevie could hear her own voice 
distantly describing the years that followed. 

Lizzy’s eyes welled with tears as Stevie explained the difficulty Callisto had giving 
birth, how malnourished she was from living with the bandits, how every shred of humanity 
was beaten and raped from her daily. Finally Stevie looked up from her wine glass and 
looked each woman in the eyes before telling them what Callisto did to her baby and why. 

Sarah turned her face away as if she’d been slapped and Lizzy closed her eyes 
painfully, a tear rushing out of each one and spilling down her cheeks. “Why didn’t she ever 
say anything?” Sarah said tightly, her voice thick with emotion. 

“To you?” Stevie asked. “She wasn’t looking for pity, understanding or forgiveness,” 
Stevie explained. “At least not then. Maybe I am now, I just don’t know.” 

“All we knew about was the hate,” Lizzy whispered, and glancing at her 
grandmother’s book added, “and that is all that was ever passed down.” 

The fire crackled, the occasional ember floating up the chimney. Absently Sarah 
added a couple of pieces of wood, since she was sitting next to the bin. Lizzy refilled their 
wine glasses and waited to see if there was more. 

Stevie continued with her story, the parts that Lizzy at least knew a little about. She 
explained how Callisto had tracked Xena and Gabrielle, knowing much more about the two 
than they ever suspected. She also related the psychotic warriors’ insights on the relationship 
Xena had with her bard and how it proved to be Callisto’s undoing time and again. 

“The last thing on earth Callisto would understand was love,” Lizzy murmured and 
looked at Stevie sadly who could only nod in agreement. 

Finally the Egyptologist related her latest dream and the conversation she’d had with 
Callisto and the challenge that appeared to be before her. She had to forgive Callisto, forgive 
herself for everything that had happened in the past if she wanted to move on. If she 
couldn’t then the remaining choice was to relive this life over, and over. 

“Absolutely you’re forgiving yourself,” Sarah said hotly. “All the blood on Callisto’s 
hands was Xena’s too, something she probably didn’t acknowledge enough when she was 
alive.” 

“Oh no,” Lizzy said looking at Sarah sternly; the fire casting striking shadows on half 
of the brunette’s face making her eyes sparkle in the firelight. “You’re not taking the wrap 
for this…I mean Xena put her demons to bed, including Callisto and I don’t think you’re 
supposed to be resurrecting them.” 

Sarah downed the rest of her drink and reached for the bottle pouring another. “I 
have to do something,” she said. 

“No,” Stevie insisted. “This is Callisto’s problem, my problem,” she whispered. 
“No!” Lizzy shot back hotly. “This isn’t just your problem; the problem is exactly that 

you were left alone those millennia ago and look what happened. You may have to be the 
one who solves this, who puts this to bed, but that doesn’t mean you can’t have friends by 
your side supporting you, helping you.” 

“Exactly what she said,” Sarah confirmed with a small hiccup. 
Stevie nodded in thanks and was grateful for the sound of a timer going off in the 

kitchen. Lizzy announced that dinner was ready and helped the Egyptologist stand up. Stevie 
wasn’t sure if she was imaging it or not, but she didn’t feel nearly as cold as she had when 
she’d sat down by the fire. Both women turned and helped the stuntwoman stand, although 
she did so with a bit of difficulty. 



The Californians sat down at her small kitchen table as the archaeologist finished 
preparing dinner. Lizzy quickly made some garlic toast and pulled a salad from the ‘fridge 
that she’d prepared that morning. A few quiet moments passed and Stevie complimented her 
on the food. She was grateful to see Sarah immediately devour a couple of slices of bread 
and dig into the lasagna with a hearty appetite. While she felt remorse at having told such a 
gruesome story Stevie knew that the words needed to be said. She did note that when she’d 
walked into the kitchen for dinner, the broom by the ‘fridge had not fallen. Still, she wanted 
to put the heaviness aside and actually try and enjoy what was left of their evening. The 
devastated looks on the faces of her companions however told her this would be no small 
task. 

“Sarah,” she said conversationally, “Where was it that you and I had that amazing 
lasagna? Was that at the spa up north?” 

Sarah shook her head, washing down a mouthful of lasagna with a mouthful of 
scotch. Lizzy frowned at the contrast but the stuntwoman didn’t seem to mind. “You didn’t 
go to the spa up north with me,” she explained. “We went to that spa in Big Sur. You went 
to Northern California with Psycho Number Two and you and I had amazing lasagna in 
Vegas; god your memory sucks.” 

“Psycho Number Two?” Lizzy asked dubiously. 
“We named all of each other’s ex-girlfriends,” Sarah explained. “One of the lesser 

heralded perks of having a girlfriend; finding fault with everyone who came before you.” She 
chuckled at her double entandrae as Stevie rolled her eyes in feigned disgust. “Lets see,” the 
stuntwoman continued, concentrating on her fingers to count. “There were Psycho numbers 
One and Two, Vampira, The Iceberg, Hurricane Katherine, The Stockbroker, Vainglorius 
and me. Am I forgetting anyone, Stevie?” Sarah asked sweetly. 

Stevie frowned, “No, but I haven’t come up with a name for you yet and at the 
moment I don’t think it’s going to be flattering.” 

Sarah shook her head sadly. “They never are, that’s the way of things.” 
“And Sarah?” Lizzy asked Stevie, surprised that she’d actually gotten some sort of 

picture of all of Stevie’s exes through the names although she didn’t really want to fathom 
what the psychos were really like having just listened to Callisto’s history. 

“There was No Tan Lines,” Stevie began, also counting them out on her fingers. 
“Boob Job, Strippers numbered One to Fifty-Seven, although I’d just count those as one 
night stands,” Stevie said with a shrug. “Bathing Suit Model, Starfucker, Nipples, Rocker 
Chick, The Tattoo’ed Stalker, Starbucks, Porn Star, Famous Actress, The Extra, Handcuff 
Girl, Vice Squad, Yoga Instructor, Folksinger and let us not forget everyone’s favorite, Belly 
dancer” Stevie was quiet a moment. “Oh, and me.” 

Sarah looked at Stevie and then looked into her drink glass a bit sadly. “God I’m a 
slut,” she said dejectedly. “Why did you even date me?” She shook her head, “you spent 
three years of your life dating a slut.” Suddenly Sarah’s eyes flashed up in panic, “that’s what 
your next girlfriend is going to name me, isn’t it? I’m going to be The Slut.” 

“No honey,” Stevie soothed, pushing the drink glass away from Sarah. “I won’t let 
them. Look at the bright side sweetie,” she said comfortingly. “You never drove anyone 
back to men, you can feel good about that.” 

Sarah shook her head and pointed her fork at Stevie for emphasis. “Hurricane 
Katherine wasn’t your fault. How could you have known she wasn’t really a lesbian in the 
first place, I mean she kept saying she was, right? All that talk about…about…lesbians and 
stuff and having all that lesbian sex with you. How could you know she’d leave you for a 
married man with kids?” 



 “ If I ever run into Melissa Etheridge in a bar we have something to commiserate 
about.” Stevie offered cheerfully. 

“Arrogant, self-absorbed, man-fucker.” Sarah said, obviously angry on her friend’s 
behalf. 

“See what you’re missing?” Stevie said to Lizzy with a wink. 
“Yeah,” Lizzy agreed dubiously. “Single is looking better all the time.” 
“Can I use your bathroom?” Sarah asked. 
A little color drained from Lizzy’s face. “Sure, it’s upstairs.” 

 “Oh fuck,” Stevie and Sarah muttered in unison. 
“No,” Lizzy countered optimistically. “We can do this. I’ll go first and help Sarah up 

the stairs and you walk behind her to make sure she doesn’t fall.” 
Stevie nodded and helped Sarah stand up. She shuddered to think at the quantity of 

alcohol presently circling in the stuntwoman’s bloodstream. While it took some time, the 
two women did manage to get Sarah up the very awkward staircase. 

“Are all of your ex-girlfriends bad memories?” Lizzy asked Stevie while the two 
waited outside her bathroom door. 

Stevie shrugged, considering the question. “Yes and no. If they’re an ex something 
obviously went wrong. Some are more forgettable than others. The tough part I guess is 
knowing you’re forgettable to someone else; somebody else’s nick-name or horror story.” 
She shrugged again, glancing at the closed bathroom door. “You can’t make yourself mean 
more to someone than you do and you just have to live with it; which is easier said than 
done. Fortunately you get a Sarah in your life from time to time who stays a gem in spite of 
everything.” 

“I don’t really think you could be forgettable to anyone,” Lizzy said quietly looking 
up into soft brown eyes and not caring that she probably sounded foolish. “I also can’t think 
of a terrible nick name for you.” 

Stevie looked down and smiled. “I guess that’s a good thing then,” she said and 
gently brushed an errant strand of Lizzy’s hair away from her forehead. 

The moment was broken by the sound of a flushing toilet and the sound of running 
water and then Sarah opened the door, looking a little worse for wear. 

“Why are your stairs so fucking lame?” Sarah demanded, as she stood at the top of 
the stairs, ready to go back down. She started to sway and reached up against the ceiling for 
balance. She blinked in surprise. “How weird is this, I can touch your ceilings.” 

“People were much smaller in the seventeenth century,” Lizzy explained. “Like my 
size. 

Stevie headed down the stairs first holding Sarah up as Lizzy followed behind.  
“I’m really sorry,” Sarah said sadly as they neared the bottom of the stairs. “Xena has 

been wrecking your life for millions of years.” 
“Not millions Sarah,” Stevie disagreed.  
“I’m sure it just feels that way.” Lizzy added quietly. 
The stuntwoman stumbled on the last step although Stevie caught her. Supporting 

the larger woman’s weight Stevie turned to Lizzy. “If we don’t get her back to your cousins 
now, I don’t see how we’re going to.” 

“I don’t want to go out in the snow,” Sarah complained. “It’s cold.” She shivered, 
making it hard for Stevie to hold onto her. “It’s warm and toasty here, we should stay.” She 
explained seriously. “I think the ghosts like me, they want me to stay.” 



“You guys are welcome to crash here,” Lizzy offered looking at Sarah dubiously. 
“Frankly I don’t know how we’d make it to Mel’s. We could drive, but the traffic on the 
streets is insane even for the short distance, and I don’t think she’d survive the walk.” 

“Here is good,” Sarah agreed swaying slightly. 
“Let’s get her in the living room.” Lizzy suggested. The two smaller women 

maneuvered the stuntwoman back into the living room and Sarah slumped over onto the 
couch.  

“Sleep is good,” she muttered. 
“Oh no you don’t,” Stevie protested. “You’re drinking a big glass of water. I don’t 

even want to deal with your hangover tomorrow if you don’t.” 
“Get her some water and I’ll find some sweats for her to sleep in,” Lizzy suggested, 

heading back upstairs. 
When the archaeologist returned Sarah was finishing a large glass of water although 

she protested frequently. “Um…should you…ah…” Lizzy said awkwardly holding out a pair 
of sweatpants, sweatshirt, quilt and blanket. 

Stevie shook her head with a grin. “You’re not getting off the hook that easily,” she 
teased. “You start on her shoes and I’ll start at the other end.” 

Lizzy did as she was asked and undid the stuntwoman’s shoes, easing the large Doc 
Martens off of her feet. She glanced up to see Stevie easily pulling the sweater over the 
brunette’s head. A spark of jealousy flared as Lizzy watched Stevie move with an ease and 
fluidity that suggested she’d performed the task hundreds of times before. Absently the 
archaeologist wondered just how clumsily she’d perform given a similar task. 

With the sweater off, Stevie quickly undid the buttons of Sarah’s denim shirt. In 
seconds that was removed and in moments more her bra followed. Lizzy looked away 
bashfully as the Egyptologist eased the sweatshirt over her friend’s head. 

“Help me with her pants,” Stevie said, turning her attention to Lizzy. 
“How?” 
“I’ll undo them, you just pull from the bottom.” Stevie replied as Sarah mumbled 

something intelligible. 
Stevie chuckled. “Nice try tiger,” she told her friend, “but a threesome is out of the 

question. We broke up, remember?” 
Getting the jeans off was easier than getting the sweatpants on but in minutes that 

task was completed as well. “I hope she can see the humor of this in the morning,” Stevie 
muttered as she and Lizzy unfolded the blanket over the now slumbering stuntwoman. 

“Humor in what?” Lizzy asked. 
“Those sweats are umpteen sizes too small for her. They barely pass her knees and 

elbows.” Stevie replied with a chuckle. 
Lizzy laughed quietly. “I didn’t think of that, she’s a lot taller than me.” 
“It’ll do for tonight.” Stevie said looking at the soundly sleeping brunette. “I guess 

I’d better get back to your cousin’s,” she added glancing at Lizzy. 
Lizzy looked up at Stevie, surprised. “You don’t have to,” she said quietly. “You can 

stay here too.” She could feel her cheeks growing hot as Stevie looked dubiously at a very 
full couch. “Stay upstairs with me. Besides if Sarah wakes up and you’re not here, she might 
be upset…worried about you.” 

Stevie looked down at the soft green eyes gazing up at her and mutely nodded. She 
waited a moment, half expecting a glass to shatter or broom to fall, but there was only 
silence. 

“I think my grandmothers are in agreement.” Lizzy said, guessing her thoughts. 



Lizzy knocked down what few embers remained of the fire while Stevie unfolded the 
quilt, adding it to the blanket that already covered Sarah. They both made sure the 
stuntwoman who was snoring softly was well situated before turning off the lights and 
heading upstairs. Stevie followed the archaeologist and felt very awkward when they’d 
reached the bedroom. “I…I don’t want you to think…I mean…I’m not…” Stevie tried to 
find the words to match what she was feeling and failed miserably. 

Lizzy smiled at her, surprised with herself that she wasn’t feeling abject panic. “It’s 
very late, Stevie,” She said quietly. “You’re here to sleep, that’s all. All three of us have had a 
rough night. I don’t expect anything, okay? Especially not with Sarah drunk off her ass 
downstairs; it’s not how I’d want to start things. Sweats or t-shirt?” she asked, pulling a t-
shirt out of a drawer for herself. 

Stevie smiled, feeling relief on the one hand yet disappointment on the other. Still, 
she couldn’t argue with the archaeologist’s point. She knew how devastated she’d be if 
positions were switched and she was sleeping downstairs while Sarah was upstairs with 
another woman. She considered the temperature and didn’t feel the chill that had persisted 
most of the evening and looked at the down comforter on the bed. “T-shirt, please,” she 
said softly.  

Accepting the soft cotton shirt Stevie sat on the edge of the bed to undress. She 
could feel Lizzy doing likewise on the other side of the bed. While night was often a time for 
dread; the moments before sleep where she could wonder about what new horrors she was 
going to endure, there was instead an adolescent rush of adrenalin that surfaced instead. As 
she slipped out of her sweater and blouse she realized her body temperature was increasing, 
she wasn’t feeling cold. She unhooked her bra and had a flashback to feeling sixteen again. 
Absently she wondered if Lizzy was watching her and feeling the same level of nervous 
excitement. The butterflies proved more powerful than the threat of Callisto and as Stevie 
slid in between the sheets she wasn’t dreading the moments before sleep. 

“Which side of the bed do you generally sleep on?” Stevie asked, rolling over and 
propping up her head with her hand. It was only with disciplined determination that the 
words sounded calm and conversational. Stevie had to remind herself that she’d been in this 
position with a number of women in the past and therefore shouldn’t be feeling like such a 
novice.  

Lizzy turned to face her, grinning bashfully in spite of her rosy cheeks. “In the 
middle,” she said. “It’s not like I’ve got to negotiate for space with anyone. So…have you 
ever been the first woman someone slept with before?” the archaeologist asked curiously. 
 Stevie smiled. She could see the nervousness etched on Lizzy’s features and could 
read the effort she was expending to sound casual. “No,” she replied gently happy to see the 
archaeologist relax. “This is a first for me too. I hope I don’t screw it up. I’ve mentioned my 
ability to drive women back to men, right?” 

“I don’t think you need to worry about that,” Lizzy assured her, immensely relieved 
that she wasn’t the only one feeling the palpable awkwardness that permeated the bedroom. 
“There is this girl that I do believe I’m quite crazy about,” she added with feigned 
seriousness. “I really don’t see men in my future. Besides that, I don’t think my 
grandmothers would stand for it.” 

“I think they’d stand for anyone who makes you happy.” Stevie replied honestly. 
“I certainly hope so,” Lizzy confirmed and it was Stevie’s turn to blush. “You’re very 

beautiful,” she said quietly. 
“So are you,” Stevie replied. “You’ve got the most stunning eyes I think I’ve ever 

seen.” 



“I’ve seen Sarah,” Lizzy replied. “I find that hard to believe.” 
Stevie shook her head, “She’s beautiful, yeah but blue isn’t my color. Your eyes 

remind me of a really gorgeous sea green; that wonderful color when sunlight hits the ocean 
just right.” She leaned in, studying Lizzy’s eyes intently. “You’ve also got these stunning 
flecks of gold in your eyes; rather hypnotic.” Lizzy swallowed hard frantically trying to think 
of something to say. It was no use, the verbal part of her brain was clearly on the fritz. 
“Surely Emily Hampton must have told you how beautiful your eyes are?” Stevie asked with 
a tender smile. “How beautiful you are.” 

“Actually Emily was just hung up on my mouth,” Lizzy replied and groaned 
inwardly. Could lamer words have possibly come out of her mouth. 
 “Ahhh, your mouth,” Stevie murmured understandingly. “I can see why she’d get 
sidetracked.” Brown eyes gazed into green and then shifted lower, studying a soft pair of lips 
intently. A crash sounded from down the hall; Stevie wondering at first if Sarah had fallen 
off of the couch. “What was that?” 
 Lizzy sighed, disappointment evident on her face. “Nothing. Just stubborn dead 
women who must be thinking you’re throwing the moves on me or something.” 
 “I never knew my grandmother,” Stevie said, looking for a moment over her 
shoulder in the direction of the noise. “But I do know how sad my mother was when I 
didn’t want to play guitar, become a song writer and join a rock band. You know what else?” 
Stevie asked and Lizzy shook her head, “I got over her disapproval and one of these days 
she’s bound to forgive me. I guess the question is how would you feel about me throwing 
moves at you?” 
 There was another noise, this time like a stack of papers being shoved off of a desk. 
“I don’t think I’d mind that one bit,” Lizzy replied, refusing to acknowledge the sound. Her 
heart was beating so loudly anyways she scarcely heard it. 
 “Would you mind terribly if I kissed you?” Stevie asked. “Because I’m having a really 
hard time restraining myself at the moment.” 
 This time the sound of breaking glass could be heard from down the hall and even 
the windows of the bedroom rattled. 

 “Ignore them,” Lizzy whispered leaning into Stevie, happy to feel the warm softness 
of the mouth upon hers once again. Inwardly she suspected that kissing Stevie was becoming 
her favorite pastime. Tongues dueled gently together and the last thing on earth the 
archaeologist wanted to do was stop, but this time she was the one who pulled back gently. 

“We’re supposed to be taking this slow and I’m getting carried away,” Stevie 
admitted, a trifle embarrassed. “Thank you.” 

Lizzy took a deep breath. “I’d really like to get more carried away, some other time 
perhaps?” 

“You busy tomorrow?” Stevie asked, and saw the crestfallen look on Lizzy’s face. 
“A friend is coming into town tomorrow to do the séance at Mel’s tomorrow night. 

She’s staying here.” Lizzy said, wishing for a moment she could reach her friend by phone 
and cancel the visit. “I’m going to a Halloween party the night after. Maybe you and Sarah 
would like to join me?” 

“Are we going to ditch her at the party?” Stevie said hopefully. 
“Maybe not let her get plastered so she can make it back to Mel’s in on piece.” Lizzy 

countered.  
Stevie brushed a strand of hair out of Lizzy’s eyes, taking a moment to softly touch 

the other woman’s cheek. “What’s two days?” she asked, giving the archaeologist another 
soft kiss. She settled down for sleep on her back a respectful distance from Lizzy. 



The archaeologist laid back as well sighing quietly, wondering how in the hell she was 
supposed to sleep with a stunningly beautiful blonde twelve inches from her. “A very long 
time,” Lizzy muttered. Reaching under the covers she found Stevie’s hand and held it, the 
connection providing immediate comfort and security. “I’ll be here when you wake up,” 
Lizzy whispered as Stevie eased into unconsciousness. “Regardless of where you go when 
you’re asleep.” 

 
Chapter Five 

 
“Was i t  a thorn in your s ide , 

Something that you hide ,  
Something you don’ t  touch 
Because i t  hurts  too much” 

Sable On Blonde – Stevie  Nicks 
 
 
“Absorb thyself in the great sea of the waters of life. Dive deep in it until thou hast lost thyself and 

having lost thyself shall find thyself again. As it is written she hast her dwelling in the great sea and was a 
fish therein.” 

Stevie blinked once or twice and looked around for Callisto. She recognized the warrior’s voice, it 
was identical to her own but she didn’t see her anywhere. She looked around at her surroundings feeling as 
though she’d stepped into a Maxfield Parish painting. That feeling wasn’t a comfort.  It was obvious she was 
dreaming, the colors were vibrant - unnaturally so. She stood on the bank of a brightly sparkling stream her 
black boots contrasting strikingly with the stunningly verdant grass. The boots. These were not Stevie’s boots 
from the trendy shoe store on Melrose Avenue; these were warrior boots. She looked at her arms and body. 
She was wearing Callisto’s armor. 

“Changeless, this great deep of elemental water remainith forever pure. Because of this it possesseth a 
stability from water do all forms have their beginning.” 

“Callisto,” Stevie called out into the setting that was beyond picturesque. “What the hell are you 
talking about and why on Earth am I dressed like you?” 

“Welcome to Illusia,” Callisto said stepping out from behind the waterfall that fed the small stream. 
“Heaven perhaps or another form of Tartarus – you get to decide. Here you may find some answers, perhaps 
not.” She walked through the water without getting wet, her hair surprisingly straight and neat. Inwardly 
Stevie felt compelled to laugh but didn’t. The warrior was wearing a black lacy dress; she could have easily 
walked on stage and sang any number of Stevie Nicks’ songs and looked quite at home. 

“Why are you dressed like Stevie Nicks?” Stevie asked after blinking once or twice. “I’m not saying 
the look doesn’t work for you, I just don’t understand it.” 

“Every night that goes between, I feel a little less. As you slowly go away from me; this is only 
another test.” Callisto said looking at Stevie solemnly. 

“That’s the song ‘Storms’ off of Fleetwood Mac’s Tusk album. Obviously I’m very familiar with it. 
What’s your point?” Stevie asked, following the warrior who led the way down a small path. 

“Every night you do not come, your softness fades away. Did I ever really care that much? Is there 
anything left to say?” Callisto said, leading the way into a room filled with columns.  

Stevie could hear her heartbeat echo in the room that sounded like a mournful drum beat to her ears. 
The throbbing echoed loudly off of the chamber walls and Stevie wished for some way to silence the noise. 

“Every hour of fear I spend, my body tries to cry. Living through each empty night, a deadly call 
inside.” As Callisto spoke, Stevie felt anger and frustration well up within her. She wanted nothing more 
than to wake from the dream, to return to the world of the living, especially given that not minutes before her 



lips had been attached to those of an attractive young woman who she wanted to get to know better. That 
would be a preferable experience to trying to figure out what she was doing in a place, that even by the 
standards of her own dreams, was beyond weird. “I haven’t felt this way I feel, since many a year ago. But in 
those years and the lifetimes past, I did not deal with the road.” Callisto continued, leading Stevie through the 
room of columns into a forest, only slightly more realistic than the one she’d just left. 

“I know the song, Callisto.” Stevie said. “What’s your point? The next line is ‘I did not deal with 
you I know, though the love has always been. So I search to find an answer there, so I can truly win.’” 

Callisto gently touched Stevie’s forearm and led her to some trees by the edge of the clearing. Turning 
to face the Egyptologist now dressed as a warrior, Callisto tenderly pushed an errant strand of hair from 
Stevie’s eyes. “So I try to say goodbye my friend, I’d like to leave you with something warm, but never have I 
been a blue calm sea, I have always been a storm.” With that she pushed Stevie through the line of trees. 

Stevie tumbled backward landing flat on her back on an expanse of rocky ground. “Callisto!” she 
shouted angrily, but the warrior was nowhere to be seen. The sound of thunder rang loudly in her ears and 
Stevie sat up. She surveyed her surroundings, not having a clue where she was supposed to be. The sky was an 
unnatural hue, far too much orange and red to be Earth and the air smelled of noxious gasses. 

 “What the hell was that for?” Stevie demanded feeling an odd sense of vertigo that reminded her of 
a nasty inner-ear infection she’d had when she was twenty. She had memories now, memories that were not 
her own; she no longer just looked like Callisto- she was Callisto. 

It all came flooding back to her in the seconds that followed. The memories, the horror and the 
power; she was once mortal, died, ate of the tree of life and became immortal. Then she ate Ambrosia stolen 
from Velaska and became a god. Stevie Nicks Montgomery was a god. Stevie was at once surprised and 
saddened by this new realization. She stood up scarcely feeling the extreme cold on her skin and tested herself. 
She threw several fireballs, making nearby rocks explode. She was impressed by what she could now do and 
saddened that it didn’t matter. She had all the power in the world except to do what she desired most, to end 
her own suffering. Stevie longed for oblivion, an absence of everything for Callisto as much as for herself. No 
sound, no memory, no thought just the quiet stillness of an infinite amount of nothing. She was in Callisto’s 
body now, she was Callisto; perhaps now she could do for the psychotic warrior what she could not fathom to 
do as herself – she would end Callisto’s torment and perhaps end her own as well. 

The sky was unnaturally dark, forbidding shades of orange, red and blue mixing tumultuously. 
Electricity crackled through the atmosphere around her making the molecules radiate with energy. This was 
an energy she could harness and use. She focused herself on a point in space directly in front of her. Reaching 
out with her power she gathered the circling storm of energy to her and pushed it at that point in space and 
time. In moments a fissure opened and she used that small breach to reach into the world she came from. She 
plunged forward and found herself falling from the sky. 

“Just weren’t built to hold a real god, were you?” Stevie asked aloud as she stood up. 
No longer in Illusia, no longer on the alternate plane of existence she knew she was standing on 

Greek soil, several days travel from where she’d been born. Stevie had never been to Greece and was surprised 
at the familiar smell of the air she breathed. Everything about the place, from the trees all around to the faint 
scent of salt water carried on an ocean breeze reminded her of home. She was home. She felt in place and out 
of place at the same time. As nearly drunk with power as she was nearly overcome with infinite sadness Stevie 
walked down a dirt path surprised by the priest running toward her. 

She remembered the cave where a growing demon waited for her; helpless, defenseless it was up to her 
to bring the Priest of the Flesh to Hope and in exchange she might receive the oblivion she sought. As she 
considered this, the priest reached her, roughly trying to shove her out of the way. 

“Move woman!” he said, “Xena is coming, run for it.” 
“Who are you?” Stevie asked, curious to see Sarah in her previous incarnation. 
“I am the Priest of the Flesh, now move!” 



Before really considering what she was doing, Stevie unsheathed her dagger and slit the priest’s 
throat, shocked at how easy it had been; how readily his flesh had given way to her dagger. 

As she held the priest’s body upright Xena came running up, surprise registering in her face. With 
the most minimal effort Stevie vanished, taking the priest with her. 

“Hi honey, I’m home.” Her call was answered by a groan not far off in the distance. “There you 
are. Hello pumpkin, Auntie Callisto has brought you a little treat. It is what you wanted isn’t it? They 
called him the priest of the flesh. Now shall I carve, or will you?” In a strange way it made sense to Stevie. 
Callisto was dead inside and it wasn’t that far of a leap to kill others, especially priests who were more than 
willing to sacrifice innocent people to Dahak. Not that she cared for those innocents either. If someone was 
foolish enough to believe in any god to the point of making one’s own life forfeit, then they deserved what they 
got. 

Hope’s needs met for the time being, Stevie decided to see what Xena was up to. She stretched out 
with her mind and could sense the warrior. Concentrating, she willed herself there. 

While the face looked like Sarah’s, Stevie knew it was not. This was Xena, an enemy unlike any 
other. This woman would stop at nothing to kill her and that was exactly what the Callisto part of Stevie 
needed to show her. 
 “You’re not really happy to see me,” Stevie announced upon her arrival. “Neither am I really, but 
I’ve got a plan to solve both of our problems.” 
 “Why don’t you let me in on it?” Xena asked. 
 “Oh, Xena,” Stevie replied, reading the warrior’s face as easily as she could read the stuntwoman’s. 
“I tell you and the first thing you know is you’ll be trying to stop me. You just trust me. You’re gonna love it. 
Well, at least half of it.” 
 “Oh goody.” Xena said tightly. 
 Stevie drew her sword, surprised that she instinctively knew how to use it. “It’s funny I keep this 
thing around,” she explained, “I don’t really need it, it’s just for decoration, and for fun.” 
 She struck her sword against Xena’s satisfied at the metallic clang that emanated from the contact. 
“I don’t know if I’m toying with you, or if you’re toying with me,” she said, unable to keep the flirtation from 
her voice. “You can’t beat me Xena,” then awareness dawned, her plan wasn’t moving forward at the 
moment, just as Callisto had been countless times before, Stevie was distracted now. “You can only delay me. 
Sorry Xena, but I’m on a schedule.” She threw a fireball, not hitting Xena, but Ares who appeared from 
thin air behind her.  
 He threw his usual taunts which Stevie ignored, as she grabbed the nearby priest and vanished, 
heading back to the cave, and to Hope. 
 Stevie was ready to kill the second priest she encountered: The Priest of the Blood, but his quick 
talking convinced her to bring him inside. If she could be certain her plan would work, to end Callisto’s 
existence and suffering, then at least she had something to work towards. The Priest of the Blood assured 
Stevie he could talk to Hope, communicate for her and Stevie decided it was worth a shot. 

“Very good, molded her cocoon from Geneclies flesh as it is written.” The priest said looking at the 
pulsating cocoon with awe. 

“Priest of the Flesh,” Stevie observed, “it wasn’t that hard to figure out. Now talk to her.” 
“What do you want us to ask her?” The priest asked, getting to his knees and approaching the 

cocoon. 
“Ask her if she understands what I’m doing and exactly why I’m protecting her.” Stevie said 

clearly, wanting no confusion and not trusting anyone, priest or otherwise who spoke of themselves in third 
person. 

“You want to die?” The priest asked, a trifle confused. 
“More than that,” Stevie replied. “I want oblivion. I want my life to end; I want it all to stop. No 

nothing, no memories, not Tartarus, nothing and I know she can do it. Now does she agree?” 



The priest shrugged. “The goddess understands and she agrees.” 
Stevie felt relieved. She knelt by the cocoon gently touching the outer membrane. The ‘Stevie’ part of 

her was horrified to be touching membranes that had recently been on the inside of another human being. The 
‘Callisto’ part of her could not have cared less. Seeing gore, blood and entrails just served to remind her of so 
many battles, so much death. “You should have been my child,” she said, feeling more like Callisto than 
Stevie. “You know that? But that’s okay. There is so much power it’s almost scary. Daughter of Dahak 
with the power of her father behind her; yes, quite scary. 

As Stevie contemplated Callisto’s death she thought of her own as well. More than once she’d 
mentioned in therapy any number of ways to off herself. When the depression seemed darkest The American 
Birthright also known as a handgun seemed the most logical choice. If she was going to die why not also do 
some good and fuel the backlash against the NRA’s rallying cry of a gun in every home. Unlike most 
women, she had no qualms about the thought of blowing off the back of her head with a hollow point bullet. 
When she was ever so slightly less depressed she pictured a picturesque spot on the cliffs over a stunning 
expanse of ocean and taking an impossible curve at full speed, her car filled with propane canisters. This idea 
was impractical though in the unreliability to die in such a crash and the environmental impact should the 
explosion work. Suddenly the words of the past-life medium at the Hawthorne Hotel came back to her. 

 “You name it, you’ve done it.” Epphie Starshine had said “mostly guns, you’ve 
hanged yourself once, fire plays a big part, you’ve orchestrated a number of impressive 
explosions. 

Here she was, once again thinking about the circle going in its continuous loop. Stevie decided that 
this was the sort of thinking she needed to break free of. She didn’t get much farther with her thoughts when 
she sensed a presence. It was Xena, the woman who would in time become Sarah, her lover. It was impossible 
to think of this woman as Sarah now, there was no trace of attraction, affection or understanding at all. Even 
when Stevie and Sarah had fought and cried as they struggled to disentangle themselves emotionally from one 
another there always remained a sense of who they were for each other. 

As with Sarah however there was passion in the fighting. Unlike Sarah at the early stages of the 
breakup, this was not fighting that led to angry sex, or make-up sex or any kind of sex. This was the kind 
of fighting that led to dead bodies littering the ground. Stevie was immortal however and ending up a dead 
body, while her ultimate plan was not about to happen now. 

“Oh Xena come on, I know you’re here.” Stevie said, waiting for the warrior to show herself. “Still 
trying to stop me, even though I’m doing you a favor?” 

Xena dropped down behind her. “You can do me a favor by handing over Hope,” she said. 
“Oh, you figured it out did you?” Stevie said surprised the warrior had figured out the plan so 

quickly; perhaps Xena was smarter than Sarah. “Well no can do. She’s not quite up to snuff at the moment. 
She’s cocooned, helpless; she needs her Auntie Callisto, and you would just run her through.” 

“That’s the idea.” Xena replied. 
“Well I can’t let it happen,” Stevie explained. “You see I have plans for her, big plans.” 
“Well forget about them,” Xena said defiantly. “Hand over that monster.” 
“What is this?” Stevie demanded quickly disarming the warrior. “Some kind of martyrdom phase 

you’re going through? I could kill you in an instant?” 
Xena kicked and managed to get her sword back. When she did she brought it down squarely on 

Stevie’s wrist, severing her hand. “Nice try,” Stevie said, annoyed that she now had to expend the energy 
needed to grow a new hand. “But that threat only worked when I was immortal, but I’m a god now Xena. 
Welcome to my world, now get ready to leave it.” She pointed with her finger and then paused, glancing up at 
the roof of the cave. 

 Having paid attention to her pervious dreams Stevie knew enough not to use the fireballs in the 
cave, as it would only bury her under a pile of rocks that would take time to emerge from.  



“Oh clever, clever girl.” She said, seeing that was Xena’s plan. “You want me to use my powers in 
here so all these stupid rocks come tumbling down on me.” 

“You’re a god, it won’t kill ya,” Xena replied helpfully. 
“No, it won’t kill me, but it will keep me locked up long enough for you to get to my precious little 

baby. Oh well,” she said tossing the sword into her other hand. “Back to basics.” 
She didn’t however consider that possibility when she emerged from the cave and sure enough, Xena 

used a shield to deflect a fireball and loosen a rockslide. As Callisto numerous times before her, Stevie was 
buried under a pile of granite. It took time but Stevie managed to unbury herself. As she worked she felt a 
pang of sympathy for all of the different times Callisto found herself in the same position. The rocks couldn’t 
kill her but that didn’t keep them from hurting.  

When she finally emerged she headed to the Halls of War and it wasn’t long before Hope emerged 
from her cocoon, an identical copy in age and appearance to Gabrielle, her mother. Obviously Stevie was 
dreaming, the humor was beyond comical. Stevie laughed out loud as Gabrielle looked in horror at Hope. On 
occasion Fate had a sense of humor. 

“Oh, the mother and child reunion,” Stevie said, actually enjoying the surreal moment of the dream. 
“I’m all misty eyed.” Xena raised her sword and with a glare Hope disarmed her. “Oh now she’s scary,” 
Stevie said. “And you missed your one chance before she hatched.” 

Xena raised her chakram and for a moment Stevie was genuinely concerned that the newly hatched 
goddess might not be quick enough to evade the blade. Moving on instince alone, she attacked, trying to keep 
Xena off balance and keep Hope alive, long enough for the promise made by the child-goddess to be fulfilled. 
Powerful as Xena was she wasn’t a god and before long Stevie had the warrior on her knees gasping for air. 

“Hope is just using you, Callisto.” Xena said, between pants. “I wouldn’t turn my back on her.” 
“Like you turned your back on precious little Gabrielle?” Stevie asked. “Yeah, I guess you speak 

from experience, huh?” Stevie threw a fireball, only to be tripped and have it miss it’s mark. It hit the ceiling 
and once again granite rained down burying Stevie in another pile of rocks. Stevie was beginning to 
understand Callisto endless frustration with her existence and desperate desire to be freed from this life, even 
though it meant the absence of any other. 

She freed herself and was about to try another fireball when Hope demanded to be taken away. 
Dahak had more important things in mind and while Stevie was still angry at being buried under a rock pile 
twice in the span of several hours she wasn’t about to argue. 

They returned to the site of the attempted sacrifices and Hope demanded a disguise. “I don’t know 
why you want to look like her,” Stevie said. “She’s an annoying little…” One glare from the goddess and 
Stevie kept the rest of the statement to herself. It was indeed becoming troubling deciding where Callisto ended 
and she began. Stevie didn’t really think Gabrielle annoying at all. The fact that her looks favored Lizzy 
endeared her quite strongly to the Egyptologist. Still, using Callisto’s powers she did as she was asked and 
Hope did indeed look exactly like Gabrielle. This was one aspect of it all that made things easier for Stevie. 
Gabrielle and Lizzy looked very similar but not identical. Lizzy’s hair was a lighter blonde, void of any 
strawberry tint and much shorter. Their faces were the same, and that was causing enough conflict as it was. 

“Very well, so be it.” She extended a jet of flame and Hope emerged. “Well I guess it is a good 
disguise, and you’ll attract less attention than walking around naked I suppose.”  

Stevie and Hope returned to the temple of Ares. She was ready for a fight but instead watched in 
horrified shock as Hope pulled the god’s face towards her. They kissed deeply, his hands roaming over her 
body and the warrior felt her mouth go dry. Warrior, Egyptologist, it was hard for Stevie to know what she 
was anymore. All she knew is that she was watching someone who looked very much like Lizzy kissing a 
man and it was making her sick to her stomach. Stevie felt very much like she was being played. Like shades 
of Hurricane Katherine all over again, the sight made Stevie nauseous and the only place she could think to 
escape was to Xena. 

She found Xena with Gabrielle on their way to Ares’ stronghold.  



“I’m not here to fight you Xena, I’m just here to chat.” Stevie explained, doing her best to look 
harmless. 

“Let me guess,” Xena replied. “Things didn’t work out with Hope quite the way you expected?” 
“No, actually the sight of her and Ares rolling around like weasels made me sick.” Stevie didn’t 

bother mentioning Hurricane Katherine, while that would have elicited shades of sympathy and understanding 
from Sarah, she wasn’t due to be born for over two thousand years. 

“Hope and Ares?” Gabrielle asked, surprised. 
“Why yes Gabrielle,” Stevie replied. “It seems your daughter is in heat.” 
“So you’re switching sides, again.” Xena said. 
“For a price,” Stevie stated, emphatically. “I help you put Dahak back in the bottle, and you help 

me die. I figure you’ve got a bead on that Hind’s blood dagger, I figure Hercules probably told you where it is. 
It can kill a god you know.” She looked at Xena, trying to read the warrior’s expression. “So how about it? 
I scratch your back, you stab mine?” 
 “What’s the matter?” Xena asked. “Existence getting to be a bit of a burden?” 
 “Yes, honestly.” Stevie replied, happy for the opportunity to be completely truthful on so many levels 
with Sarah’s ancestor. “I yearn for oblivion, annihilation…peace if you will.” 
 “You helped that demon kill my son, you think I’m going to help you find peace?” 
 “Then I’ll just go back and do Hope’s bidding.” Stevie replied, hoping that would change Xena’s 
mind. 
 “You do that.” Xena said. “I’ve beaten you before, I can beat you again. May you live forever.” 

That stung Stevie in places of her psyche beyond those occupied by Callisto. It was the same tone 
Sarah had used in announcing their breakup and it echoed with Stevie still. While stubbornness was a trait 
Sarah carried all these centuries later; it was one that Stevie was adept at maneuvering around. 

“I like the idea of you having to live with your suffering.” Xena said when Stevie had tried to 
convince her once again of killing Callisto with the Hind’s blood dagger. 

“Who said anything about suffering?” Stevie asked, “It’s more of a boredom thing, an emptiness 
really.” 

She was surprised beyond belief that it was Gabrielle who talked Xena into letting her help. Stevie 
wasn’t surprised, it made sense; there was a clear headedness to Gabrielle that Lizzy seemed to have inherited 
all of these years later. She walked with the two of them for the rest of the day.  

They stopped to save some villagers from the dubious distinction of being rounded up to be sacrifices 
to Dahak. Stevie enjoyed the opportunity to turn her fireballs to the priests of Hope who’d proven to be as 
rewarding as any other failed relationship. Venting some of that rage she exploded the occasional building 
and made the robes of several priests burst into flames. She was surprised, but the wanton destruction did 
indeed make her feel a bit better. Village saved, she continued on with Xena and Gabrielle until nightfall. 
She could have easily waited for them to reach wherever it was they would camp for the night and simply 
appear at their side, but Stevie wanted the company. There was a symmetry to the three of them even though 
she was the one they battled time and again and given her desire, to have her existence end, it made fitting 
sense to spend her last moments with two people she hated more in this life, and loved more in another than 
anyone on earth. 

It was time to make camp and Xena built a fire. Gabrielle had looked at Stevie suspiciously the 
entire day and said she wanted to turn in early. As much as she knew about the relationship between the two, 
she didn’t think there was any chance that Xena would show any vulnerability tonight. Gabrielle would sleep 
by the fire, and while it would have been perfectly acceptable with Stevie for Xena to join her, she knew the 
warrior would stay up with her, watching her, until morning. 

Stevie sat by Xena at the fire as the warrior sharpened her sword. She absently watched the anemic 
flames struggling against the damp firewood. With an absent flick of her wrist, a bright cheery blaze erupted, 



filling the campsite with warmth. “No need for firewood with me around,” Stevie explained and then looked 
at the sky. 

Stars never ceased to amaze her whenever she got away from the city. Here, in this place and time 
she could see the stars, as she never had before. No smog, no light pollution, no ring of space debris circling the 
planet. These were stars! “This is probably the last night sky either of us will ever see,” she said 
conversationally. She thought about what she knew of Callisto and her history. While it might have been 
more than Callisto could address, with Stevie’s years of therapy it was not more than she could handle. 
“Xena, about your son…” The warrior’s blue eyes flashed in anger towards her and it made Stevie angry. 
The loss of Xena’s son was no more painful in the scheme of things than Callisto’s entire life, while she 
wouldn’t burden her future lover with that guilt now, she was going to at least address Callisto’s feelings about 
the boy. “You just wait,” she demanded. “Listen to me, I have something to say,” 

“So say it,” Xena growled. 
“That night that I heard you screaming over his body…I want you to know I felt nothing. No 

pleasure, no sense of fulfillment, I just felt a horrible sense of loneliness.” Stevie doubted such a revelation 
would have much impact on Sarah much less her ancestor but it was honest and it needed to be said. 

“Should I feel sorry for you?” Xena asked incredulously. 
“I just want my creator to know why I have to enter oblivion. There is nothing for me; all the love 

and joy I had died that night in Cirra when you killed my family. There was…” Stevie remembered she was 
Callisto and tried to stay true to the psychotic woman’s feelings. “There was hatred and resentment and that 
was absolutely delicious, wonderful; but now there’s nothing left. Nothing. Do you understand me?” 

“Yes, I do.” Xena said looking like she had indeed heard Stevie and had not liked what she heard 
one bit. “I’m going for a walk,” she announced. 

Stevie sighed and nodded, noting a shift from the bedroll across the fire. She knew Gabrielle wasn’t 
asleep but had wanted to give them their space, or just avoid her, she couldn’t really be sure. “So, did we 
bond?” Stevie asked as Xena stood up. 

“No.” The warrior answered flatly. 
Whether the warrior was cognizant of the fact or not they had indeed bonded and Stevie was going to 

acknowledge it “Good.” She said, “I’m going to miss our fireside chats.” 
The next morning Stevie headed to the temple of Dahak ahead of the others on the off chance that 

the Hind’s blood dagger was there. Unable to find it, she rejoined Xena and Gabrielle making sure that 
unlike Hope, Xena would stick to her word. 

“Try not to die before doing me first,” she warned. “Or I’ll make Gabrielle wish you had. How’s 
that for incentive?” Even in the short time Stevie had been in Callisto’s body the bond between Xena and 
Gabrielle was plainly evident. No one could miss the fact that these two women were desperately in love with 
each other. In fact, her time in Callisto’s body had made Stevie wonder if several thousand years were enough 
to leave any space for either of them for anyone else. While parts of Stevie wanted oblivion as much as 
Callisto did, other parts of her were certainly intrigued by some of what life had to offer, most recently her 
budding relationship with one young archaeologist. Was it only a matter of time before Lizzy came to her 
senses and realized that Sarah was indeed the Xena to her Gabrielle? Or had that relationship fully run it’s 
course and they were both ready to move on in their later incarnations? 

The battle in Dahak’s temple began as expected. The dead bodies of Dahak’s priests began to pile 
up as Xena fought her way through to the endless fire pit. Quite unexpectedly, as Xena approached with the 
Hind’s blood dagger it was Gabrielle who raced forward and grabbing Hope plunged headlong into the 
flaming pit. Both were gone. Hope and Gabrielle were dead.  

Stevie knew that it was now or never. Xena leaned over the pit, the Hind’s blood dagger forgotten in 
her hand, devastated as the love of her life just plunged to her death. She was feeling pain beyond words, 
beyond measure and as much as it hurt Stevie to do it, she had to attack now to make Xena react like a 
wounded human being, not think like a warrior. She laughed. 



“I never thought I’d feel so good again,” Stevie said in between giggles. “Seeing poor, dear, Gabrielle 
sacrifice herself makes it all worth while.” She pressed further, not wanting Xena to take the time to think. 
Certainly it would have worked on Sarah. “It finally gives me a reason for living and I have you to thank for 
it Xena.” 

Xena screamed and spun around with the dagger. She shoved it into Stevie’s abdomen, the icy hot 
pain shooting through her entire body. 

“No more living for you,” Xena said, her voice thick with grief. 
Stevie looked down at the dagger that she and Xena both held onto. Looking up she saw the 

warrior, her creator, her enemy and her lover all as one. This wasn’t the answer, it wasn’t the solution but it 
was too late now. Her life was spilling out and as she slowly drew her hand down the body of the woman she 
hated and loved she realized how very wrong she had been about everything. 
  
 Stevie’s eyes fluttered open, she wasn’t dead; she was very much alive and lying on 
her back in a very warm comfortable bed. Lizzy Covington was sleeping soundly, her head 
resting on Stevie’s shoulder, one arm wrapped protectively around her middle. Stevie 
couldn’t overlook how well their two bodies fit together; curves and softness meeting 
together in all of the right places. Absently she touched the soft crown of blonde hair resting 
on her shoulder deciding that she really liked the scent of whatever shampoo the 
archaeologist used. 
 The dream had given Stevie much to think about and much she wanted to discuss 
with Sarah. Perhaps it was no mistake that they figured so prominently in each other’s life. 
The most passionate of enemies transcend space and time to become passionate lovers and 
then something…else. What the hell were they to each other? Four months of therapy since 
the breakup hadn’t yielded any answers she didn’t see why four days on vacation would. Still 
a part of her had hoped that the answers she sought would miraculously coalesce out of the 
ether for once in her life. 
 Leaving Sarah, her thoughts drifted back to the woman sleeping comfortably against 
her. Idly, Stevie wondered exactly where she wanted this relationship to go. She allowed 
herself a small smirk given that she was already in bed with the woman, although they were 
somewhat clothed. She felt a pull at her hip; Lizzy was urging Stevie to roll onto her side. 
She complied and in moments the slumbering archaeologist had found a new comfortable 
position with her face nestled in Stevie’s t-shirt clad cleavage. Stevie considered that there 
might be an assertive quality to the archaeologist in the bedroom that she kept well hidden. 
If anything Lizzy had acted as if interactions between women were quite out of her comfort 
zone, in spite of the fact that she was a lesbian. Stevie suspected that she’d take to the whole 
thing a lot more gracefully than she gave herself credit for. With this in mind, Stevie draped 
her other arm around Lizzy’s body and held her close. 
 She’d never been anyone’s first sexual encounter before and the prospect of that 
intimidated her. She was usually someone’s first chronic depression sufferer, art historian or 
Great Dane owner but never first woman. She also wondered logically how it could work. In 
the immediate sense, there was Lizzy’s house that was shared by two ghosts who only barely 
tolerated her presence and a guesthouse that she was sharing with her ex-girlfriend, two gay 
men and four evangelical Christians, not to mention Lizzy’s cousin. She doubted getting a 
room at any other hotel would be possible given it was Halloween weekend in Salem. In the 
larger picture, if she found a way to make sex with Lizzy Covington logistically happen then 
what? She cared about the archaeologist and didn’t doubt that her feelings were mirrored in 
the woman sleeping quietly in her arms but that was hardly enough. She could come back 
and visit of course. She’d agreed to teach the seminar in the summer and had no doubt she 



could book as much work-travel as she wanted. The Getty would only be too happy to loan 
her out and raise their profile in the process. Lizzy could visit her as well; archaeologists 
were rarely on digs year round and their time off was pretty much their own if they had 
sufficient funding. But Stevie’s track record with long distance relationships wasn’t 
encouraging and Sarah would no doubt point that out. First things first she heard Jane’s voice 
say in her head. There was no point in trying to figure out the logistics of a relationship that 
technically didn’t exist yet. If this sort of thing had to be negotiated, she was happy to leave 
that to Stevie and Lizzy’s future selves. 
 “Mmmm,” Lizzy murmured, drawing Stevie from her thoughts. 
 Stevie couldn’t help but grin as she started a mental count down to when Lizzy 
would wake up, realize where she was, and panic. 
 “Comfy?” Stevie asked, her voice a low murmur. 
 “Yessss,” Lizzy replied in kind, moving one leg that was already hopelessly tangled 
between Stevie’s. From her vantage point, Stevie could see the ends of soft eyelashes flutter; 
fly open and the archaeologist’s entire body went rigid. 
 Lizzy had been having the most wonderful dream involving warmth, softness, 
smooth skin that wore a delicate an enticing perfume and…fabric softener. The fabric 
softener bit didn’t really fit and Lizzy realized she wasn’t really dreaming. She could smell the 
laundry she’d washed two days ago. All at once her senses began to report in. Her hand was 
resting against the small of a t-shirt clad back and she could feel firm muscle. Her legs 
reported in with information that they were resting against, warm smooth skin as well. No t-
shirt barriers here, just skin against skin; warm, recently shaved skin without the slightest 
hint of stubble; female skin. Lizzy blinked her eyes and opened them to see the white of a t-
shirt right in front of her. She was looking at Stevie’s breasts. The perfectly proportioned 
and soft breasts she’d been sleeping on seconds ago. Lizzy Covington wanted to die. She’d 
woken up in Stevie’s arms, arms that were quite tightly wrapped around her. 
 Stevie held firm, not letting the startled woman bolt from her embrace and fall 
backwards onto the floor. “Easy tiger,” she said soothingly. “I don’t want you falling off the 
bed and cracking your head open. Your grandmother’s would be rather put out about that 
I’m sure.” 
 “I…um…I can’t believe…er…” Lizzy stammered into Stevie’s breasts, trying to 
relax her body and pulling back a little. 
 “Good morning to you too,” Stevie replied with a grin, loosening her hold just a 
little. 
 “Would you believe me if I said I’m generally not a cuddler?” Lizzy asked lamely, 
feeling her cheeks flush crimson. This had to be a new record for her; she’d been conscious 
less than a minute and was already blushing. 
 “I thought you hadn’t slept with women before?” Stevie asked relaxing her embrace 
and letting Lizzy move away a little bit. 
 “Yeah, but with men,” Lizzy offered. 
 “Oh,” Stevie replied in understanding. “Then yes, I would believe you. Who on earth 
wants to sleep cuddled up with something that smells like…like…” 
 “A man?” Lizzy offered with a grin. She felt the heat fade a bit from her cheeks. 
There was something about Stevie that made her self-conscious awkwardness dissipate. 
Almost as if she didn’t mind feeling out of her element and unsure of what to say or do 
because Stevie genuinely didn’t seem to mind. Rather, the stunning platinum blonde had 
been nothing but encouraging and kind when she felt like a fish out of water.  

“You date many men?” Stevie asked, curious. 



“A few,” the archaeologist confirmed. “They were alright I suppose, but really not all 
that interesting. I certainly didn’t sound like a babbling idiot around them every two seconds. 
What about you?” 
 To Lizzy’s surprise it was now Stevie who blushed a little. “A couple, way back 
when. It was the phase of how do I know I don’t chocolate ice cream if I’ve never had 
chocolate ice cream; curiosity satisfied, I moved on.” Lizzy nodded in agreement, only she 
hadn’t really gotten to the moving on part yet. “I like the babbling, by the way,” Stevie added 
favoring the archeologist with a warm smile then continued, “Sarah’s never bothered with 
men, she keeps saying she wants to; I don’t think she likes the idea of me having anything up 
on her in the bedroom. But I respect the fact that she just trusted her gut and didn’t look 
back.” 
 As if on cue there was a thud from downstairs and a rather pathetic wail. 
“Stteeeevvvviiiieeeeee” 
 “Speak of the devil,” Stevie said with a wink to Lizzy, “I think I hear the call of an 
outrageous hangover. I’d better check on my ex-girlfriend.” She started to move away and 
stopped. Leaning in quickly, she kissed Lizzy, her lips softly caressing those of the 
archaeologist. “Thank you for letting me stay, it was really nice sleeping with you.” She said 
before getting out of bed. 
 It took a moment for Lizzy’s brain to start working again but before Stevie reached 
the door she realized what didn’t fit in her companions’ appearance. “Pants,” she said 
reaching for her dresser. “I think Sarah would feel better if she saw you in pants.” Lizzy 
added, tossing a pair of sweat pants to Stevie. 
 “Thank you Lizzy,” Stevie said. “I’m not sure she’d notice, but just in case, you’re 
right. I know I’d feel better if I were her.” 
 Lizzy put on a pair of sweat pants as well and followed Stevie down the stairs.  Sure 
enough, Sarah had fallen off of the couch and was tangled in the blanket and quilt. 
Fortunately she hadn’t hit her head on the coffee table. Stevie stared at the small table; she 
didn’t remember it being so far away from the couch the night before. 
 “G’morning sunshine,” Stevie said softly, kneeling down to help Sarah get into an 
upright position. 
 “You don’t need to shout,” Sarah said looking pale with dark circles under her eyes 
and a mass of black hair that looked like it hadn’t been brushed in months. “I feel like crap.” 
She announced solemnly. 
 “You always do,” Stevie said gently with a shake of her head. “Lets get you back up 
on the couch. 
 Sarah shook her head. “Bathroom first. Oh fuck, it’s upstairs.” As the night before, 
both women helped Sarah up the stairs and back down. And while the stuntwoman may 
have felt worse about the whole process, it was much easier for the other two with her 
somewhat sober. 
 “Shall I fix breakfast?” Lizzy offered, not sure what she could do for the 
stuntwoman. She was relieved that Covington’s rarely had hangovers if this was any 
indication as to how bad they could be. 
 “Would you mind if Stevie cooked?” Sarah asked hopefully. “She makes this egg and 
toast thing that is a great cure for hangovers.” 
 “Sure,” Lizzy agreed, wondering how many hangovers it took for Stevie to come up 
with a recipe that would cure it. 
 “You rock,” Sarah muttered and fell back onto the couch, covering her eyes with her 
arm. “Damn, I had some strange dreams.” 



 “You can tell us all about it when I bring you breakfast.” Stevie said, following Lizzy 
into the kitchen. 
 “What do you need?” Lizzy asked, opening her ‘fridge. 
 “Bread, eggs, butter, bacon if you’ve got it and some of the scotch from last night if 
Sarah didn’t finish the bottle. Oh… before you go get the bottle, take this to Sarah and tell 
her to drink it.” Stevie filled a large glass with water from the tap and in moments Lizzy 
returned with the nearly empty scotch bottle. “If you’ve got cream cheese and dill that’d be 
great.” 
 Lizzy gathered the requested ingredients and began cooking bacon as she watched 
with interest as Stevie prepared breakfast. Stevie cut a half-dollar sized hole in two pieces of 
bread, buttered each side and put them into a fry pan with a little extra butter. As the bread 
cooked she cracked an egg and filled each hole, the eggs cooking inside the bread. In a 
second bowl she broke several more eggs then added some milk and dill weed. 
 “Do you like scrambled eggs?” Stevie asked as she beat the eggs with a fork. Lizzy 
nodded and drained the bacon on several paper towels. 
 Just before pulling the egg filled bread slices out of the frying pan, Stevie added a bit 
of scotch to the bubbling butter. It immediately steamed up, browning the butter and giving 
and interesting smoky fragrance to the dish. “I think this part is pointless, but Sarah smells a 
hint of Scotch and is convinced she’s getting some of the ‘hair of the dog’ and seems to 
think her hangover is cured. Frankly, the secret is the water I make her drink before 
breakfast, but don’t tell her that.” 
 Lizzy marveled at the subtle manipulation that appeared to be part and parcel to 
relationships and wondered if she really was cut out for something like that. She looked up 
as Stevie was scrambling eggs, preparing her breakfast, and really hoped she was. When the 
eggs had nearly finished cooking, Stevie added a bit of cream cheese and more dill. She 
salted them lightly and added quite a bit of pepper. “I’m not much of a cook,” the art 
historian explained, “but I can do breakfast alright. I often end up eating breakfast for dinner 
as a matter of fact.” 
 “It’s the comfort food quality, isn’t it?” Lizzy asked. 
 Stevie nodded and added. “That and breakfast is just easier.” 
 Lizzy carried Sarah’s plate into the living room and handed it to the stuntwoman. All 
three sat around the small coffee table. As Sarah ate, Lizzy noticed that the ashen pallor of 
her cheeks faded and she began to look more like herself. 
 “So what did you dream?” Stevie asked Sarah. 
 “Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” Sarah asked, and then looked at Stevie and Lizzy 
both in t-shirts and sweatpants. “Or did you sleep last night?” 
 “Sarah, don’t be a jerk,” Stevie chided gently. “I slept just fine. Had my usual 
interesting walk through Callisto’s life, only this time I was Callisto. Actually, you ended up 
killing me at the end.” 
 “I would never kill you,” Sarah said defensively. 
 “But Xena did,” Lizzy replied. “The scrolls aren’t really clear on the matter, because 
they make it seem like Xena killed Callisto a number of times. I think it might be metaphors 
for simply defeating her in battle, I mean how can you die more than once?” 
 “Unless your name is Buffy,” Sarah muttered. 
 “In fact I think there is some sort of storytelling license going on with the later 
scrolls. Most of the scrolls were clearly written by the bard, Gabrielle. But there were others 
written after she and Xena died in Rome. Like any legend, people continued to tell stories of 
their exploits long after they actually lived. There were stories of their being the same age, 



more than twenty-five years later, having children and even traveling to Japan, which they 
never did. But what did you dream?” Lizzy asked getting the conversation back to Sarah and 
away from what she and Stevie did or didn’t do the previous night. 
 “I guess it was your grandmothers,” Sarah said and then almost as if noticing Lizzy 
for the first time, began to blush a little. “I can’t remember any specifics though,” she 
muttered, clearly lying. 
 Lizzy smiled. “Relax, Sarah,” she assured the stuntwoman. “I think they were playing 
match maker, I had the same dream myself.” 
 “Are you really that limber?” Sarah asked seriously. 
 “Okay, maybe a different dream,” Lizzy said, blushing. 
 Sarah laughed, the first relaxed sound she’d made all morning, “I’m just messing with 
you,” she assured the archaeologist. 
 Stevie looked from Sarah to Lizzy and felt an uncomfortable pang of jealousy. “You 
two get to dream about each other and I’m stuck living in the skin of a psychotic killer. This 
is profoundly unfair,” she muttered, knowing full well it wouldn’t do any good. 
 Sarah shrugged. “Sorry kiddo,” she said around a forkfull of food. 
 They finished breakfast and Sarah asked if she could shower before heading back to 
the guesthouse. Lizzy was happy to comply, wanting to do whatever she could to ease the 
stuntwoman’s hangover. She had to admit however, that her color and disposition had 
steadily improved since breakfast. She also noticed that Stevie was encouraging her to drink 
water at every opportunity. 
 “So what are your plans for today?” Lizzy asked as Stevie helped her fold the blanket 
and quilt from the couch. 
 The archeologist shook her head. “Honestly, we don’t have any. I suspect Sarah is 
going to feel very much like napping and trying to shake the rest of her hangover. I know 
she’ll want to feel rested for the séance tonight.” Stevie replied. “I guess I’ll walk around 
town again. Any suggestions?” 
 Lizzy felt the color rising to her cheeks once again and felt very much like the South 
Park character that couldn’t talk to pretty girls without throwing up. “I was going to try and 
do some work today, at the Peabody before my friend Solari shows up. I’d be happy to show 
you around the museum if you’re interested?” 
 “I’d like that very much,” Stevie said with a warm smile. “And just so you know, I 
think the blushing thing is really sexy.” 
 Lizzy was proud that she managed a genuine laugh even as she felt her color 
heighten several more shades of red. 
 
 “So do you want to tell me about your dream or not?” Stevie asked as she and Sarah 
walked back to Mel’s guesthouse. 
 Stevie felt quite comfortable with the layout of the town and led them to Pickering 
Warf where she’d met up with Lizzy earlier. They sat down and enjoyed the sunlight 
sparkling off of the water and the occasional sea gull diving for its breakfast. 
 “I’m attracted to her,” Sarah said with a sad sigh. “I know you are too and I don’t 
want this to be a clusterfuck.” 
 Stevie considered her words a moment before saying anything. “This may sound like 
a strange question, but is this a Xena attracted to Gabrielle type thing? Or a Sarah attracted 
to Lizzy type thing.” 
 “What difference does that make?” Sarah asked quietly, not sure of the answer. 



 “It makes a difference because Xena and Gabrielle are generations dead. Lets say for 
a moment that I buy into all of this past-life stuff and now I’m serving time for mistakes 
made by another in another lifetime…” 
 “Stevie,” Sarah cut in. “I can barely tolerate you quoting Stevie Nicks every two 
minutes, I’m not going to put up with you quoting the Indigo Girls too.” 
 “Sorry,” Stevie muttered. “My point is I’m trying very much to own the fact that 
while I may be a reincarnated Callisto, I’m not her. I don’t have her baggage, her debts. I can 
try to figure out what ever it is I need to do to free her, but I shouldn’t have to be bound by 
the prison she made for herself brick by brick. I would think the same would hold true for 
Xena and Gabrielle. You shouldn’t be forced to live that same life over and over, even 
though we’re talking about a much more positive existence. Why does the Xena soul always 
have to end up with the Gabrielle soul?” 
 “Because Gabrielle doesn’t end up with Callisto.” Sarah said, more anger in her voice 
than she intended. 
 “Maybe that’s true,” Stevie allowed, determined not to take the jab personally. “But 
who’s to say that Gabrielle doesn’t end up with someone other than Xena. Think back two 
years ago. If we knew then what we know now, what would you say to Xena and Callisto 
ending up together?” 
 Sarah smiled in spite of herself. Two years ago she and Stevie had been deliriously 
happy together and had albums of photographs to prove it. It was before Stevie’s depression 
resurfaced and at that time Sarah couldn’t imagine her life with anyone else and would never 
have considered that today she’d sit next to Stevie on a bench and discuss her attraction to 
another woman. “Two years ago I’d have totally agreed with you. I’d have probably said that 
Xena and Callisto deserved each other for all of the crappy things they’d done to each other 
in the past, like it was some sort of penance or something.” 
 “Odd as it sounds I will take that as a compliment,” Stevie said gazing out at the 
expanse of ocean. “I’ll admit I’ve got it easier than you,” she continued. “Callisto didn’t have 
feelings, not positive ones at any rate. She didn’t know or understand love in adulthood so I 
don’t have to sort out which feelings are mine and which are hers. I know now that when I 
want to blow the back of my head off with a handgun, it’s Callisto, but that wanting to get to 
know Lizzy better, that’s Stevie. And it’s Lizzy I’m interested in Sarah, not Gabrielle. I really 
want to work through this Xena and Gabrielle shit, but I want to do so in order to put it 
behind me. I don’t want to live my life through the prism of what went on with these three 
women several thousand years ago.” 
 “What do I do Stevie?” Sarah asked, blue eyes searching brown. “They showed me 
last night what it’s like. What that completeness feels like, what things could be like with her? 
Am I supposed to act like I don’t know that or that I don’t want that?” 
 Stevie frowned inwardly at the two meddling grandmothers. “What they showed you 
was their perception Sarah. Their connection, their bond and they projected that on you and 
Lizzy.” Feelings of anger and frustration bubbled below the surface. “I get that they don’t 
like me. I get that they don’t like Callisto, but even so they can’t know that the two of you 
would be as happy together as they were together.” Taking a calming breath she tried to 
master the hostility she could feel brewing, to gain control of it and push it back. She didn’t 
fault Sarah for what she was feeling. She had no doubt she’d feel the same way were their 
places switched. She knew first hand how real dreams could feel, making it hard to tell where 
the line was between consiousness and unconsiousness. 
 In silence both women stood and continued on their way to the guesthouse. “You 
know what I think?” Stevie added as they neared the front door. “I think you should take 



today and think it over. If you really want to make a play for Lizzy then you should. If you 
really think you have that kind of connection and it’s what you need and that you would be 
good for her then go ahead.” She stopped near the front door and turned to face the stunt 
woman looking up at her determination and definace etching her features. “But please ask 
yourself who it is you’re interested in and why. Don’t do this because of some dream 
induced fantasy.” Stevie crossed her arms. “I am very clear on my motives, and I think you 
should be too. Make your play Sarah, but that isn’t going to stop me from doing the same 
thing.” 
 Sarah stopped, her hand on the doorknob and looked down into Stevie’s face, 
resigned brown eyes looking up into blue. “You really think that you and I competing for the 
same woman – a reincarnated Gabrielle – could possibly end with you getting what you 
want?”  
 “No Sarah,” Stevie said sadly. “Xena has bested Callisto enough times that not being 
buried under a ton of boulders would be the farthest thing from my mind. But I do know 
that Lizzy feels something for me, Stevie, not Callisto and I want to see where that road 
leads. The fact is, I’m getting the sense that I’ve tried the same thing over and over and I 
keep ending up in the same place lifetime after lifetime. Maybe I’m trying to read something 
not in the script and see if it ends any differently.” 
 Sarah continued to search Stevie’s face, looking for any trace of uncertainty and 
found none. “I’ll think things over and let you know tonight.” She said quietly. 
 “That’s all I ask,” Stevie replied and gave the taller woman a quick hug before 
heading into the guesthouse. 
 Just inside the entryway they could hear the conversational sounds of breakfast. They 
headed to the kitchen to see Jeff and Susan helping Mel with the dishes while Phil and Dave 
cleaned up the breakfast table. 
 “Hey ladies,” Dave said cheerily with a wave. Stevie and Susan looked at each other. 
 “Hey guys,” Sarah replied helping herself to a cup of coffee. 
 “You look a little worse for the wear,” Jeff said, a sympathetic grin on his face. 
 “Nothing a solid day of sleeping won’t cure,” Sarah replied, adding cream and sugar 
to her coffee. 
 “We were going to watch some Halloween movies,” Susan explained. “Get us all 
into the mood for our séance tonight. You girls are welcome to join us.” 
 Sarah shrugged. “I’ll see how I’m doing after a nap, sounds fun though. Stevie?” 
 Stevie didn’t speak right away she blushed slightly and glanced at Mel, worried that 
her designs on his cousin were evident on her features. 
 “I’m making popped corn,” Mel said enticingly. 
 “That sounds great,” she finally said. “But Lizzy invited me to the Peabody to look at 
some of her work.” 
 Without saying a word Jeff reached into his pocket withdrawing a twenty-dollar bill 
and handed it to Phil. 
 Sarah frowned at Phil. “Do we want to know what you’re betting on?” the 
stuntwoman asked dangerously. 
 Phil looked a bit sheepish as he pocketed his money. “Mel told us about his cousin 
and we figured one of you two would end up with her.” 
 “Our vacation isn’t over yet,” Sarah warned Phil with a glare, “don’t spend that 
twenty.” 
 “You’re letting guests bet on your cousin’s love life?” Stevie asked Mel, her voice 
etched with stern disapproval. Her eyes were cold and hard and bore into her host. 



 “Well it’s not as if I bet,” Mel offered weakly. “If I had I’d have bet on you though,” 
he offered hoping that would soften the blond’s displeasure. 
 “That isn’t making me any less annoyed,” Stevie said looking at him darkly. There 
was something in her expression that rattled Sarah. She’d seen Stevie angry a number of 
times to be sure; their break up was peppered by numerous angry and sad outbursts, but 
there was a level of threat to Stevie’s expression that the stuntwoman had never seen before. 
It had a distant famalarity that she instinctively knew was dangerous.  

Stevie turned away from Mel before saying something she knew she’d regret. “I’m 
going upstairs to shower and change,” Stevie told Sarah quietly. “I’ll catch up with you when 
I’m finished at the Peabody, is that okay?” 
 “Sure,” Sarah said, unsure about her ex’s abrupt mood shift. 
 “Dinner is at seven, if you’d like to join us before the séance,” Mel said 
apologetically, searching for some way back into the blonde’s good graces. 
 Sarah glanced at Stevie and smiled, trying to lighten the mood. “That sounds great, 
count us in.” They watched as Stevie headed up the stairs to the attic. 
 “For someone winning the bet, she’s awfully pissed off,” Jeff observed after Stevie 
was out of earshot. 
 “You don’t seem too worried?” Sarah asked, noting that Mel was smiling to himself 
as he dried a coffee cup with a dishtowel. 
 “How can I be worried when someone is more protective of my cousin than I am?” 
he asked. Then he looked Sarah up and down aparazingly. “So I take it you’ve got your eye 
on Lizzy as well?” he asked. 
 Sarah looked wistfully at the stairs, whishing she’d made her escape when Stevie did. 
Instead she accepted the second cup of coffee that Mel poured and surrendered to his good-
natured interrogation. 
 
 Stevie had nearly finished dressing when Sarah opened the door to the attic room, 
only taking time to kick her shoes off before collapsing on the bed. “Are you really going to 
the museum?” she asked, noting that Stevie was dressed less casually than she had for most 
of their vacation. 
 “Yes,” Stevie explained, fastening a small gold hoop earring. “I’m really going to the 
museum and I’m really going to take a look at her research. You can come with if you want 
to.” 
 “I’ll pass,” Sarah said, adjusting her body to a more comfortable position. “Museums 
aren’t my thing” She looked Stevie up and down deciding that she really liked the way she 
looked in that aqua cashmere sweater. She’d also donned the cool boots she’d bought on 
Melrose and Sarah felt a small pang of jealousy.  

Stevie saw Sarah’s reflection in the mirror and sighed. “I’m only wearing the boots 
because you made me bring them.” Sarah glanced away, not enjoying it when Stevie could 
read her expression like a map. “I’d be wearing the same thing if I were going somewhere 
with you.” 

Sarah rolled her eyes. If she weren’t hung over she would indeed want to go 
somewhere with Stevie have more drinks than would be wise and perhaps relive old times. 
The fact that she wanted this made the stuntwoman consider that last night’s Scotch was 
probably very much still in her system. “Don’t take this the wrong way but have fun, okay?” 
 “Are you wishing me luck?” Stevie asked, turning to look at Sarah directly. 
 “No, but I’m telling you to enjoy your vacation because you totally deserve it.” Sarah 
replied with a small smile. “I’ll see you later.” 



 “Get some sleep and you’ll feel better,” Stevie said kindly as she kissed the top of 
Sarah’s head before grabbing her purse. “Drink some water, hydrate yourself. I’ll see you in a 
few hours.” She stopped at the doorway and looked back again. Sarah was watching her 
intently. “I love you, you know that, right?” she said. 
 The stuntwoman nodded. “I love you to,” she replied. “We’re fucked up, but we’re 
solid.” 
 Stevie smiled warmly. “I’ll take fucked up, sweetie. With you, I’ll take fucked up.” 
 
 The walk to the Peabody/Essex Museum was a pleasant one and Stevie enjoyed the 
crisp chill in the air. Yesterday’s snow didn’t stick and it was noticeably warmer, but still 
much colder than October in Southern California. She wondered if she’d been entirely 
honest with Sarah. Would she have worn a soft clingy sweater and stylish boots if she’d just 
planned on some shopping with the stuntwoman? A part of her wanted to think she would, 
but another part of her knew better.  There had been a time when she’d dress to impress 
Sarah, but that time had passed. If anything Stevie tried to dress down more around the 
stuntwoman if only to not make her have second thoughts about the breakup. It would have 
devastated her to know that Sarah found her even sexier in jeans and a t-shirt than any of the 
pricy business suits she owned. 
 She walked up to the ‘will call’ window at the museum and gave her name. The 
attendant quickly signed her in and picked up the phone, placing a call. In a couple of 
minutes Lizzy appeared at the museum’s entrance to escort her in. 
 “How’s Sarah feeling?” Lizzy asked conversationally, holding the door open for 
Stevie to pass. 
 “She’s going to sleep it off. I think she’ll be fine by tonight.” She shrugged. “She 
doesn’t do this very often, but when she does it’s never half-assed.” 
 Lizzy chuckled. “Sarah doesn’t strike me as the type of person who does anything 
half-assed.” 
 “She isn’t.” Stevie said quietly, more to herself than anyone else. She remembered 
that Sarah had expressed an interest in Lizzy and she knew from personal experience how 
disarmingly charming the stuntwoman could be when she put her mind to it. Stevie glanced 
over at the woman leading the way into the back rooms of the museum. If she and Sarah 
were going to compete for Lizzy’s affection, did she stand much of a chance? Was it even 
fair to Lizzy to make her choose? 
 “This is my research lab,” Lizzy explained, pushing in a heavy door. “Home sweet 
home.” 
 Stevie looked around, impressed. The room was larger than expected, not quite as 
imposing as the cavernous restoration rooms at the Getty, but still large. A Laminar flow 
bench was at one end of the room with different artifacts resting in a variety of support 
structures. There was a large microscope on it’s own table as well as an array of large flat files 
and several plexi-glass cases that housed a variety of artifacts, weapons and clothing. Not far 
from the table with the microscope was a work desk with a huge bookcase behind it. Most 
surprisingly was the worktable in the center of the room with several bolts of cloth and a 
sewing machine. 
 Lizzy took off her leather jacket and she heard the archaeologist’s breath catch. 
 “You sew?” Stevie asked with a small smile, admiring the sewing machine and 
pretending not to notice the green eyes looking at her appreciatively. 
 “I’m working on replicating armor and other clothing from Xena’s period.” Lizzy 
explained, forcing herself to look at the table and not at Stevie’s sweater. “Here, take a look.” 



She pointed to several outfits. “This black armor was something that Xena wore in her 
younger days, it’s a bit smaller than the brown.” Stevie remembered the black outfit with the 
intricate wirework from the dream where the warrior had sacked Cirra. “She switched to the 
brown shortly before she met Gabrielle,” Lizzy explained. Indeed it was the same outfit 
Stevie had seen Xena wear as recently as last night. “This costume is a replica of something 
Gabrielle wore,” Lizzy explained indicating the next outfit. “My grandmother made back in 
the forties,” the archaeologist added reverently touching the soft brown leather skirt and top. 
“I’ve been working on a newer version to wear tomorrow night; same exact pattern though. 
It’s Gabrielle’s Amazon Queen outfit.” 
 Stevie looked with awe at the meticulously crafted outfit that Lizzy’s grandmother 
had stitched by hand. Every detail was perfect, every feather expertly woven into the 
garment, all materials true to their period. “It’s breathtaking,” she whispered. She turned her 
attention to the replica Lizzy was working on. Every bit of craftsman ship was there, the 
stitching, expertly tooled leather, finely woven feathers. “Other than some fading, I can’t tell 
the difference between your grandmother’s outfit and yours.” 
 “That’s sweet of you to say,” Lizzy replied beaming. “But I’m a little larger than 
grandma Janice. I guess I’ve had an easier time on my digs. I tried her skirt on and it’s a little 
tight.” 
 “Not to mention short,” Stevie said appreciatively giving herself a mental picture of 
how the young archaeologist would look in the outfit. 
 “Yeah, well I think the weather was pretty warm then.” Lizzy said, blushing a little. 
 “It was; the summers were murder.” Stevie said absently then looked up, surprised 
by what she’d just said. 
 “I slip sometimes myself,” Lizzy reassured her. “It gets more difficult when you’re 
surrounded by the old artifacts, keeping past life stuff from creeping in. Janice explained the 
phenomenon to me growing up so I wouldn’t be startled when it happens.” 
 “I’m not totally convinced I believe in all of this past life stuff,” Stevie said as she 
walked down the length of the table and came to a stop at the far end. 

“Wait until you slip a few dozen times,” the archaeologist offered sympathetically. “I 
didn’t really want to buy into it myself but…” she shrugged. 

Stevie studied the black outfit at the end of the table that Lizzy had been working on. 
This one had silver accents, chain mail and two snakes circling each other at the front of the 
skirt. Stevie touched the leather reverently; it felt to her like a second skin. “I’m not sure 
which of Xena’s periods this is from,” Lizzy explained, standing next to Stevie. “I saw the 
sketches and patterns in one of grandma Janice’s notebooks but haven’t found the scroll 
passage that identifies it. Do you have any ideas?” 
 “Oh yes,” Stevie murmured, picking up the skirt and wrapping it around her waist. 
“This isn’t Xena’s. Do you think this would fit Sarah?” she asked as the skirt closed around 
her with perfect snugness. 
 “This is Callisto’s?” Lizzy breathed, stunned. “Holy shit,” Lizzy took the skirt from 
Stevie, tracking along the embossed snakes with the tip of her finger. “I’m not sure that 
Janice knew she’d made a Callisto discovery. If she did she didn’t write about it. This is really 
something.” Tentatively she reached for another piece of armor, an arm piece. “Does this 
fit?” she asked. “The sketch only indicated one, is that right?” 
 Stevie looked around the studio. “Is anyone going to come in here?” she asked. 
When Lizzy shook her head, Stevie pulled her sweater over her head before she had time to 
think about it. Without a word she offered her arm to the archaeologist. “And yes, she just 



wore one of those,” Stevie nodded at the piece of armor. “On my right arm. My sword 
arm.” 
 Lizzy’s head was spinning. She’d hoped that Stevie would pull up the sleeve of her 
sweater, she never expected her to take it off. Furthermore she was not expecting her to be 
wearing the world’s most gorgeous lacy black bra underneath. Lizzy’s mouth went dry and 
moist at the same time and she furiously thought of something to say. 
 “Nice bra,” she stammered before realizing she hadn’t kept that thought internal. 
 “Glad you like it,” Stevie replied with a smile. In moments both women were 
laughing and feeling a little more comfortable. Stevie patiently waited while Lizzy attached 
the armor to her arms and chest. A sword housed in its leather scabbard was attached to her 
back and a dagger was attached to her hip. 
 “This is amazing,” Lizzy muttered as she worked. “Janice had the measurements 
down perfectly; this fits you like a glove. There is no way this could have fit Xena, she was 
taller and…” she glanced at Stevie shyly, “thicker? I’m not sure if that’s the right word. Do 
you mind if I take a few notes?” she asked. “This is so much easier to see on a model.” 
 “No problem,” Stevie replied and glanced at the worktable. “Do you want me to put 
the rest on?” 
 Lizzy smiled hopefully. “If you didn’t mind, that would be fantastic. Can I get you a 
drink or something? Diet coke?” 
 Stevie chuckled, noting how Lizzy would conveniently disappear while she took her 
pants off. “Xena is the Diet Coke drinker, Callisto prefers regular Pepsi.” 
 “One Pepsi coming up,” Lizzy said with a smile and headed out the door. 
 Stevie had finished with the straps on her boots when Lizzy returned. She glanced up 
to see the archaeologist frozen at the door, an unreadable expression on her face. Stevie 
walked over, not wanting to see a now forgotten can of Pepsi end up on the pristine 
workroom floor. As she moved, she was surprised at the saunter she could not keep out of 
her stride. Something about the boots was making her walk different.  
 “My drink,” she said quietly, reaching for the can of Pepsi. 
 “I don’t know where you put the calories,” Lizzy muttered fighting to keep the awe 
out of her voice and failing. 
 “This doesn’t seem very effective for armor,” Stevie commented looking down at 
herself. She had a flash of déjà vu to the previous night’s dream and tried to force that 
memory from her mind. She’d died in this outfit, more than once and that thought was 
disturbing. “There isn’t a hell of a lot of it here.” 
 “Do you feel kind of strange in it?” Lizzy asked casually picking up a staff from the 
worktable. 
 “A little, yeah,” Stevie replied. Without warning Lizzy swung the staff at Stevie’s 
armored arm, her sword arm. In a flash Stevie reached behind her back, drew the sword and 
effectively blocked the blow. “Fuck,” she whispered staring in disbelief at the sword in her 
hand. 
 “The main point of the armor is to provide freedom of movement, and I guess 
distract your opponent, which it does very well by the way. There is something about the 
artifacts that triggers memories and abilities. You’ll be able to use a sword as long as you’re 
not thinking about it.” Stevie put the weapon down on the table, the knowledge of its use 
not making her feel empowered, but rather enslaved to the past. 
 Lizzy moved over to Stevie and taking out a measuring tape and notebook began to 
make some sketches. “So this party I’m going to tomorrow,” she said conversationally as she 



jotted down notes and measurements. “It’s here, at the museum. Costumes are required, and 
period ones at that. You have to be a historical figure to attend.” 
 Stevie saw where this conversation was headed and had decidedly mixed feelings 
about it. “I brought a Courtney Love outfit,” she offered. “Would that work?” 
 “Not exactly,” Lizzy replied, readjusting the position of several of the armor’s straps 
and taking careful notes. “Would you and Sarah be willing to wear these outfits?” she asked 
hopefully. 
 If Stevie were to try and come up with an instance in life where she felt more 
conflicted she would have been hard pressed to think of one. Sarah’s words about Gabrielle 
not ending up with Callisto echoed in her head. She glanced at Xena’s soft brown leather 
outfit with hammered brass fittings. She saw the sword and chakram lying there and could 
picture quite easily exactly how Sarah would look. She looked at the outfit next to it, fit for 
an Amazon Queen and could easily imagine Lizzy dressed as such. The two of them would 
make a stunning pair and while part of her would do anything to keep that from happening; 
from them seeing each other as their former selves, it was strangely the Callisto part of 
Stevie that wanted to make that happen. 
 Stevie figured it made sense. Callisto didn’t have any feelings beyond annoyance for 
Gabrielle so what did she care if Lizzy fell in love with Xena all over again. It was Stevie who 
had something to lose and it was the Callisto part of her that decided that was an acceptable 
price to pay for working out her issues with Xena once and for all. With a heavy heart, Stevie 
nodded. “We’d be happy to,” she said quietly. 
 “I’m pretty sure Xena’s outfit will fit Sarah,” she said not realizing the acute loss her 
companion was feeling. “Janice…ah…had Melinda try this on more than once and I took 
the pattern from her armor.” 
 “Is this whole outfit a replica?” Stevie asked as Lizzy began to undo the binding and 
remove the armor from her arms. “The sword and dagger are real,” she explained, “So be 
kind of careful with them. I mean obviously they’re pretty sturdy to have lasted this long, 
just don’t drop them into any lava pits or anything.” 
 Stevie winced at the comment, realizing that Lizzy hadn’t meant that literally but the 
memory stung all the same. Lizzy moved to her desk, subtly turning her back on Stevie while 
she put the notebook and measurements away. Taking the opportunity to not embarrass the 
archaeologist further, Stevie removed the skirt, boots and top and put her clothes back on. 
 “Are you coming to the séance tonight?” Stevie asked, letting Lizzy know it was safe 
to turn around. 
 “Yeah,” she agreed, smiling bashfully. “Solari, the medium for tonight, is an old 
friend and should arrive at my place in a couple of hours. We’ll catch up, have some dinner 
and head over to Mel’s.” Stevie nodded, keeping a casual smile on her face. She realized that 
she’d had dinner with the archaeologist every night she’d been in Salem and would miss her 
presence. “I’m really sorry Solari isn’t a local who can just show up at Mel’s at nine o’clock.” 
She said. “I’m going to miss having dinner with you tonight.” 
 “Are you reading my mind?” Stevie asked gently. 
 Lizzy shook her head. “No, just thinking the same thing,” she said with a bashful 
grin. “Come on; let me show you the research I’ve been doing. After, I can give you a 
personal tour of the Yin Yu Tang house and let you get back to check on Sarah before Solari 
arrives.”  
 “Sounds good to me,” Stevie said with a warm smile. 
 



 It was several hours later that Stevie walked back to Mel’s guesthouse. She had no 
doubt that Lizzy would be late in meeting up with her friend, but didn’t really feel bad about 
it. Selfishly she was happy for the time she got to spend in the archaeologist’s company, 
looking at her research and comparing ideas and restoration techniques. The Yin Yu Tang 
house was fascinating as was the incredible task of taking apart such a large house and 
putting it back together brick by brick. 
 The party atmosphere of Salem had increased noticeably from the previous night. 
Although it was still early, costumed enthusiasts were gathered in groups along the main drag 
enjoying themselves and wishing each other well. If this crowd were any indication, the 
revelry in twenty-four hours would be unreal.  
 Arriving at the guesthouse Stevie heard the sounds of conversation and laughter 
coming from the sitting room. Stevie walked in to see Mel, Jeff, Phil, Susan, Dave, and Sarah 
seated with bowls of popped corn watching TV. 
 “Stevie!” Sarah called happily. “You’re just in time, we’re about to start Practical 
Magic.” 
 “It’s a Halloween tradition,” Mel explained, loading the DVD into the player. “Pizza, 
beer and movies, no better way to spend a Halloween eve.” 
 “Where are the Hendersons?” Stevie asked curiously, taking the seat on the couch 
that Susan and Dave made for her. 
 “At a prayer service,” Dave explained sadly. “We’ve known then a long time, and 
they’re good people but…” 
 “They spend too much time hitting other people in the head with their bible than 
actually reading it,” Phil supplied helpfully. 
 “Something like that, yeah,” Dave agreed sadly.  

“We honestly thought they wanted to come to Salem to see what it was like. How 
the other half lives, so to speak,” Susan explained. “We didn’t know they were only 
interested in prayer meetings and showing the locals how pious they are.” 

“Doesn’t really impress this crowd,” Mel said with a shrug. “Salem is in 
Massachusetts after all.” 

“So we’re letting them do what they want and they’re writing us off as lost souls,” 
Dave added with a shrug. 

Stevie accepted the bowl of popped corn Susan handed her. “Funny thing about lost 
souls,” she said. “They tend to come back. Repeatedly.” 

The movie was about to start when a knock sounded at the door. With a confused 
expression on his face Mel answered the door, leaning against one of his crutches. Sarah and 
Stevie heard a familiar voice as Epphie Starshine was ushered into the sitting room. 

“Folks,” Mel said a bit shyly, “This is Epphie, she’s a friend of the family since…” 
“We go way back,” Epphie explained smiling in recognition at Sarah and Stevie and 

nodding her hellos to everyone else as they were introduced. “Lizzy called me this afternoon. 
She said you had an open spot for the séance.” 

Stevie looked over at Sarah who had the good grace to look guilty. “Mel had me call 
Lizzy’s studio when I told him that we’d run into her the other night,” she said quietly. Then 
dropping her voice to a whisper added, “it was so cute, he’s got a thing for her but was too 
embarrassed to call.” 

“So when she told you that you’re a redemptive force, you took that to mean 
matchmaker?” Stevie asked, glad to see her friend actually blush. 
 “Can you have a séance with more than one psychic?” Sarah asked, ignoring Stevie’s 
question. “Isn’t it like having two bus drivers?” 



 “Think of it more like a pilot and co-pilot,” Epphie explained with a smile, taking a 
glass of lemonade that Mel had rushed into the kitchen to get for her. “We’ve known Solari 
for years, she’ll be running the show, but I’ll be here to back her up should we get crowded 
with spirits.” She smiled warmly at Sarah and Stevie, “which wouldn’t surprise me.” 
 Sarah gave up her spot on the love seat she shared with Mel so Epphie could sit 
down. She tossed a throw pillow on the floor and sat down resting her back against Stevie’s 
legs. Everyone enjoyed the movie and pizza; relaxing in the camaraderie as the hours passed. 
They’d finished Practical Magic and a number of Simpson’s Halloween Specials when Mel noticed 
the time. Everyone had offered to help set up for the evening and he was happy to take 
advantage of the help and assigned various tasks. 
 Dave and Jeff covered the great dining table with a black velvet tablecloth. Susan set 
up the candles that would be lit when Solari arrived. Phil made sure there were seats for 
everyone and covered the large mirror on the wall with another piece of black velvet. Sarah 
and Stevie cleaned up the sitting room, throwing away the empty pizza boxes and putting the 
beer bottles in the recycling bin. 
 It seemed to Stevie as if her namesake had come in and waved a magic wand 
transforming the dining room. It almost looked like the Madame Leota set from 
Disneyland’s Haunted Mansion. The changes weren’t drastic, but the mood had shifted 
completely. A warm friendliness changed to thoughtful somberness; to Stevie the difference 
was welcome. Something about the dark and gothic was a comfort to her and this room was 
now certainly that. 
 All of the couples retired to their rooms to change. Mel had requested everyone wear 
dark colors. Not because it mattered to the spirits one way or the other, but because they 
were all joining in an event, and the mood they projected was very much a part of it. He 
made it clear that a séance wasn’t something dark or scary, but it wasn’t frivolous either and 
to kindly dress accordingly. 
 Stevie and Sarah smiled when they turned around, both holding their own pair of 
black leather pants. “Rock paper scissors to see who gets to be butch?” Sarah asked 
teasingly. 
 “No reason we can’t both wear ‘em,” Stevie replied. “I think I’ll wear the black silk 
blouse.” 
 “The one your bra totally shows through?” Sarah asked pointedly. 
 “It’s going to be dark Sarah, relax.” Stevie replied feeling a little more pleasure at the 
stuntwoman’s jealous glare than she probably should. 
 
 Mel and Epphie had been arranging long pillar candles on either side of the dining 
room when he heard the front door open. Solari and Lizzy entered greeting the other two 
with hugs and kisses all around. 
 “Epphie, it’s so good to see you,” Solari said warmly, hugging the pregnant woman. 
“What has it been, seven years?” 
 “Something like that,” Epphie replied.  

“When is she due?” Solari asked with a glance to the pregnant woman’s midsection. 
“You never told me it was a she!” Lizzy protested. 
Epphie smirked. “Technically I don’t officially know,” she said making Solari smile 

apologetically. “But I suspected ‘she’ as well. She’s due in six weeks.” 
Solari shook her head. “I think she’ll wait four…if you’re lucky.” 
The Medium looked around the room, “Brad isn’t here.” 



Epphie shook her head a little sadly. “He left shortly after finding out our daughter 
was on the way. You’ll have to sit down for that whole story though.” Lizzy couldn’t help 
but notice the conflict that darted across her cousin’s face. She knew he’d always had a thing 
for Epphie, since the two of them went to high school together. The archaeologist suspected 
that he couldn’t decide if he was happy or angry that Brad had left. Neither of them had 
been fond of the high school jock. Lizzy knew that feeling of conflict having experienced it 
herself for the past several days and didn’t pity her cousin. “You don’t visit this coast 
enough,” Epphie went on to say, “you need to catch up on the gossip.” 
 Solari shrugged and sighed wistfully. “It isn’t for lack of desire,” she explained. “I’d 
be more than happy to have criminals take a vacation and put me out of business. But work 
keeps me pretty busy. I did catch up on a little of the gossip at any rate.” She added with a 
smile to Lizzy. 
 “What do you think?” Epphie asked. “Blonde or brunette?” 
 “Guys, I’m standing right here,” Lizzy interjected momentarily relieved that these 
reunions didn’t happen more often. 
 “I’ve got my guesses but I’d hate to spoil the surprise for dear Lizzy,” Solari said 
with an affectionate smile. 
 “Well let’s go in the other room and compare notes while they finish fixing up the 
room,” Epphie suggested. 
 Solari smiled, “That’d be great. I need to change clothes anyway.” 
 “I’ll bring you something to drink,” Mel offered, “Have a seat in the sitting room 
and I’ll bring it right in.” 
 “You’ll do no such thing,” Epphie protested. “I haven’t seen Solari in years, you take 
a load off and I’ll bring her a drink. Besides you’ve been up on that leg enough today.”  
 When the two old friends were safely out of earshot Mel turned to his cousin, unable 
to resist the temptation of tousling her hair. “Have a good time catching up with Solari?” He 
asked. 
 Lizzy nodded glancing in the direction of the sitting room. “Yeah, seeing her is great. 
I’m glad she was able to fly in to do this. It’s really sweet of her. I could live without getting 
teased by both of them though.” 
 He grinned; glad the two had decided not to pick on him. “You know they adore 
you, that’s why they tease.” 
 “Yeah, I guess so.” Lizzy agreed absently. 
 “But…” Mel asked, sensing his cousin’s distraction. 
 “But what?” Lizzy asked, trying to decide just how much she wanted to tell her 
cousin. They’d always been fairly close growing up but had bonded even more closely after 
the death of their grandmothers and his parents. While Lizzy felt like she could tell him 
anything, that didn’t necessarily mean she wanted to. 
 “You seem…distracted, not to mention more dressed up than I’d expect you to be 
for a séance.” Mel said looking his cousin up and down. 

Lizzy was wearing a nice pair of black pinstriped slacks with a deep green blouse. 
Her makeup was understated, but the fact that she was wearing any at all spoke volumes to 
her cousin. 

“Well you said dress up,” Lizzy replied. 
“And when I said it you said ‘forget it’ as I remember.” Mel shrugged. “I know I’d be 

preoccupied if both of our Californian visitors were interested in me.” 
 “Did they say something?” She asked with interest. 



 Mel grinned happy to be able to bolster his cousin’s confidence. “The guys, Jeff and 
Phil made a bet this morning that either Sarah or Stevie would make a play for you. When 
they came back from your place, Stevie mentioned she was meeting up with you later. Jeff 
paid Phil the twenty bucks for the bet and both women got pissed off. Sarah was pissed that 
Phil hadn’t bet on her and Stevie was royally mad at me for letting them bet on your love life 
at all. Sarah said something about their vacation not being over yet and not to count her out. 
The two of them were quiet upstairs for awhile before Stevie left for the museum.” He 
shook his head torn between pride and worry. “I don’t know cuz, I feel like I should be 
reminding you about birth control or something…” 
 “Well fortunately I’m spared that speech.” Lizzy said with a grin. 
 “Seriously, I want you to be careful,” he said quietly. “I don’t want you to feel like 
you’re getting into anything over your head. I don’t want either of them pressuring you…” 
 “Please Mel, stop. I’m not sixteen. I think I can handle myself and if I end up getting 
into anything over my head…well maybe it’s about time.” Lizzy replied. 
 “Solari seems to think you’ve got a favorite, do you?” Mel asked as he began to light 
the numerous candles in the dining room. “Personally I think Sarah is the more easy going 
of the two. They’re both stunning but… I don’t know. Something about Stevie is kind of 
off-putting. Like she’s got a dark side or something. She seems really sweet, but dangerous at 
the same time.” Lizzy nodded absently. “Besides,” he added, reassuring himself. “You’ve 
always been attracted to brunettes, right?” 
 “I guess…I dunno,” Lizzy said quietly, watching one of the candle flames flicker 
seductively. “Stevie’s got a lot of darkness, that’s true. I sense that danger thing too, but it’s 
the kind of danger that only gets reflected inward. I think I’m kind of drawn to that, want to 
do something about that.” 
 “Have you considered having a less complicated first girlfriend?” Mel asked 
hopefully. 
 Lizzy smirked, reaching up and tousling his hair for a change. “Who said anything 
about getting a girlfriend?” She was happy to see someone other than her do the blushing.  

“I’m going to put on some nicer clothes,” Mel said making a hasty retreat to his 
bedroom. 
 The guests began to drift into the dining room shortly before nine o’clock. Mel 
arrived first, a dark pair of casual slacks covering his cast and a soft nit grey sweater. Jeff and 
Phil made their entrance both looking dashing is crisp suits. Jeff was dressed in dark grey 
and Phil had chosen a deep blue. Susan and Dave Evans arrived looking a little less dressed 
up, but they’d kept their colors muted. She wore a dark green skirt and sweater and Dave 
had on brown kaki pants and his ubiquitous Polo shirt. 
 Lizzy turned her head as she heard booted footfalls on the stairs to see Stevie and 
Sarah arrive. Both were wearing stylish boots and leather pants, Sarah opting for a thin black 
sweater and Stevie in a black silk blouse. As the pair descended the stairs the archaeologist 
considered that each woman wore black in an entirely different manner. On Sarah the color 
matched her dark hair and made the most colorful part of her body, her vibrant blue eyes 
stand out; it was hard not to stare at the striking azure pools of light. On Stevie the color 
black contrasted most with her platinum blonde hair drawing attention to her whole face. 
There was further contrast with her dark eyebrows and soft brown eyes. There was a glint of 
metal and Lizzy could see the small crescent moon necklace dangling enticingly above her 
cleavage. The same place Lizzy had woken up that morning. The archaeologist was grateful 
of the dimly lit room, hoping that her blushing wouldn’t be as obvious but she suspected 
this was not the case when Stevie gave her a small wink and a smile. 



 Solari and Epphie came in from the sitting room. Epphie wearing the skirt and 
sweater from before but Solari had changed into a long black Victorian styled dress. She 
carried a large crystal ball and ornate holder that she positioned at the head of the dining 
table. 
 “Why doesn’t everyone take a seat,” she said quietly. 
 “Please try not to get us thrown out of this séance,” Sarah murmured to Stevie with a 
smirk. 
 The room was dark, the only light coming from a multitude of candles around its 
perimeter and moonlight coming in through spaces in the curtained windows. Solari moved 
one large candle to the center of the dining table just past her crystal ball. Lizzy was glad that 
everyone had respected her brother’s wishes. There was a formality here, with everyone 
dressed nicely in colors that did not distract from the somber atmosphere.  
 Everyone began to sit down in pairs. Mel sat next to Solari with Epphie taking the 
seat next to him. Lizzy sat next to Epphie and Sarah moved in next to Lizzy leaving Stevie to 
sit on the other side of her. On Solari’s other side Jeff took a seat with Phil next to him and 
then Susan and Dave. 
 “Are Bob and Mary going to be joining us?” Phil asked without animosity. 
 Dave shook his head. “They’re at a prayer meeting, we’ll meet up with them when 
we’re finished here. We’re curious and sort of open minded and both Bob and Mary are just 
curious. They realized that if they can’t fully participate, they shouldn’t ruin it for anyone 
else, regardless of their personal beliefs.” 
 “That is very respectful of them,” Stevie said with a smile to Dave. “Will you give 
them our thanks?” He nodded and took his seat. 
 “I’d like everyone to rest their hands on the table, and take the hand of the person 
next to you,” Solari said closing her eyes and relaxing into her seat. “I can’t guarantee 
anything but we’ll see if anyone besides Lizzy and Mel’s grandmothers decide to show up.” 
 “They’re here already?” Mel asked in wonder at Lizzy. 
 “I think they rode over with us in the truck,” Lizzy muttered making Sarah stifle a 
giggle. Just then a broom fell over in Mel’s kitchen. 
 Stevie frowned in the direction of the kitchen. “In California, we have these things 
called broom closets, you should look into it,” she said without a trace of humor. Sarah 
squeezed her hand affectionately. 
 “There is an old saying,” Solari continued calmly, “when you think of the dead, the dead 
can hear your thoughts. I don’t want anyone to think too hard; stay relaxed, but let your mind 
wander and think about loved ones past who you feel you may need to communicate with. 
No guarantee they will show up, but it is a place to start.” 
 For a moment, both Mediums gazed absently into the crystal ball, then 
simultaneously turned their heads in the direction of Phil and Jeff. “I have the strongest 
sensation of roses,” Solari began. “I smell roses everywhere, and I’m sensing a very kind old 
woman.” Epphie nodded in agreement. 
 “That would be my grandmother,” Phil said excitedly. “She always had rose bushes 
and I loved visiting her when I was a kid.” 
 Solari nodded in understanding. “Well, she wants you two to know that she was at 
your wedding and that while mixed marriages may have been unheard of in her day that your 
mother should be over it. If need be you can remind your mother about the young Jewish 
man she caught her with when she was seventeen.” Jeff and Phil stared at each other, 
stunned. “Jeff,” Solari continued, “she says ‘thank you’ for making an honest man of her 



grandson and that it wouldn’t kill the both of you to take Jeff’s mother to her Baptist church 
once in awhile.” 
 “My grandmother is telling me to take Jeff’s mother to church?” Phil said, amazed. 
“Grannie never went to church.” 
 “She says she’s gotten to know Jeff’s family and feels like they’re good people.” 
Epphie added. 
 “This is just surreal,” Jeff said quietly. 
 “She’s not in any pain?” Phil asked, concerned. Remembering with sadness his 
grandmother’s last days in the hospital. 
 “No,” Epphie reassured him. “She says to remember the afternoons she’d make 
custard and sit on the couch while you both watched wrestling and Lawrence Welk. She 
knows you didn’t particularly enjoy yourself, but those were very happy moments for her. 
She feels that kind of contentment now.” 
 “What’s it like to be dead?” Stevie asked, surprised to hear her own voice. She didn’t 
realize she’d murmured the question out loud. 
 Solari gazed at the art historian with a very knowing look that made Stevie feel naked 
and exposed. “Emily, Phil’s grandmother, is saying that death is like life. Everyone is 
different. If you’re a busybody in life, you will continue to snoop on your family in death,” 
the Medium said with a glance towards the two men. “If you’re tortured in life, you will 
remain so in death. We are all responsible for our own Paradise and…damnation on Earth 
as well as in the afterlife.” 
 “But the Scriptures,” Susan protested, “they don’t provide for individualized 
experiences. There is a heaven and hell and it’s the same for everyone.” 
 Solari shrugged. “Man made God in his own image, not the other way around, and is 
bound by his beliefs. All of god’s incarnations by all of the people who have ever believed 
are valid. Surely you don’t think Ancient Egyptians…or Greeks vanished into nothingness 
when they died simply because Christianity hadn’t been invented yet?” 
 Dave looked profoundly troubled. “I never thought about that.” 
 “Like one’s children, everyone wants to think their god is the most perfect, the most 
beautiful, the most real but if people are all equally full of grace, then how can that be so?” 
Epphie asked curiously. 
 There was no sound for a moment then the two medium’s turned to each other 
before looking at Dave once more. “I sense a man,” Solari said quietly, looking at Dave; her 
eyes full of sympathy. Even in the candle light Stevie could see some of the color drain from 
his face. “He is sorry for the way he treated you. He was wrong to drink, he was wrong to 
hit, he was wrong to not provide the love and support you deserved.” Solari cocked her head 
to one side as if listening. “He says your mother was right to leave, and he has forgiven her, 
so you should too.” 
 Dave shook his head sadly. “How do you know it’s my father? I can’t believe this. 
He’s dead, nothing more.” 
 “He has a lot of scars…” Solari began to explain. 

“Tell him that I have forgiven him,” Dave replied flatly not really hearing her. “In 
time I pray I will forgive my mother too, but I’m not there yet.” Dave replied tightly. Susan 
squeezed his hand comfortingly. 
 Epphie smiled warmly. “He says he knows, and that you’re closer than you think.” 
With a warm glance to Lizzy, Epphie turned her attention back to Solari. “Janice is asking 
about Argo,” she said softly. 



 Solari nodded. “I know, she asks every year.” The Medium shook her head sadly. 
“I’ve no doubt that Argo is on her way to you,” she replied to the room, “I can’t say why she 
hasn’t found you yet.” 
 “Why would a ghost ask questions about another ghost?” Sarah asked curiously. 
“Wouldn’t she just know, what was going on?”  
 Shaking her head Solari replied, “not when the missing ghost is a dog. They operate a 
bit differently.” 
 “She may be enjoying heaven on her own, chasing squirrels or enjoying a vat of 
whipped cream, I’m sure she’ll find you soon,” Lizzy said reassuringly 
 “Dogs can’t go to heaven,” Susan said dismissively, “they just can’t, they don’t have 
souls.” 
 The back door blew open and a current of wind swept through the dining room 
extinguishing many of the candles on each side as it passed. Two wine glasses shattered in an 
antique cabinet on the far side of the dining room sending small glass shards everywhere. 
 “I would beg to differ with you” Solari said sternly to Susan. “And it seems so would 
Janice Covington.” 
 “Like that episode of The Twilight Zone says,” Stevie added, “a heaven without dogs 
isn’t worth going to.” 
 Epphie smiled as she stood to relight the candles on her side of the dining room, 
“Melinda says that Janice is having a very hard time disliking you,” 
 “I am glad to hear that,” Stevie replied, moving to the other side of the room to 
relight several more candles. 
 “Why would grandma Janice dislike Stevie?” Mel asked, puzzled. “We only just met 
them.” 
 Stevie felt her face grow warm as all eyes in the room looked at her. Lizzy smiled 
sympathetically making a small nod to her cousin. “It seems I’m the reincarnation of the 
arch nemesis to your ancient Greek ancestors,” Stevie said unapologetically. 
 “Callisto?” Mel breathed, his eyes growing wide, “I don’t believe it.” 
 “She corrected some of Janice’s findings,” Lizzy explained then grimaced as another 
wine glass shattered. “She knows things about her that haven’t been published.” 
 Dave quickly rose to his feet and moved to the cabinet, examining the shattered 
glasses, as if looking for some sort of trick. “This glass is freezing cold,” he said, amazed as 
he gingerly touched a couple of glass shards. “But the glasses themselves feel fine.” 
 “Please stop breaking things,” Lizzy implored. “Those were Melinda’s remember?” 

“There is no disrespect in having your work be as accurate as possible.” Stevie added 
with a disapproving glance to the glassware. 

“I don’t believe in reincarnation,” Susan whispered to Dave. 
“Wish I didn’t,” Stevie replied, unfazed. “But I’m finding fewer and fewer reasons 

not to believe it.” 
“You don’t seem evil at all,” Mel argued, stubbornly. 
“Why thank you,” Stevie said gratefully. 
“Of course she isn’t evil,” Lizzy shot back with an exasparated glare at her cousin. 
“But…Callisto…” 
“She isn’t Callisto, anymore than I’m Gabrielle or Sarah is Xena. We aren’t our 

pasts…” Lizzy explained well aware of the uncomprehending looks from the two couples on 
the other side of the table. 

“Wait a minute,” Mel said awe tingeing his voice, “Sarah is Xena?” 



The stuntwoman shrugged, “Epphie said so the other night,” she affirmed without 
emotion. 

“Why didn’t you tell me this?” Mel asked looking at Lizzy. “This is fantastic.” 
“Look,” Sarah said politely, “I don’t really buy into all of this stuff, I’m just going 

along to be polite. I don’t know who the hell Xena was anyways.” 
“You’ve got to be kidding, they haven’t told you stories of Xena?” Mel gushed 

disbelievingly. 
“Dude,” Sarah cut him off, “don’t get all fan-boy on me. She is some dead Greek 

chick, end of story; no big deal.” 
“Lizzy how can you not be crazy about her if she’s Xena?” Mel blurted, giving up on 

trying to talk any sense into Sarah. “You guys were meant for each other.” 
There was no mistaking the confused glances being exchanged by the other two 

couples. 
“Mel, we are so not discussing my love life during a séance. If you don’t want me to 

walk out right now, you’ll be smart and not say another word.” Lizzy said quietly, her voice 
as firm as steel. 

Everyone around the table looked at each other uncomfortably. 
“We would make a cute couple, wouldn’t we?” Sarah asked with a grin, breaking the 

tension. “Wow, look at that, no plates broke. But talk about Lizzy and Stevie hooking up…” 
As if on cue, another wine glass shattered. 
“This has got to be some sort of gag,” Susan said, inspecting the broken glassware 

for herself. “I don’t see how they do it,” she said to Dave. 
“You must really be Xena,” Stevie said annoyed, “because as I remember she could 

really be a jerk too.” She looked Sarah straight in the eye. The stuntwoman’s blue eyes held 
her gaze for a moment and then looked away, embarassed. 

“I’m sorry Stevie,” she whispered, “it was a cheap shot. You’re not your past, any 
more than I am. We lived and died in Greece, big deal.” 

“We aren’t our pasts,” Stevie agreed. “But we aren’t free from them either.” 
Epphie gazed at the center of the table, “Maybe we should continue this discussion 

after the séance,” she offered, realizing that family group therapy wasn’t something that the 
Evans or Jeff and Phil wanted to participate in anymore than she did. 

 
The séance continued for the next two hours with Susan and Dave asking a variety 

of questions. Surprised by the number of departed loved ones who were willing to chat, 
Susan had to admit with some difficulty that there was no way either medium could have 
done the research necessary to come up with the answers. Jeff and Phil were also active 
participants enjoying the opportunity to learn more about each other’s family. 

Only when the strain became apparent on Solari’s features, did the Medium bring the 
séance to a close wishing all participants living and otherwise a pleasant evening. Phil and 
Jeff excused themselves, clearly moved by the experience, as were Susan and Dave. Both 
couples spoke in hushed voices as they headed upstairs. The Hendersons returned soon 
thereafter and without a word to the rest of the group, headed upstairs as well. 

Mel opened a bottle of wine and took one of the few remaining wine glasses from 
the cabinet and poured a glass, handing it to Solari. He poured a glass for Lizzy and Sarah 
and disappeared into the kitchen, returning with a glass of lemonade for Epphie and 
additional wine glasses for Stevie and himself. 

“I’m surprised that the spirits of Xena and Gabrielle didn’t make an appearance,” 
Epphie said conversationally to Solari as she extinguished the candles. 



“It may have something to do with the reincarnations sitting here, like their souls are 
already present.” Solari replied. 

“I’m just glad she didn’t break any more glassware,” Mel grumbled softly as he 
handed the juice glass of wine to Stevie. 

“To what end?” Stevie asked absently, looking into her wine. “What advice or 
warning could they give that would change the course of what is to be?” 

“I’m still not totally buying this,” Sarah protested. “Ghosts, I get. That makes sense. 
I’m all over the fact that one of Lizzy’s grandmother’s hates you and wants to keep you away 
badly enough to break family heirlooms. I think her anger is mistaken, of course. I love you 
to pieces. But I’m not buying into me being some sort of heroic,” she noted Stevie’s frown, 
“or demonic depending on your point of view, warrior from ancient Greece.” 

Solari nodded. “No one is saying you have to buy into it, Sarah. We do, and for us 
that’s what matters. I’m with you, Stevie. I see no point in the souls of Xena and Gabrielle 
communicating anything we don’t already know. Besides, I’m not sure they’d have had the 
space to communicate with Janice and Melinda vying for attention. What puzzles me is why 
Callisto didn’t show up.” 

“She’s here,” Stevie said absently. “Glued to me like a shadow. She haunts my 
thoughts, and spends my moments of unconsciousness making me wish I were awake. 
Anything she has to say I have to figure out for myself.” 

Epphie shrugged and opened the living room curtains, letting moonlight fill the 
room with a soft blue glow. “I see the logic in that. She needs you to help her, and to do so 
you’ve got to find the way on your own. I don’t envy you that task.” 

“Are Janice and Mel still here?” Sarah asked curiously looking around the darkened 
dining room. “Can they move a penny like in the movie Ghost?” 

“No,” Both mediums said in unison. 
“Janice is a warning force,” Solari added “sensing danger and ferociously protective 

of her family. Melinda is a nurturing force no less protective of her family but…” she was 
quiet a moment, considering her words carefully, “perhaps a little more trusting of the living 
to find their own way.” 

Stevie downed her glass of wine and passed it to Mel who quietly refilled it. Sitting 
down at the table once more, soft brown eyes searched those of Solari and Epphie. “I need 
to learn things,” she said. “I need to grow. Can you help me?” she asked quietly. “Can Janice 
and Melinda help me? How can Callisto move on? How can we put her to rest? No one 
should have to feel the way I do every waking moment. These ghosts don’t even know me. 
What about me is so evil or wrong that I can’t be given a chance here?” 

Without any discussion Solari and Epphie took their seats at the table, as did Sarah 
and Lizzy. Solari downed her own glass of wine and Lizzy and Sarah followed suit. Sensing 
that the night was far from over, Mel uncorked a second bottle letting it breathe. The room 
was nearly dark, the only light coming from moonlight streaming in through the windows. 
Together the two Mediums took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. When they spoke Solari’s 
voice had a slight southern twang and Epphie stared at Stevie with eyes that were cold and 
full of apprehension. Even in the near darkness, warning was clearly evident in those eyes. 

“Do you know how may people Callisto murdered?” Epphie demanded. 
“Probably between two hundred and seventy-five and three hundred and twenty – 

that is if you include the people killed by her warriors.” Stevie replied without hesitation, 
wondering where that number came from. “I’m sure she killed at least a hundred and fifty of 
those people personally. What’s your point?” Stevie asked taking another sip of wine. “I’ve 
no doubt Xena has a higher body count, she had a bigger army after all.” 



“I think the point is that Xena tried to atone for what she did,” Sarah said, a bit 
defensively. “Don’t ask me why I got defensive just now, I don’t even like Xena.” 

The dark haired medium smiled indulgently at Sarah and then turned her attention to 
Epphie. “So, since Callisto didn’t atone when she was alive, she never gets to?” Solari asked, 
the slight southern drawl sounding out of place. “She endured more than we knew, we 
found that out last night.” 

“For generations, everywhere she went there was destruction.” Epphie said 
stubbornly. “I don’t have an issue with Callisto seeking atonement, I do have an issue with 
her involving my family.” She looked at Lizzy fondly. “You could get hurt and that doesn’t 
need to happen.” She then looked at Mel, “you could get hurt too Hon, we want the both of 
you to be safe.” Finally she turned her attention back to Stevie. “I want you to find peace, 
but leave my family out of it.” 

“Keeping Callisto away from your family would have required a little forethought on 
Xena’s part,” Lizzy shot back stubbornly. “Like maybe not creating her in the first place! Or 
maybe Xena could have avoided her involvement with Gabrielle and creating a family or any 
other number of other possibilities. It’s a little late now to sit back and say ‘it’s not my 
problem.’ Besides, you’re both dead!” 

“Elizabeth Janice Covington!” Solari said sternly, “There is no need for sass.” 
“Yes ma’am,” Lizzy said automatically feeling her cheeks flush hotly. “Sorry.” 
“What is it you people want from me,” Stevie demanded, anger threading her voice. 

“What kind of atonement are you looking for from me, Stevie Montgomery? I am not 
Callisto! Do I need to go out and fight crime? People who do that today are called vigilantes 
and tend to get arrested. The fact that I wake up every morning and want to take my own 
life isn’t enough for you? That I know what Callisto is responsible for and live with it every 
fucking day?” Stevie downed her wine once more and reached for the bottle herself. “How 
many different kinds of penance will it take to satisfy this guilt?” 

“That isn’t for me to tell you,” Epphie said, unfazed by the outburst. “But I can tell 
you that you don’t need to drag my family into it. In fact I forbid it.” 

“Lucky for you Melinda didn’t feel the same way, huh?” Mel asked quietly, coming to 
Stevie’s defense. “If she’d kept Xena’s past and darkness away from you, well your life would 
have just been about relics, wouldn’t it? Both of your lives.” Both Mediums stared at him, 
surprise etched on their features.  

“Besides, I’d give my progeny more credit if I were you,” Sarah added. “If I’m the 
reincarnation of the almighty Xena and I fell in love with Stevie then how bad can she be? 
Two arch enemies ending up lovers all those generations later? Yeah, we broke up, but I 
don’t love her any less and I’m guessing you people should think I know a thing or two 
about evil, right? Before you decide Stevie is the reincarnation of a monster, why don’t you 
really find out? Your granddaughter isn’t an idiot, was Gabrielle ever fooled by Callisto 
before?” 

“Well there was that one time by the fire…” Stevie began and winced as Sarah 
kicked her in the shin. 

Epphie looked wistfully at the wine bottle and then took a large swig of her 
lemonade. She glanced at Solari before returning her gaze to Stevie once more. “Fine,” she 
saif flatly. “We’ll get to know you. So… tell me about your dogs…”  

 
It was well after two o’clock in the morning when Solari pushed herself away from 

the dining table. She looked profoundly exhausted, yet pleased with herself. “Well that went 
well,” she said, relieved that any southern traces were absent from her voice. 



“If you mean that nothing else got broken, then yeah,” Mel agreed. “But do you 
think it did any good?” he asked, looking at Stevie and Sarah. 

Stevie shook her head, noting the four empty wine bottles and regretting already the 
amount of wine she’d consumed. “I don’t know,” she offered. “I don’t have any clearer idea 
of what I’m supposed to do for Callisto and please don’t take this the wrong way, but I don’t 
really care if I impressed your dead grandmothers or not.” Lizzy winced inwardly, the 
comment having stung more than she would have cared to admit. 

“I think you were fine,” Sarah said unconcerned. “You’re obviously not psychotic, I 
think that’s the main thing.” 

“Trying to get the approval of dead people in order to hang out with members of 
their family so their dishes don’t break isn’t psychotic behavior?” Stevie asked pointedly. 

Sarah looked crestfallen, “Well when you put it like that…” she muttered. “I’m 
guessing that Janice Covington was pretty stubborn, so a phrase like ‘I forbid it,” is pretty 
serious, yes?” 

Mel glanced at his cousin and nodded his head sadly.  
Lizzy picked up several of the wine glasses and headed into the kitchen. She turned 

on the light and rinsed the glasses, trying to decide what it was about Stevie’s comment that 
stung so much. A moment or two later she was joined at the sink by the Egyptologist who 
walked up carrying the other glasses. 

“Hey,” Stevie said quietly. 
“Hey yourself,” Lizzy replied realizing that she’d known it was Stevie the second she 

walked into the room. She’d become attuned to her perfume and picked up the subtle 
fragrance sight unseen. She was hard pressed to think of a scent she found more appealing. 

“You upset with me?” Stevie asked, taking the washed wine glass and drying it with a 
dishtowel. 

“No,” Lizzy replied, not quite truthfully. “Why would you ask that?” 
“Because I’ve spent a bazillion dollars on therapy and I know the signs,” the 

Egyptologist answered. 
“Everything is fine, seriously,” Lizzy replied, without looking up. 
“Oh,” Stevie said with forced lightness. “I see. Okay.” They finished the remainder 

of glasses in silence, which spoke volumes. When the last one was dried, Stevie put the 
dishtowel on the counter and turned to face the archeologist.  

“We still have plans for that party tomorrow? Or I should say today?” The taller 
woman asked.  
Lizzy nodded mutely, almost surprised that Stevie still wanted to go.  
“Good,” Stevie continued. “You know, just because I’m not interested in impressing 

your dead grandmothers, doesn’t mean I’m not interested in impressing you.” Lizzy looked 
up, knowing full well the surprise at being found out was registering all over her face. “Like I 
said, I know the signs,” Stevie continued unperturbed. “It’s cold out, you should wear my 
jacket home.” Leaning forward she kissed Lizzy softly on the lips. “I’m also not frightened 
by threats from dead people. She could break every dish you own and I’ll write you a check. 
Happy Halloween,” she whispered and walked back through the dining room to follow 
Sarah upstairs. 

Absently touching her mouth, Lizzy watched her go and wondered for the first time 
if indeed she was getting in over her head. Even dead, she would hesitate to bet on anyone 
besting Janice Covington. She idly wondered if the sensation of being overwhelmed was how 
her grandmothers had felt about each other, and if so why they were trying so desperately to 
keep her from the experience. Knowing too much wine had been imbibed to yield any 



answers that night, she donned Stevie’s leather jacket, comforted by the familiar scent and 
walked back into the dining room to see if Solari was ready to head home. 
 

 
Chapter Six 

 
“It ’ s  just  the ghost  o f  what you real ly  want 

And i t ’ s  the ghost  o f  the past  that you l ive  in 
And i t ’ s  the ghost  o f  the future you are f r ightened o f” 

Ghosts  – Stev ie  Nicks 
 
“Wake up, we’ve got company.” Stevie Montgomery recognized the sound of her voice although she 

knew she hadn’t spoken. She blinked and opened her eyes. In moments they focused on Callisto’s face as the 
warrior leaned over her. Sitting up, Stevie’s head spun. It had been a long time since she’d had that much 
wine and she was clearly still drunk.  

“What the hell?” Stevie groaned as she looked down to find herself still dressed as Callisto. Looking 
at the warrior once more she was shocked to see the psychotic wearing her clingy black dress, spiky heels and 
red nail polish. She was Callisto and Callisto was she. “What the fuck is this about?” 

Callisto shrugged. “I don’t make the rules here, you do.” 
Before Stevie could think of something to say, she saw two figures walking towards her. She realized 

she’d been laying down on a hard, dirt road. Snow was falling and the air was crisp and cold. The hills 
around her were green and grassy and the sky was a hazy blue. As the women walking up the road grew near 
Stevie recognized them. In fact she’d been talking to the shorter one not long before she’d fallen asleep. She 
stood up and dusted herself off when the archaeologist and her companion came to a stop. “Dr. Covington,” 
Stevie said sticking out her hand by force of habit. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 

“Very funny Callisto,” Janice said curtly, turning her attention to Callisto. 
“No, I’m Stevie,” Stevie insisted. “She’s Callisto,” she said with a nod to the woman wearing her 

dress. 
“That’s odd,” the taller woman said, a southern accent coloring her words. 
“Or a lie.” Janice replied. 
In that moment Stevie was assured it really was Dr. Janice Covington she was speaking to. The 

archaeologist had a reputation for being blunt, direct and not particularly diplomatic. While Stevie never 
considered herself a ‘fan’ of the Doctor’s, she was impressed by her findings and published work. Dressed as 
she’d seen in several pictures, Dr. Covington was wearing the typical trousers, boots, shirt and jacket she’d 
have worn on a dig in the late fourties or early fifties. She was a vision in earth tones with her reddish blonde 
hair was in a ponytail. She also wore her trademark fedora. A whip was tied to the belt at her waist and the 
tip of a cigar could be seen poking from her shirt pocket. Her companion was wearing a very smart black 
skirt suit with a cream blouse and stylish pumps. She wore a string of pearls around her neck and a modest 
watch around her wrist. 

“Believe me,” Callisto said with a shrug “I’m not the least bit interested in your granddaughter, or 
you for that matter. You both make lousy Gabrielles.” 

“Callisto, please,” Stevie hissed. “Leave Lizzy out of this and don’t be rude to Dr. Covington.” 
“This makes no sense,” the shorter woman muttered glancing back to Stevie. 
“Janice, manners!” the tall brunette chided gently. She took the Egyptologist’s hand and shook it 

warmly. “Stevie, it is nice to meet you in person as it were, I feel like I already know you.” 
“Thank you Miss. Pappas,” Stevie said with a smile, surprised at the warmth and strength in 

Melinda’s grip. “I don’t mean to be rude, but I don’t know why the two of you are here – in my dream that 
is.” 



“We tried to reach you last night, at Lizzy’s place.” Janice said, taking the cigar from her pocket 
and nipping off the tip with her teeth. “Seems you keep a pretty tight reign your mind when you’re sober.” She 
lit the cigar and blew a couple of perfect smoke rings. 

Stevie grimaced. “If the dreams I’ve been having are the result of being sober, I may take up 
drinking again.” 

“I don’t think tonight is going to go any better,” Mel said sympathetically. “Probably best to drink 
in moderation.” 

Stevie looked around at her surroundings. She felt the chill of the crisp air and snow and was 
amazed at the blueness of the sky in spite of the light snowfall. Janice Covington also seemed intrigued by the 
scenery and walked several steps away to look over the crest of the hill that she and her companion had 
climbed. Stevie followed and looked down the road at a large stone building surrounded by a wall made of 
stone with a wooden gate. Several crosses stood in a courtyard out front with bodies nailed to them. Stevie 
Montgomery recognized a crucifixion when she saw it. “Where are we?” Stevie asked. 

“You’re an archaeologist,” Janice said gruffly, “you tell me.” 
Stevie watched intently as several guards opened the gate. A small horse pulled wagon emerged with 

several more guards in the back. Armed with a ladder, they headed to the most distant cross and proceeded to 
take the body down, tossing it carelessly into the back of the wagon when they were finished. Stevie studied the 
wagon, the armor, weapons anything that might have given her a clue. “This is Italy,” she said. “Roman 
Empire, from the looks of the tool marks on that shield, the time of Caesar.” 

“Very good,” Janice replied, impressed. “We’re at the base of Mt. Amaro to be precise. If we were 
further up the peak we’d be able to see Pescara on the Adriatic coast on a clear day. Any guesses as to why 
we’re here?” 

Instinctively Stevie looked at Callisto, who had been watching the guards removing bodies from the 
crosses with disinterest. “What’s going on here?” she asked the warrior who at present looked anything but. 

 “Today is the day Xena and Gabrielle die and my fate…our fate was set.” She replied with a 
shrug. 

“Are they down there?” Stevie asked, looking again at the prison. 
“Gabrielle is,” Janice explained. “Xena went to Rome to kill Caesar. He had Gabrielle captured 

and brought here, Xena will try to rescue her before long.” 
“It doesn’t end well,” Mel added with profound sadness. 
“Why don’t we go inside and see what happens?” Janice asked in a tone that made it clear the 

question was rhetorical. She glared at Callisto who rolled her eyes. 
“Wait,” Stevie said, holding her head as she felt her world spin. “How is it I’m talking to you? 

How is it you can be here? Are you figments of my dreams the way Callisto is?” 
“Actually, I’m a memory not a figment,” Callisto said, looking with interest at the deep red of her 

painted nails. “Small detail I know.” 
“No, we’re here alright,” Janice, said, tipping her hat back just a little. “It isn’t easy mind you, 

given that we’re some distance from our ashes.” 
“That’s why we tried last night,” Mel added helpfully. “Our ashes are in an urn in Lizzy’s spare 

bedroom. It’s why our presence can be felt so strongly in her house.” 
“And at the museum,” Janice added. “A lot of our stuff is there too.” 
“Lizzy has a spare bedroom?” Stevie said, the notion dawning on her, leaving her surprised and 

impressed at how smoothly Covington’s granddaughter had arranged the sleeping arrangements the previous 
night. 

“That one’s tricky,” Callisto added with a smirk and wink at Janice. “Must run in the family.” 
“Why do you think we were making so much racket?” Janice demanded, albeit softly. 
“Well, Janice made the racket,” Mel corrected gently. 



“The point is, we can talk to you here, in your dream because the wine has got you unguarded 
enough that we can reach you. This wasn’t the case last night,” Janice explained with a somewhat sheepish 
glance to Melinda. “I mean what I said earlier about you deserving your shot at redemption, everyone does,” 
she continued. “But you’re going to see, with your own eyes why you don’t need to go after that redemption by 
entangling my family.” 

“I’m willing to hear you out,” Stevie said and started down the road to the prison, “but I can’t 
promise that will change anything. Honestly Sarah was right in that you should give your family more credit 
to take care of themselves. Besides I’ve no idea how I’m supposed to get redemption for Callisto involving your 
family or not. Don’t you think if I could do it I would have done so already?” 

“Maybe you’ve got the pieces to the puzzle and just haven’t figured out how to put them together 
yet?” Mel offered gently as they walked. 

“I’ve never been very good at puzzles,” Stevie acknowledged with a sad smile. 
“What’s with the outfit?” Janice asked Callisto curtly as they walked behind Stevie and Melinda. 
“Don’t know,” Callisto replied with a smile. “Thought I’d try a new look. Do you like it?” 
“No.” Janice answered without missing a beat. “So, of all the miserable days of your existence, was 

this one the worst?” 
Callisto spared her only the briefest of glances before answering. “No. Xena murdering my family 

still takes the cake. Don’t get me wrong, of all the hellish days to follow, this one was right up there but how 
do you top watching your family getting burned alive.” 

Janice’s cheeks flushed a little, but she kept her composure. She extracted the cigar from her lips and 
pointed it at Callisto for emphasis. “Maybe because today was a horror of your own making. You had no 
choice in what happened to your family and it was horrific, terrible. But today you made choice to ruin not 
only your life, your hope for a better future, but the lives of two other people as well.” 

Callisto stopped and turned to face the archeologist who to her credit didn’t flinch, as she had to look 
up into the face of a very annoyed killer. “I’m just glad you didn’t say ‘two innocent people’ because your dear 
Xena and Gabrielle were anything but that. Xena destroyed everyone and everything in her path; Lao Ma, 
Borias, Solon, Gabrielle…me. The brat wasn’t the innocent she professed to be either.” 

Stevie stepped in between Janice and Callisto as foursome stopped outside the wooden gate. “What 
are you going to do today?” She gently asked Callisto, trying to draw the warrior’s attention from the 
archaeologist. 

Callisto glanced at Janice and Mel before returning her attention to Stevie. “I was in hell,” she said 
then rolled her eyes at the unsympathetic glare she received from Janice Covington. “Sure, you could say it was 
a hell of my own making with the real-estate bought and paid for by Xena, the Warrior Princess. But it was 
hell nonetheless. Incessantly I’d be tortured by those two; taunted, reminded of all my missed opportunities, my 
empty vengeance. I knew they were getting another shot; Xena was getting another life, a reincarnation, and a 
chance to do better, to do it differently. So was her dear little Gabrielle. I guess I was naive enough then not to 
realize that life after life is it’s own form of hell. All the options are hell of some sort. To get my own shot I 
had to corrupt Caesar and get Xena off of her path – make her turn from the way of the warrior. Simple as 
that. So I did, or tried at any rate.” 

“You failed?” Stevie asked not clear on why Xena and Gabrielle died if Callisto was unsuccessful. 
“For the most part,” Callisto allowed. “Caesar was murdered by the Senate. As for Xena, I guess 

you’ll understand it better if you just watch. It’s what shorty wants at any rate.” 
“Watch whom you’re calling small, Callisto,” Melinda said, her voice as cold as steel. “When it 

comes to real stature, you’re the tiny one here.” Although she knew it shouldn’t, the comment stung Stevie. 
As the quartet of women stood outside the gates talking, the wagon approached and the gates 

opened. It was obvious that no one could see the four of them and they followed the wagon inside. Xena 
emerged from under the pile of rotting corpses and made her way across the courtyard. A second Callisto 



appeared, this one not wearing Stevie’s black clingy cocktail dress, but a white toga. Another difference, this 
Callisto had short spiky blonde hair, different from the other pair’s shoulder length tresses. 

“I just keep coming back,” the new Callisto said to Xena. “In that way, I’m more dependable than 
your chakram. My lord sees everything Xena – and you don’t have to go through with this. I can arrange it 
for you and Gabrielle and all her peaceful little friends to just walk out of here—and no one gets hurt. You 
and Gabrielle can live happily ever after.” 

“What ‘lord’?” Stevie asked the Callisto wearing her dress. Ignoring Xena’s response to the toga 
clad woman. “And why do you have short hair.” 

“I mentioned ‘hell’ you do the math.” Callisto replied smoothly to answer both questions. 
“I’m not Christian,” Stevie insisted. “I don’t believe in ‘hell’ anymore than I believe in ‘heaven’.” 
“Well obviously you did at some point,” Janice interjected. “Besides, that isn’t the point. It’s not 

what you believe now; it’s who you were then. You’re trying to tempt Xena from her path to trade her soul for 
yours. Her shot at redemption for yours.” 

“That guilt you’re depending on, I put it all behind me,” Xena said to Callisto, her icy blue eyes 
boring into brown. The emphatic tone drew Stevie and Janice’s attention and they stopped bickering. “You 
see, I know now what I have to do. I have to be the best warrior I can be. To redeem myself, I have to fight 
evil with a sword and that’s what I’m gonna do no matter what the consequences.” 

“That makes absolutely no sense.” Stevie said, frowning at Xena and the toga clad Callisto. “Since 
when does being the better warrior lead to peace?” 

“I don’t know,” Melinda protested gently, “my life was rather peaceful and I suppose Sarah’s is as 
well. I think what Xena did with her sword provided us that peace.” 

“So the reward is to keep coming back?” Stevie asked, disappointed. “That’s heaven?” 
“You just said you don’t believe in heaven,” Mel reminded her with a smile. 
“Perpetual existence? That’s the reward?” Stevie wondered aloud, shaking her head. “ That’s what 

you get for not believing in heaven? Sounds more like the other place if you ask me.” 
“I guess that depends on what you do with your life,” Janice observed. 
Stung, Stevie looked away her eyes falling on the Callisto wearing her dress. Their eyes met and for 

the first time she saw herself although the knowledge sickened her. Together they turned their attention to their 
shorthaired twin wearing the toga. “Exactly,” they said in unison. 

Callisto tried one more time to persuade Xena and again she failed. This time she let out Xena’s 
battle cry alerting the guards. As they frantically began to search the courtyard, Callisto, Stevie, Janice and 
Melinda watched Xena fight her way into the prison. In moments a number of people came running out, 
heading for the gates. The toga-clad Callisto watched from the wall, frustration growing more prevalent on her 
smooth features as the followers of Eli ran out the open gate. 

“No, no.” The shorthaired woman fumed. “Noooooo!” In an instant of fury she threw a chakram 
at Xena, hitting her square in the back. Xena’s knees buckled and she fell, face first into the hard packed 
dirt of the courtyard. A guard ran forward with his sword drawn. In an instant the pike thrown through his 
chest stopped his movement. Stevie looked around to see who had come to Xena’s aid and was shocked to see 
the look of unadulterated rage on Gabrielle’s face. She’d known enough of Xena’s history to know that 
Gabrielle was a pacifist and the sight of the bard running to Xena’s side with a sword made her stomach 
lurch. 

Stevie’s gaze was riveted on the tragic scene that played out in front of her. Soldiers ran forward and 
Gabrielle cut them down. The whole time she was screaming for Xena to get up, to run. Helplessly Xena 
watched, the fear and horror evident in her voice when she said her spine was broken and she couldn’t feel her 
legs. Stevie counted an additional seven men fall to Gabrielle’s sword. One guard had his head repeatedly 
pounded into the ground, another she stabbed multiple times with a dagger. There was no doubt in Stevie’s 
mind that the only thing the bard could see at the moment was red. Absently she wondered if that was how 
she’d feel or if she’d seen Sarah cut down in front of her…or if she’d seen her mother burned alive. 



In her peripheral vision Stevie could see Callisto watching the scene play out dispassionately. She 
looked like a woman who had revisited this moment too many times. Melinda Pappas had turned her head 
away, tucked behind Janice’s hat. The archaeologist had her arms wrapped protectively around her partner’s 
waist and was watching Stevie with steely focus. 

In moments it was all over. Eight men lay dead on the courtyard ground and Xena and Gabrielle 
were surrounded by many more. Gabrielle stared at the bloody dagger she held as if seeing it for the first time. 
She dropped it and did not resist as guards roughly dragged her off the body of the guard below her. 

Without being asked, Stevie followed the guards as they dragged Xena and Gabrielle back inside 
the prison. It may have appeared to any guard standing watch that Xena and Gabrielle waited for their fate 
alone, but there was an additional quartet waiting with them, as somber as the two who awaited execution. 

In an instant she had her answer. Stevie could now see exactly why Janice Covington would never 
accept her, never believe that she could change. She’d watched Callisto hit Xena from behind and turn 
Gabrielle into a vengeful killer. The worst kind. That more than anything else was the tragedy. For all her 
proclamations of love, of the cycle of hate not being repeated, for all of the strength she mustered at the death of 
Perdicus, when the one she loved was hurt, Gabrielle of Poteidaia was a killer. “What does it feel like to 
die?” Stevie asked absently. 

“Depends on the death,” Janice said sitting next to Melinda on a crate in the prison and holding the 
southerner’s hand tenderly. “Our death was pretty quick. The truck driven by the drunk came across into our 
lane from nowhere. I saw a flash and that was it.” 

“I remember looking over to Janice,” Melinda added. “Her beautiful green eyes were the last things 
I saw. In a way I suppose it was better than going in my sleep.” 

Stevie was quite surprised to see the archaeologist blushing a little. Even now, even in death she 
couldn’t imagine two more perfectly connected people. Even as she thought that, her gaze drifted to the floor of 
the cell and the pair of toga clad women sitting on the straw. Gabrielle was leaning against a pole and Xena 
was resting in her lap. Much of the color had drained from Xena’s face and it was clear to Stevie that if their 
execution weren’t upon them Xena wouldn’t live through the day. 

“Argo died peacefully,” Janice whispered. “Had to put her out of her suffering. I had a friend who 
was a vet back then. We put her to sleep.” 

“At home and in Janice’s arms,” Mel added tenderly. 
“Well her head anyway,” Janice murmured. “She was a pretty big dog. Would have been hard to 

hold all of her…” 
“I’m sure that was the hardest thing you’ve ever had to do.” Stevie said gently. Watching as 

Melinda took her hand from Janice’s and wrapped her arm protectively around the smaller woman. “What 
happened?” she asked. 

“It was her liver,” Janice said matter of factly, although she did wipe a non-existent speck from her 
eye. “She got very sick very fast. She had one rough night and that was all I could take. I wouldn’t make her 
endure anymore.” 

“That was very selfless of you.” Stevie said, noting Melinda’s smile of gratitude. 
“It wasn’t about me. Love sometimes means doing what very painfully isn’t best for you.” Even 

though her eyes were moist, she didn’t flinch as her stare bore into Stevie. 
“Did you bury her?” Stevie asked, choosing to ignore the double meaning of the archeologist’s words. 
Janice shook her head, a single tear escaping one eye. 
“She had an Amazon funeral,” Melinda explained, giving Janice’s shoulder a squeeze. “I stayed 

with Argo while Janice built a funeral pyre. Two of Pandora’s sons offered to help but Janice wanted to do it 
on her own. We carried her out there and when it was all over Janice collected the ashes and put them in an 
urn. Those ashes are with us in the urn in Lizzy’s bedroom.” 

“I’m sure she’ll find you soon,” Stevie said, remembering Janice’s query from the séance. 



“What about you?” Janice asked Callisto, changing the subject. “Do you have anything to add on 
the subject of death? Certainly you’ve caused enough of it.” 

“Well let me just see,” Callisto said, turning hotly to Janice. “The first time Xena killed me I 
drowned in quicksand. Do you know what that’s like? Drowning? You hold your breath for as long as you 
can. You feel the weight of sand and mud closing in on you, sinking, pulling you down. Your lungs scream for 
air and when you absolutely can’t hold your breath for another second you panic. You open your mouth and 
inhale. In that instant mud rushes into your lungs and you choke, you cough and try to get air, but it’s only 
mud- in your nose, in your lungs. Finally after what feels like hours you start to black out, only then does the 
panic subside even as your body is still twitching and gasping for air.” Callisto stood and in heels looking very 
alien on the straw strewn floor of the prison, strode across the room to stand on the other side of Melinda, 
away from Janice. “The second time Xena killed me I was stabbed. I suppose I should have been grateful I 
died more quickly, but it’s hard to be grateful with a burning dagger in your gut.” 

“I wonder if that’s how Perdicus felt?” Janice asked innocently. 
“Maybe…” Callisto began, unfazed by the archeologist’s jibe. “I did stab him in the gut.” 
“What about the people Perdicus killed?” Stevie asked locking eyes with Janice. “Is anyone in this 

story innocent?” 
Janice stood up, but sat back down on the crate as a restraining hand on her shoulder pulled back. 

“She has a point Janice,” Mel said softly. 
“I certainly think the self-inflicted deaths are the best,” Callisto continued as if she were reciting a 

shopping list. “At least you know when even if you don’t know exactly what will happen. Hanging is risky – 
when I broke my neck it was quick, but another time I just hung there until I suffocated. Guns are good, 
quick- although the sound is ear splitting and gunpowder is very bitter. I think getting murdered is the worst, 
especially when it’s someone who wants to take their time. Not only is the pain, but also the fear and terror at 
what will happen next. It really seems to be in our nature to worry about what will happen next. Drug 
overdoses can vary, sometimes it’s numbing and a fading out of everything. Other times it’s a very bad trip 
with all the fear and horror of getting murdered.” Callisto turned and began to walk towards Janice once 
more. “Oh yes,” she said. “And then there’s fire. It’s not like some bright light of a truck hitting you head 
on; it’s an agonizingly slow crawl towards death. You suffocate, of course from the smoke. Sometimes you’re 
lucky and that’s it. Other times you also feel the pain of first degree, then second and then third degree burns 
as your skin blackens, cracks and peels right off your body. Your eyes dry out, your mouth is parched, your 
lungs sting from the heat and smoke. I was burned at the stake once, during the Spanish Inquisition. I died 
burned alive, just like my family.” 

Green eyes locked onto brown for a moment and then Janice looked away. Callisto stood there, 
looking down at the archeologist and it made Stevie uncomfortable. While she agreed with Janice, she couldn’t 
help but feel some sympathy for the woman wearing her dress. Wearing a face that was beginning to look all 
too much like the one she saw in the mirror each morning. When the dreams started, it had been so easy to 
see Callisto as someone every different. Now wearing her clothes, seeing the psychotic dressed as she, the line 
began to blur. She walked over to the warrior and gently tugging on Callisto’s arm, pulled the woman away 
from Janice and Mel. To Stevie’s surprise, Callisto allowed herself to be guided away. 

Just then the figures seated on the floor of the jail cell stirred. Xena and Gabrielle spoke to each 
other in soft tones. Gabrielle did her best not to cry, yet translucent tears splashed on Xena’s face anyway. 

“Gabrielle?” Xena asked, regaining consciousness. 
“Xena.” Gabrielle answered, holding onto the body in her lap protectively. 
“You’re crying?” Xena asked, confused. “Don’t cry.” 
Gabrielle shook her head, forcing a smile to her face that she clearly didn’t feel. “I wont. Rest.” 
Xena nodded slightly and whispered, “okay.” Shaking herself once more she said, “I made you leave 

the way of love, it was my fault.” 
“What was the ‘way of love’?” Stevie asked. 



“A cult that Gabrielle joined,” Callisto answered only to be hushed by Melinda. 
“I had a choice, to do nothing or save my friend,” Gabrielle replied tenderly touching Xena’s face. “I 

chose the way of friendship?” 
“Friendship?” Stevie asked incredulously. 
“The word had different meanings back then,” Janice explained. 
“I’m sorry for all the times I didn’t treat you right,” Xena said, trying to keep her voice steady. 
Gabrielle shook her head emphatically. “Xena, you’ve brought out the best in me. Before I met you, 

no one saw me for who I was. I felt…invisible. But you saw all of the things that I could be. You saved me, 
Xena.” 

“I wish…um…” Xena began, bashfully. 
“What?” Gabrielle urged. 
“I wish that I had read your scrolls just once.” Xena said. 
Tears fell anew, splashing on Xena’s smooth cheeks. “You would have liked them.” Gabrielle said. 
“I know,” Xena replied. 
“Do you think Xena could read?” Janice asked, looking at Stevie. 
Stevie looked from the archaeologist to the warrior and bard sitting on the floor and then back to 

Janice. The tone of Janice’s question was one of professional curiosity and while it seemed an odd time and 
place to have that sort of discussion, it was one level that the two of them could communicate on. “Obviously 
Lizzy would be the one to ask, but I realize she isn’t here.” Stevie said, looking at Xena once more. “From 
what little I know of her upbringing she may have learned to read before Cortese sacked Amphipolis. I’m 
sure it wasn’t a strength though.” She looked at Gabrielle once again and back at Callisto. The warrior 
looked so at home in her black dress, and while she felt very out of place in Callisto’s armor, she had to 
admit it was beginning to feel more comfortable. It was so easy to see people and situations from a modern 
light, with modern perceptions. “Callisto couldn’t read, most warriors couldn’t. Xena may have known 
enough to get by but I’m not sure that she’d have been up to the task of reading Gabrielle’s scrolls. Maybe she 
didn’t want Gabrielle to know she was functionally illerate.” 

“Or maybe she just didn’t care,” Callisto suggested helpfully. 
“She cared,” Melinda said, with a sad smile at Xena. 
The guards came in and lifted Xena from the bard’s lap. She was led as Xena was dragged out to 

the courtyard where two crosses had been laid on the ground. 
Shorthaired Callisto, wearing the white toga watched them pass then opened her mouth to catch 

snowflakes. The Callisto wearing the black cocktail dress shook her head and smirked while Stevie glared at 
the two of them disapprovingly. 

“Don’t give me that confident look,” shorthaired Callisto said as Xena was stretched out on the 
cross. “You’re about to die like a slave and drag your friend with you, and it’s all right by me.” 

Obviously delirious with pain Xena still managed a smirk for Callisto. “Your lord might night feel 
the same way. He sent you on a mission, didn’t he?” 

Callisto shrugged. “Making Caesar dictator was his main concern. And once he’s ruling, making 
him an agent of my lord will be easy. So while you lie here helpless, he’s declaring himself emperor.” 

Stevie blinked at Callisto, startled, and then looked at the Callisto wearing her dress. “That didn’t 
work out very well for you, did it?” she asked sympathetically. 

“Yet another pile of boulders to be buried under.” The warrior said with shrug. 
“Couldn’t happen to a nicer person,” Janice grumbled and glanced away from Melinda’s 

disapproving frown. 
While she knew what was coming and had an academic knowledge of crucifixion, it did little to 

prepare one for seeing it in person. Stevie suspected that witnessing any death must be like that. Certainly 
Callisto’s description of drowning had made the ocean seem a less appealing place. 



“I’ve never been crucified,” Callisto, commented watching as large nails were positioned over blocks 
of wood resting on the palms of the two women’s hands. “You end up dying by suffocation anyways,” she 
explained, casually. “Your body drags you down making it impossible to breathe. I’m sure every movement to 
take pressure off of your arms and get air starts the agony all over again. Ultimately it’s a lack of air that 
gets you every time.” She smiled as if making a private joke. “Xena knew that well enough, cutting off the 
flow of blood to people’s brains time and again.” 

As her hands were positioned on the cross beam Xena turned her head to her companion. 
“Gabrielle, you were the best thing in my life.” 
 “I love you, Xena.” Gabrielle replied even as her own hands were positioned. Both women screamed 
as the large nails were driven through with heavy hammers. Gabrielle’s back arched and she cried out only to 
have her legs pulled back down and a spike driven through her feet. She screamed again, Xena contorting her 
face in pain at the sound of her lover’s agony. Stevie was sure she’d throw up and could feel the acid build up 
in her mouth. Xena didn’t move and scarcely seemed to notice when the spike was driven through her feet, she 
only screamed again, as Gabrielle did when the crosses were raised and slid into their pits. 
 “So what happens now?” Stevie asked in a whisper, not sure how much more of the scene she could 
take. 
 “We wait.” Janice replied, sitting down on the ground, ignoring the snow. 
 The snow was still falling but Stevie didn’t really notice, she assumed she was cold, it would have 
made sense to be cold, but she couldn’t feel a thing. Looking around she didn’t see the shorthaired Callisto. 
“Callisto,” she said to the woman still standing a short distance from her, “where are you? I don’t see you 
here.” 
 Callisto turned and looked around as if noticing for the first time that her twin was missing. She 
was thoughtful a moment, clearly trying to remember events long past. “I think Caesar was getting murdered 
at the moment,” she said, nodding to herself. “Yes, that’s what was happening. When that happened my 
mission was a total failure and I was dragged back to hell serving out lifetime after lifetime as each 
reincarnation fell sort of redemption. Like where we are now.” 
 Time seemed to slow to a crawl as the four women waited. Callisto didn’t sit, preferring to stand a 
short distance from the other three. It occurred to Stevie that the warrior may not know how to sit down in a 
cocktail dress, then realized that modesty was something that Callisto probably had little use for. Melinda 
however knew very much how to sit in a skirt. She had her legs folded neatly beneath her and she watched the 
proceedings with profound sadness. 
 “I know why you brought me here,” Stevie said, looking at Janice who had lit another cigar. “I 
know why you’ll never forgive me for what I’ve done.” Janice nodded, a sad but satisfied look on her face. 
“But just for the record, I’d never ask anything of Lizzy or anyone in your family that they weren’t prepared 
to give. I’m not looking for her or anyone else to give me a shortcut out of this mess.” 
 “I know you’re not, honey.” Janice said kindly. “But as you can see,” she said nodding her head to 
the cross where Gabrielle was dying, “you don’t ask and people still give more than they should.” 
 A shadow fell across Janice as Callisto walked over. “I take it you regret what you did for Xena?” 
 Janice looked up, a bit startled. “I’m not Gabrielle, not completely anyways.” 
 “No, but she is,” Callisto said and walked to over to the cross. Looking up for a moment she 
turned back to the archaeologist and her companion. “Look at her and tell me she regrets what she did, the 
role she had in Xena’s life. And if she doesn’t regret it, then look Stevie in the eyes and tell her you think she 
should.” Janice and Melinda looked at Gabrielle and then each other but said nothing. 
 “That’s what I thought.” Callisto said bitterly. “That’s it, I’m leaving. These two are dead 
anyways.” 
 Stevie looked in surprise at the two crosses. She didn’t know how she’d missed it. Both women had 
slipped away. She’d been watching them intently, noting the shallowness of Xena’s breathing and the strain 
Gabrielle had been under to shift her body. She wasn’t sure what she’d been expecting, some sort of last 



proclamations or declarations of love or defiance. Instead they’d just stopped breathing when the chore of 
drawing breath became too much for them. 
 Stevie was torn about what to do next. Unsure whether she should follow Callisto down the road or 
stay with Janice and Melinda. She stood and dusted the snow from her armor. “I’m sorry I had to meet the 
two of you like this,” she said to Janice and Melinda. “While I am grateful I got to meet you, I am sorry I 
couldn’t be someone else.” 
 “I’m sorry too,” Janice said sadly as she stood and offered her hand to Stevie. Egyptologist and 
archaeologist shook hands and then Stevie turned to Melinda, her hand outstretched. 
 Mel wrapped her in a warm embrace. “I think you’ll find your redemption, honey,” she said. “It’ll 
probably be where you least expect it.” She kissed her cheek and then Stevie turned to follow Callisto down 
the hill. 
 “Now you see why I don’t drink,” Callisto muttered as they walked away. 
 

Stevie sighed uncomfortably, the arduous journey from sleep to consciousness taking 
far too long for her liking. She woke feeling out of place. It took only a second to realize that 
after four months of absence, the sensation of Sarah sleeping sprawled across her was a little 
unsettling. The stuntwoman was sleeping soundly in the very dark room; her breathing 
sending measured warmth across Stevie’s chest. Moonlight was no longer streaming in 
through the windows and Stevie guessed she’d not been asleep more than a couple of hours. 

She tried to shift, to encourage the Sarah to roll over on her own without much 
success. The stuntwoman murmured, moving slightly and nuzzling the Egyptologist in the 
neck. “God you smell fantastic,” she murmured. 

“Sarah, wake up,” Stevie said shaking the woman’s shoulder. 
“Huh?” Sarah murmured sleepily, pushing herself up off of Stevie. She continued to 

look down at the blonde woman, straining with sleepy eyes in the darkness to make out the 
features framed by blonde hair. “What happened?” she asked. 

“You were sleeping on me.” Stevie explained, still able to feel the tips of Sarah’s long 
hair brushing against the skin of her breasts through her thin t-shirt. It was more than a little 
distracting. 

“You woke me up because I was sleeping on you?” Sarah asked dubiously. 
“No,” Stevie explained patiently. “I woke up because I had a nightmare. You 

happened to be sleeping on me and I won’t be able to fall back asleep unless you move, so I 
woke you up. It’s a subtle difference, but worth noting I think.” 

“You really do smell awesome.” Sarah muttered ignoring her, leaning in close once 
more, nuzzling her hair.. “What is that?” 

“Never mind,” Stevie said pushing against the stuntwoman’s shoulders that wouldn’t 
budge. “I started wearing it after we broke up.” 

“I like it,” Sarah whispered and leaned in to kiss Stevie’s mouth. “I really like it.” 
Stevie resisted at first, continuing to press against shoulders and a chest that was 

leaning in closer, not moving away. But the touch was familiar, comforting and a million 
things that the Egyptologist realized she craved. In moments she was responding fully to the 
kiss, her hands threaded through soft black hair, holding the stuntwoman’s face close. In a 
familiar dance tongues gently dueled, hands roaming over expanses of skin, getting 
reacquainted. 

Stevie’s sense of conflict dueled with her ignited passion. A ritual played out more 
than once before; she longed for something familiar and safe, a harbor to protect her from 
the storm of her dreams. Wantonly she responded to Sarah’s kiss, knowing exactly what to 
do to ignite the same sort of desperate passion that she felt. Sarah’s hands caressed her 



breasts as she slipped her hands under the stuntwoman’s t-shirt, slowly dragging her nails 
down a warm and muscular back. 

 It was only when Sarah’s hand slipped below Stevie’s waist that the blonde turned 
her face away, her voice pleading. She shoved with a strength that surprised her. 

“Sarah, please! We can’t do this.” 
Startled, the stuntwoman moved away, frustrated. “Then why are you acting like you 

want to?” she demanded. 
“Because I do want to, you oaf,” Stevie shot back. “That doesn’t mean we should. 

Jesus!” 
Sarah rolled over onto her back and stared into the darkness. “Maybe we should 

rethink things?” she said quietly. “Maybe we’re not supposed to be broken up?” 
“Maybe we weren’t supposed to drink four bottles of wine tonight,” Stevie said, 

rolling onto her side to face the dark haired woman. “Come on Sarah. How many times have 
we done this? Two? Three? We’ve had too much wine, we’re desperate to feel connected 
and we’re convenient. When the sun comes up you’ll be asking yourself what you’ve gotten 
into and we’ll have to start this thing all over.” 

“I don’t think it has to be like that,” Sarah replied, rolling onto her side as well. “You 
always see the downside, even when you’re buzzed. Why don’t you focus on the positives, 
like how good we can make each other feel?” 

“Because one of us has to be the grown up,” Stevie answered a little sadly. “And 
neither of us is cut out to be fuck-buddies.” 

“Is that really it?” Sarah pressed, reaching out a strong hand and gently touching 
Stevie’s hair; pushing it away from her face and enjoying the texture of the soft tresses. 

“Mostly,” Stevie allowed. “I guess I’m still drunk enough to think there could be 
other possibilities.” 

“The fact that we are dealing with a profoundly haunted family isn’t bothering you?” 
Sarah asked curiously. 

“With the way I spend every night?” Stevie replied with a slight laugh. “I’d trade 
nightmares for actual ghosts any day.” 

Sarah moved close once again. Immediately Stevie’s body stiffened and the 
stuntwoman grunted. “Relax Blondie, I’m just holding you.” She wrapped her strong arms 
around the smaller woman and held her close, enjoying the fragrance and connection and 
telling herself that it was enough. 

“You realize that you’re the only person I let call me ‘Blondie’ don’t you?” Stevie 
murmured sleepily, relaxing into the embrace. 

“Yeah, I kinda like that.” Sarah admitted. 
“You’re going to wake up in a hell of a mood,” Stevie warned as Sarah’s arms 

squeezed a little tighter. 
“I’ll take a cold shower in the morning and I’ll be fine.” The stuntwoman grumbled. 

Even though she couldn’t see it, she could feel Stevie smile. 
“I won’t remind you that you still have a bit of a thing for me,” the Egyptologist 

whispered. 
“I would appreciate that,” Sarah whispered back, kissing the top of Stevie’s head.  
As she drifted back to sleep Stevie wondered if she was indeed drunk enough to 

think there were possibilities with Lizzy. Her encounter with Lizzy’s grandmother still fresh 
in her mind, as was the warning imparted, she wondered if her complicated relationship with 
Sarah was indeed all that life had in store for her. 



The two women woke several hours later to the sound of a door slamming loudly. 
“What the hell was that?” Sarah asked, eyes flying open and squinting at the sunlight 
streaming through the window. 

“The front door I think,” Stevie replied, inwardly wincing at the splitting headache 
left by the red wine the night before. “What time is it?” 

Sarah checked her watch. “It’s ten-thirty, too early for any of us at the séance to be 
up. That must have been the Hendersons.” 

“Well I think everyone is up now,” Stevie grumbled, massaging her temples. 
Sarah looked at her and smiled. “Been awhile since you’ve had that much to drink,” 

she commented. 
Stevie nodded. “I don’t know why, but talking to dead people always goes better for 

me with a few bottles of wine. You know,” she added looking at the stuntwoman sternly, 
“you threw the moves at me this morning.” 

Sarah blushed. “I’m not sorry about it if you’re looking for an apology. I suppose 
you and Jane discussed that this might happen?” 

“I’m not looking for an apology, and yes that conversation did come up,” Stevie 
replied smiling in spite of her headache. 

“Did I follow the script?” Sarah asked, with a sigh. 
Stevie shrugged. “Pretty much, it’s not like I don’t know you, what did you expect?” 
“I dunno, I just hate it when you talk about me in therapy,” the stuntwoman 

groused. 
“You should be flattered,” Stevie countered. “If I didn’t care, you wouldn’t come 

up.” She studied her friend a moment. “We still good?” she asked. 
“Yeah,” Sarah answered with a nod. “We’re still good, but we could be better,” she 

added with a leer and then laughed. Try as she might Ms. Montgomery seemed to be the 
only woman alive who could resist her charm and make it look effortless. “Do you think we 
check in too much?” She asked absently, getting out of bed. 

“For two people who are broken up? Absolutely. For us? No, I don’t think so. If you 
haven’t noticed, we’re different.” Stevie answered following suit. “Lizzy invited us to a 
Halloween party tonight,” she continued, running a brush through her hair. “I told her we’d 
go,” she added quietly. 

“Are you guys having a date and I’m just tagging along?” Sarah asked, studying 
Stevie’s reflection in the mirror. It seemed a little odd to the stunt woman, they’d gotten 
dressed side by side countless times, seeing each other in varying degrees of undress and 
here they were again only this time they were talking about someone else. Someone that 
Stevie was obviously interested in and someone she might be interested in as well. The 
strangest part was, she didn’t feel a sense of competition with the Egyptologist. Like there 
was some unspoken understanding that like it or not, however it ended up, the other would 
have to be a good sport. Unfortunately sportsmanship was not one of Sarah’s strong suits. 

“No, I don’t think so,” Stevie answered after a moment’s consideration and 
remembering her dream. “Her grandmothers joined my nightmare last night and made it 
crystal clear that Ms. Covington is off limits.” 

Sarah smirked, “I wonder if Ms. Covington got that memo?” she wondered. “What 
kind of party is it?” 

“Historical, that’s why Lizzy asked us. She’s made some costumes that she’d like us 
to wear,” Stevie replied. 



“Would these three outfits have anything to do with her research?” Sarah asked, 
remembering a conversation that she’d overheard Mel and Epphie have the previous day 
during Practical Magic. 

“Yeah, they’re a Xena, Gabrielle and as she now realizes a Callisto outfit.” 
The stuntwoman stopped brushing her hair and looked dubiously at Stevie. “She had 

a Callisto outfit and didn’t know it?” 
“She mistook it for a Xena outfit from some unknown period. Janice Covington’s 

research was thorough, but not perfect. I found a number of artifacts and story references to 
Callisto that were mistakenly attributed to Xena,” Stevie said with a shrug. “I tried the 
costume on yesterday and it fit. From the looks of it yours will too. I could tell it’d mean a 
lot to Lizzy if we’d do this.” 

“So what does the Xena outfit look like?” Sarah asked, curious. 
“It’s leather, you’ll look stunning, and you’ll love it.” Stevie replied without emotion. 
Sarah shrugged, “I’m game. But have you considered that if we really are the 

reincarnations of these three people and we don their outfits, what’s to keep some age old 
flame from reigniting and Lizzy and I from falling madly in love with each other?” 

“Absolutely nothing.” Stevie said, picking up her bath towel and walking to the door. 
“And it scares me, but like I said this would really mean a lot to Lizzy, so we’re going.” 

Sarah stared at the now closed door thinking about Stevie’s selflessness. Unbidden 
the image of her being buried under a pile of boulders came to mind. 

 
A loud bang woke Lizzy Covington with a start. Blinking she looked around her 

bedroom; nothing was out of place. As if in answer to her silent question, Solari called from 
down the hall, “In here Lizzy.” 

Lizzy pushed open the door to her office that served on occasion as a guest room. 
The small futon couch had been extended and Solari was sitting up in bed, looking at the 
bookshelf behind Lizzy’s desk. “What happened?” The archeologist asked. 

“The urn with your grandmother’s ashes fell off the shelf, didn’t uncork I’m happy 
to say, but they’re still riled up,” Solari explained as Lizzy stooped to pick up the urn. “At 
one point I almost went to sleep downstairs they were so noisy, but I really hate your couch 
– no offense.” 

“None taken,” Lizzy replied with a smile, setting the urn upright on the floor. 
“I’m hearing that you didn’t inform your blonde houseguest that you had a spare 

bed?” Solari asked teasingly. 
“I really think dead people should mind their own business,” Lizzy replied with a 

frown at a picture of her grandmothers that was sitting on her desk. “Sarah was passed out 
on the couch and you and I know this is the most haunted room in the house – why on 
earth would I make Stevie sleep in here.” 

“I think Janice expected you to sleep in here and give Stevie your bedroom.” Solari 
explained with a shrug. 

“Something tells me Janice would have done the exact same thing I did if it were 
Melinda.” Lizzy insisted. “When on earth did she become so prim and proper?” 

Solari followed Lizzy down the stairs into the kitchen where a pot of coffee had 
finished brewing. “It isn’t about propriety.” Solari explained, accepting the steaming mug 
gratefully. “Janice is beside herself that you’re not enamored with Sarah. It’s all about Xena 
and Callisto for her. She is convinced that whether Stevie knows it or not she is going to be a 
danger to you or to your family. Janice doesn’t believe anything good could possibly come 



from associating with her. She also thinks that for the last several millennia Sarah has been 
your soul mate and why monkey around with a good thing.” 

“And what about Melinda?” Lizzy asked thoughtfully taking a sip of coffee. 
Solari shrugged. “She doesn’t necessarily disagree with Janice. However, she thinks 

that this sort of challenge is for the living to work through and that the two of them should 
really stay out of it. Obviously she’s feeling a lot of remorse right now for all of the things 
she’s learned that Callisto endured that were indirectly Xena’s fault.” 

“Is she surprised I’m not infatuated with Sarah?” Lizzy pressed. 
“I don’t think so?” Solari asked thoughtfully. “She thinks that you don’t really know 

the stuntwoman as well. Even though she’s tortured, Stevie is pretty upfront about who she 
is, in some ways Melinda thinks that Sarah is less trusting; that it will take longer to get to 
know her. She thinks that if you do, you’ll feel just as drawn to her and then not be able to 
make up your mind about who or what you want.” The Medium studied her friend for 
several long moments. “Why are you asking this?” 

Shrugging Lizzy refilled her coffee cup. “I think some of what’s happening here is 
out of habit. I see and respect their wariness of Callisto, but I think grandma Janice is more 
upset about me not being drawn to the same things as she was. Like that’s the proper order 
of nature. Ever since I was small and she figured out where my prolocavaties were heading 
she made assumptions about me. Grandma Melinda always spoke about the mystery of 
finding the right person and that was always a broad picture. Male, female, tall, short 
whatever. Grandma Janice spoke more absolutely, tall, dark hair, blue eyes etc… I think 
she’s having a hard time letting go of her assumptions.” 

The Medium shook her head. “Maybe, but I don’t think she’d be this upset if you 
and I were hooking up,” she observed. 

“You have long dark hair,” Lizzy replied with a grin. “So you’re halfway there. 
Grandma Janice always did have a soft spot for you. You don’t remind me of my 
grandmother but you’re like my sister…eew, and married.” 

“I wasn’t propositioning you,” Solari said flatly with a frown. “Besides, Rick is very 
understanding about his wife’s desire to sleep with women on occasion. I just think that 
Janice isn’t trying to keep you single, she’s just trying to keep you away from Stevie.” She 
smiled seductively, “Make it easy on yourself, and see what happens with Sarah.” 

“You’ve been talking to Melvin, haven’t you?” Lizzy asked with a frown. 
“Of course I have, Epphie and I are extended family and he’s a hopeless gossip. But 

it isn’t like its news. All of us want to see you find someone.” Solari said as she tousled 
Lizzy’s hair in a spot on impersonation of her cousin. “Want me to hang around for a couple 
more days and help out?” 

“Not staying at my place you’re not,” Lizzy warned. “I’m not getting anywhere with 
anyone with a house guest. Besides,” she sighed a bit sadly, “if something doesn’t connect at 
the party tonight, it’s not going to. They fly home tomorrow evening.” 

“Fair enough, I’m sure I can crash at Mel’s if need be, unless he gets his head out of 
his ass and realizes that Epphie is as crazy about him as he is about her,” the Medium said 
with a wry grin. 

“Is it difficult going through life knowing exactly how everyone feels about everyone 
else?” Lizzy asked with mock seriousness. 

Solari shrugged. “Sometimes, but usually it’s interesting enough to be worth it.” 
 



Stevie and Sarah descended the stairs dressed in sweat suits for a morning run. 
Everyone was up quietly eating breakfast around the kitchen island. As Sarah predicted, the 
Hendersons were not present. 

“What the hell was that this morning?” Sarah asked, cutting to the chase and pouring 
a cup of coffee for Stevie then herself. 

“We had words with Bob and Mary,” Dave explained. “They are most put out that 
we’re not…participating in their planned activities for tonight.” 

“What he means is, they’re not up for any witch-hunts this evening,” Jeff explained. 
“Given that you’re seriously out-numbered by the witches, I think that’s wise,” Stevie 

observed, helping herself to a glass of orange juice. 
 “They mean well…” Susan tried to explain. 

“There is no ‘meaning well’ when your point is someone else doesn’t have the right 
to freely exist,” Phil said, not unkindly, but sternly. “They’re planning to protest people 
having fun downtown tonight and they are out of bounds to do so.” 

“What they’re trying to do is spread the word of God to people they think need to 
hear it,” Susan replied. Her voice was gentle, not angry but clearly she was torn between 
agreeing with the Hendersons on principle and disagreeing with them on the details. “No 
one is saying anyone else doesn’t have the right to exist. If anything they’re trying to 
promote existence and life.” 

Sarah frowned, “I don’t mean to sound flip but your church isn’t a secret. I doubt 
there is anyone left in this country who doesn’t know what a Christian is. I think anyone 
who is interested or curious about your faith doesn’t have far to look to find out more. 
Bringing banners and signs to someone else’s party are just bad manners.” 

“We’re going to take a jog around town,” Stevie cut in, feeling her temper rising and 
wanting to extrcate herself from a religious debate. “We’ll be back in a bit.” 

On the front porch Sarah turned to her. “What was that about?” she asked hotly. 
“I didn’t want to watch you get sucked into a religious debate, that’s all.” Stevie 

replied not being completely honest but happy to be away from the confrontation. She 
started a slow jog up the street away from the guest house. 

Sarah thought a moment as she matched the smaller woman stride for stride. “Why 
is that? You’re not the type of person to shy away from intellectual debate. Hell, I’m arguing 
with her and I’m a Methodist. You’re agnostic, aren’t the Hendersons making you crazy with 
their evangelical fervor?” 

“Of course it’s making me crazy.” Stevie agreed, turning a corner and heading down 
another block. “I think freedom from religion is as important as freedom of religion, but I 
don’t want to argue with these people about it. It’s not like anyone is going to change their 
mind,” Stevie said picking up the pace a little. 

“I’ve got to disagree with you there.” Sarah pressed, wanting to get at what was really 
bugging Sevie. “Have you seen how much Susan and Dave have changed in the last couple 
of days? They’ve practically adopted Jeff and Phil. I even heard Dave talking to Jeff about 
some free-lance engineering work for his company,” the stuntwoman shook her head. 
“Sometimes I think we’re spoiled, living in Southern California, there are places where 
people don’t run into gay, ethnic, or whatever people every day. We really take diversity for 
granted.” As she spoke, she quickened the pace a little, their jogging rivalry kicking in ever so 
subtly. 

“Yeah, they also don’t get to see actors and writers posing as waiters every day 
either,” Stevie teased, taking off at a sprint. 



Sarah chased her through a number of Salem streets. There was very little car activity 
and most of the shops were just opening. They stopped to catch their breath near a grammar 
school that was beginning its Halloween parade through town. Two by two, small children 
walked through the gate and down the sidewalk, holding hands with their partner dressed in 
their Halloween costumes. As they passed Stevie and Sarah, the kids waved and wished them 
a happy Halloween. 

“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” Sarah said as two little boys headed down the 
street. One was dressed as a mutant ninja turtle, the other as a power ranger. They held 
hands and waved happily. Both Sarah and Stevie waved back. “If the Hendersons were hear 
you’d know they’d pitch a fit at those little boys holding hands.” 

“Probably,” Stevie agreed. “But you’re not saying that’s an example of our kind of 
‘diversity’ are you?” 

The stuntwoman shook her head, “not at all, but if it is – it makes no damn 
difference. Hey! That’s the House of the Seven Gables,” Sarah said turning around and 
noticing the large dark building behind them. 

“How did you know?” Stevie asked as they walked around to the front of the 
building. 

“Totally, I remember it from The Salem Saga on Bewitched.” As they rounded the 
building they saw the large sign out front. 

“It amazes me the things you pick up from strange places, like sit-coms,” Stevie said, 
impressed. 

The stuntwoman beamed, “life is nothing but a learning experience,” she replied. 
Turning to Stevie she gently put the palm of her hand against the shorter woman’s cheek. 
“You know, I’ve always been really grateful that you’ve never treated me like I was ‘less than’ 
for not having an extensive formal education.” 

Stevie chuckled. “You’ve got to be kidding, right?” she said with a light laugh. 
“You’re a brilliant woman Sarah or I wouldn’t put up with you. So what if you don’t have 
umpteen letters after your name. Yeah, you’re a TV junkie but so what? More than once 
you’ve figured out how to flip a car for a spectacular effect and walk away unscathed. There’s 
more to life than books.”  

“A lot of people that are scary-smart like you don’t feel that way,” Sarah pressed. 
Stevie looked up at her companion and smiled gently. “A lot of people like me who 

supposedly have their ducks in a row are a fucking wreck and I know that. Show me 
someone who seems to have it all and I know there’s a body buried somewhere. Nothing, 
not education, money or anything else protect you from life.” 

Sarah smiled, looking down at her friend. “I learned something else on TV, from 
Buffy The Vampire Slayer,” she said softly. 

“And what was that?” Stevie asked looking up curiously. 
“The hardest thing in the world is to live in it.” 

 “That was from the musical episode, wasn’t it?” Stevie asked putting her hand over 
Sarah’s. 
 “Yeah, but it was said in the earlier episode when Buffy died for the second time,” 
the stuntwoman replied with a grin. 
 Stevie let go of her hand and smiled. “I would have found the concept of dying more 
than once preposterous before this trip,” she said getting a bearing of where they were and 
where to jog to next. 
 “So you’re really buying into this stuff? You really think you’re Callisto? That we 
were arch-enemies once?” Sarah shook her head in disbelief, bending over and stretching out 



her legs. “Knowing you as I do, nothing can convince me that we’ve ever been anything 
except for people who had each other’s back.” 
 “Oh no,” Stevie objected, stretching out her legs as well. “More than once we’ve 
been at each other’s throats. I’ve seen it in my dreams night after night a very intense 
focused hatred. I’ve felt you stab me I’ve looked into eyes that looked very much like yours 
and seen nothing but profound hate.” She stood and shook out her limbs and then began to 
stretch again. “Do you remember the trip we took to Big Sur. When we hiked through the 
forest and at sunset came out on the cliff overlooking that amazing expanse of Pacific 
Ocean. You said to me then that even the perfection of the cliffs, the sparkling waves, the 
sunset and the infinite expanse of everything couldn’t match how perfect we were together. 
Do you remember that?” Sarah looked at her nodded mutely, her eyes misting over a little. 
“Well, you’ve hated me to the exact same degree that you loved me in that moment. And 
you had every right to.” 
 Sarah blinked, stung. “Tell me about Xena,” she whispered. 
 Stevie stretched a bent arm across her back and pulled on her elbow to stretch out 
her shoulders. “Do you want Janice Covington’s perspective? Or Callisto’s?” she asked. 
 “We’ve got time for a long run, give me both,” Sarah replied with a wink and headed 
off again. 
 
 They returned to the guest house a couple of hours later to find everyone still in the 
kitchen, only engaged in the activity of pumpkin carving. Working in pairs they were 
hallowing out the squash, separating the seeds for roasting and carving jack ‘o lanterns. 
Music was coming from the sitting room and the mood was festive. Sarah opened a 
cupboard and extracted two large glasses. After filling both with water, she handed one to 
Stevie. 
 “Grab a pumpkin and dive in,” Mel said happily. “Lizzy called looking for you guys. 
She and Solari are working on costumes for tonight, if you remember how to get to her 
place you can head over there at five o’clock.” 
 “Early party?” Sarah asked, confused. 
 “Nah,” Mel replied shaking his head. “Party doesn’t start until eight. You’ll have to 
get dressed, and it isn’t Halloween in Salem until you’ve spent some time walking around 
town. It’s awesome.” 
 “You’ve got enough pumpkins here for a whole neighborhood,” Stevie said 
teasingly. “Does everyone go this crazy?” 
 “He’s got to keep up with the Talbot family two streets over.” Epphie explained, 
holding a pumpkin down while Mel scooped out the seeds. “They have only three or four 
pumpkins each year but they’re huge. Mel makes up for it with quantity.” 
 “So how are you guys feeling after the séance last night?” Jeff asked, concern in his 
voice. He was holding his pumpkin steady while Phil drew a face on it with a Sharpie marker. 
 “Hung over,” Stevie replied with a pained smile. “The run and the water are helping 
though.” 
 The stuntwoman surveyed a collection of uncarved pumpkins on the floor deciding 
on one that was oblong and would rest nicely on it’s side. “I don’t know how much of it I 
buy into,” she said. “I mean I totally think Epphie and Solari are on the up and up when it 
comes to talking to dead people, I just find this whole Xena thing harder to swallow.” 
 Mel nodded in understanding as he washed the pumpkin guts of his hands and 
forearms over the kitchen sink. “Grandma Janice had a really hard time with it as well, 
although I think it was the ‘sidekick’ angle that gave her fits.” Instinctively everyone turned 



their heads in the direction of the china cabinet in the dining room. “Relax guys, the 
grandmothers follow Lizzy around, they aren’t hear right now. My dishes are safe.” 
 “I know I’m not supposed to believe any of this,” Susan said as she carefully carved 
her pumpkin, “but there were too many details for me to think this is fake. I’m really left 
believing that this is part of God’s plan as well. That He’s given people unique gifts to 
comfort others.” 
 “How comforted do you feel?” Epphie asked Stevie with a wry smile. 
 The blonde woman shook her head. “I feel like I gave more answers than I got,” she 
said remembering her conversation with Janice. She could imagine herself in the role of a 
young man in the 1950s asking the father to date his daughter. While the questions didn’t 
involve Lizzy specifically they did have a great deal to do with Stevie’s upbringing, how she 
viewed life and her work. More than once she suspected Janice was trying to trip her up in 
her archaeological knowledge. She enjoyed the chance to present a perspective from 
someone on the cutting edge of archeological science and technique. While there wasn’t 
anything explicitly adversarial about their conversation, Stevie felt like she held her own. In a 
way she was grateful for the added opportunity to talk to Janice ‘face to face’. 
 “It’s not every day you get quizzed by dead people,” Sarah quipped with a grin, 
reading her expression. Carefully she cut into the pumpkin with a knife, making a hole to 
scoop out the insides. “Do you want to scoop or carve?” she asked. 
 What was left of the morning and early afternoon passed in a blur. Everyone worked 
diligently on carving the numerous pumpkins Mel had bought and by lunch time a row of 
orange sculptures lined the dining table awaiting their display on the front porch. Stevie and 
Sarah headed upstairs to shower and dress before heading over to Lizzy’s. Both women 
grabbed a fresh towel from under the dry sink in their room and headed to the bathroom at 
the same time. Reaching the bedroom door together they stopped and looked at each other. 
 “You want the first shower?” Stevie asked and her eyes narrowed noting the slight 
crimson tinge coloring Sarah’s cheeks. “Or did you forget we don’t shower together 
anymore?” 
 The stuntwoman sighed. “Old habits are hard to break,” she protested. “You know 
it’d save time if we just…” 
 “Shower together?” Stevie supplied. “Having sex in the shower, again on the bed, 
then having to shower again and the whole vicious cycle repeating itself. Tell me how that is 
saving time.” 
 “You have such a negative view of everything,” Sarah complained, knowing full well 
that everything Stevie said was accurate. 
 “I warned you that you’d be in a mood today, don’t blame me.” Stevie shot back. 
“Go ahead, take the first shower. It takes longer for your hair to dry anyways.” Tossing the 
towel back onto the bed Stevie headed back downstairs to the kitchen. 
 Mel and Epphie were the only people remaining in the kitchen cleaning up the last 
remnants of the pumpkin-carving event. Both looked up and smiled at Stevie’s arrival. 
 “Forget something?” Mel asked curiously. 
 The Egyptologist shook her head. “Sarah and I are still working out the kinks of 
being broken up, that’s all. Had to negotiate the separate shower business.” With supreme 
amusement Stevie noted the blush creeping into Mel’s cheeks, clearly he’d painted a mental 
picture. Epphie was smirking in amusement as well and reached for a mug to pour Stevie a 
cup of coffee. 
 “Lizzy is right in that you guys get along really well for exes,” he mentioned casually. 



 “You’re thinking ‘too well’, aren’t you?” Stevie asked, nodding her thanks to Epphie 
as she accepted the offered steaming mug. 
 “Maybe,” he agreed honestly. 
 Stevie shrugged. “I can’t argue with that I guess.” She admitted. “I know it hasn’t 
kept Sarah from moving on and dating up a storm, but I guess that’s one of the reasons I 
keep putting it off. It’s like trying to explain my crazy aunt who’s going to drop by from time 
to time to someone who barely even knows me.” 
 “As long as you’re not putting anything off because you still have feelings for Sarah.” 
Epphie said, clearly for Mel’s benefit. 
 “Nope. Not how you’re thinking at any rate. Obviously we still have strong feelings 
for each other but we’re friends. Strange entangled very close friends who really shouldn’t 
get drunk together, but that’s it.” 
 “If you don’t mind my saying so, you both seem interested in my cousin?” Mel 
asked, taking note of Epphie’s disapproving frown. 
 “Enough not to bet on her love life?” she challanged with the slightest edge to her 
voice. “Surely that doesn’t surprise you?” She took a sip of coffee. “She’s got a lot going for 
her Mel.” 
 “He’s being the protective cousin and doesn’t want to see Lizzy hurt,” Epphie 
explained although she knew it was obvious. 
 “I’d be just as protective if she were my cousin,” Stevie agreed. “Fortunately she isn’t 
and I can enjoy the experience of being immensely attracted.” She took another sip of coffee 
with a smile. “Unfortunately I get the distinct impression that your dead grandmothers 
would pitch a fit if anything happened between Lizzy and I.” 
 “Distinct impression?” Epphie chuckled. “Anything besides the fit they pitched last 
night?” 
 Stevie nodded. “They showed up in my dream last night – or rather I should say at 
some ungodly hour this morning.” 
 Mel’s eyes lit up with excitement. “You talked to them?” He asked, nearly falling off 
his stool and bumping his cast against the kitchen island. Epphie smiled indulgently as she 
helped him regain his balance. “How were they? Are they okay?” 
 Stevie found herself smiling in return, Melvin Cabbot’s enthusiasm was infectious. It 
was clear that these two women made quite the fond impression on their grandchildren. 
“For two dead women they looked very healthy,” she said gently. “I think they were in their 
early thirties maybe, like the picture I saw in Lizzy’s kitchen of them dressed in tuxedos. 
That wasn’t what they were wearing though. Dr. Covington was in her dig clothes and Miss. 
Pappas was wearing a black skirt suit with a cream blouse. The style looked like the late 
forties or early fifties to me.” 
 “What did she tell you?” Mel asked, curiously leaning forward. 
 Stevie took another sip of coffee and sighed. “In short, to stay away from your 
cousin. She had me see for myself how Xena and Gabrielle died and the part Callisto played 
in that. I still think much of it has to be a metaphor since Callisto was already dead by that 
point, twice if you listen to her account. But I saw what I saw and it was tragic and the 
message was very clear.” 
 Mel was quiet a moment, as if debating with himself before taking his crutches and 
hobbling over to a curio cabinet in the living room. He extracted something and came back 
into the kitchen. “I loved my grandmothers very much, everyone in our family did,” he 
explained. “And I have nothing but respect for them, but they weren’t perfect.” He handed 
Stevie an old worn deck of cards. “Janice taught all of us how to play poker and this is the 



deck she’d use.” Stevie opened the deck and looked at the well-worn cards. She looked back 
to Mel, not getting the point. “They’re marked,” he said. 
 Brown eyes widenened in surprise. “Janice Covington would cheat at cards with her 
own grandkids?” She said, stunned. 
 Mel nodded. “She taught us not to gamble. She played for money and early on the 
kids learned that gambling meant losing one’s allowance. She caught Lizzy’s father with one 
of her cigars when he was about twelve. Made him smoke the whole thing and he was sick 
for two days. He never smoked again after that. When something mattered to her she could 
be very manipulative to get the end result she thought was right. Usually she was right, but 
not always.” 
 Stevie ran her index finger across the smooth surface of the deck then put the cards 
back in the box. “Are you telling me to ignore your grandmother’s warning?” She was not 
surprised to see a blush creep into the cheeks of Lizzy’s cousin. 
 “I’m not exactly saying that.” He said quietly. 
 “What I think Mel is hinting at,” Epphie added with a warm smile to her blushing 
friend, “is that Janice and Melinda might not have a complete picture. She could feel very 
sure about what should and should not be from her perspective, but maybe she isn’t seeing 
everything? She was absolutely convinced that all of the armor she’d collected belonged to 
Xena. She knew of Callisto to be sure, but she didn’t believe in a million years that she had 
any of Callisto’s artifacts. Not knowing for sure never kept Janice Covington from believing 
she was right. It was part of her charm.” 
 Stevie heard the door to their room open and close and knew Sarah was finished in 
the shower. “Well, it’s something to think about at any rate.” She said as she headed back to 
the stairs. 
 “I’m not trying to complicate stuff between you and Sarah,” Mel called after her. 
 Stevie stopped and turned back to the kitchen. “No worries, we take care of that end 
of it all ourselves,” she said with a laugh and headed upstairs. 
 Melvin looked after her a moment then turned his gaze to Epphie. “Twenty bucks 
says Lizzy will go for Sarah,” he said with a wink. “I think Stevie is going to listen to Janice 
and steer clear.” 
 “You’re betting with a psychic?” Epphie replied rolling her eyes. “No wonder you 
never had any allowance as a kid. You don’t know when to quit.” 
 
 Shortly before five Stevie and Sarah left Mel’s guesthouse and walked the short 
distance to Lizzy’s place. They’d opted to wear sweats since they knew they’d be changing 
into costumes anyway. Stevie brought her purse with some makeup not sure what would be 
appropriate for the costumes. It was chilly out, but keeping a brisk pace not uncomfortable, 
already town was buzzing with excitement. Every house they passed had people putting last 
minute touches on their halloween decorations, and placing pumpkins outside waiting for 
their lit candles. Before long they’d reached the cheery yellow house of the archeologist. 
 Lizzy greeted them at the door already dressed in her Gabrielle’s Amazon outfit. Her 
porch was adorned by several pumpkins, glowing merrily from the lighted candles witthin. A 
bouquet of Indian corn was fastened to the front door and a sexy witch on a broom was 
hanging from the tree in her front yard. The archeologist was pleased and flattered as the 
two Californians stood and stared at her for long moments before remembering to say hello. 
 “That is some costume,” Sarah said not even attempting subtlety as her eyes roamed 
over Lizzy’s body. The costume was made of soft brown leather and consisted of a short 
skirt that rode low on Lizzy’s waist and was decorated with feathers. Her midriff was 



exposed, the top covering her breasts without much more modesty than a bra. It had 
intricate stitching, which was mesmerizing to look at, although absently Sarah had to wonder 
if it was the costume or cleavage that was more appealing. She wore armbands made from 
the same soft leather, festooned with feathers as well as ornate stitching. Soft boots and a 
feathered necklace completed the ensamble. 
 Stevie responded to the costume as well, but not in the same way Sarah did. While 
she very much enjoyed looking at the expanse of Lizzy’s skin now on display and 
appreciated the movement of firm muscles beneath that skin, something about the Gabrielle 
as Amazon costume was unappealing. It didn’t take much soul-searching to admit that any 
sort of Gabrielle outfit would have probably sparked the same reaction for Stevie. Even 
though she knew it not to be the case, it was hard not to think of Gabrielle, at least in some 
sense, as an accomplice in Callisto’s ongoing torment. She shook her head and forced a smile 
to her lips, determined not to let any of her Callisto baggage interfere with her enjoyment of 
time with Elizabeth Covington. 
 “Thanks,” Lizzy replied with a self-conscious smile. “Grandma Janice made one and 
I copied it when the original started to fall apart. She tried to tell me it was age, but the outfit 
looked rather well worn to me. I really try not to think about that aspect of my 
grandmother’s lives though.” 
 “Oh I hear you,” Stevie said agreeing whole-heartedly. “There was a horrific night 
out with my mom when the conversation turned to vibrators over dinner I really thought I 
was going to spontaneously combust. Some things should stay theoretical.” 
 Sarah smirked, as she put her jacket on a peg just inside the door. “I always enjoyed 
those conversations with your mom,” she teased. 
 Stevie turned to Sarah, her brown eyes blazing with mischief. “What about the time 
you walked in on your parents…” 
 “Okay, okay…” Sarah said holding up her hands in surrender. “Point taken,” 
 “Apparently mom’s a screamer,” Stevie said with a wink as she passed Sarah and 
followed Lizzy inside. 
 “I’ve brought the outfits over from the museum,” Lizzy explained as they made their 
way into her living room. “We’ll get dressed here and tour the town before heading to the 
party. Who wants to get dressed first?” 
 “I will,” Sarah volunteered, stepping forward. 
 “Would you guys like something to drink: tea, wine, anything?” Lizzy asked as she 
pulled a large plastic bin from under the coffee table. 
 “Not wine…at least not yet,” Stevie said, even the word making her head swim with 
memories of the inebriation of the previous night. 
 “I’m with Blondie,” Sarah agreed. “How about tea?” 
 Stevie frowned at the nickname but decided a reaction was probably what Sarah was 
hoping for. “You kids get started and I’ll fix the tea,” she said not taking the bait. 
 Lizzy smiled and told her where she could find everything then turned her attention 
to Sarah. She extracted a leather bodice from the bin and held it up for Sarah’s approval and 
the stuntwoman smiled. She was going to enjoy this. Stevie rolled her eyes and headed to the 
kitchen. An evening of Sarah full of herself was not unbearable, but not her favorite thing 
either. Still the request was Lizzy’s and that made it worth doing. 
 Even as those thoughts formed in her head the broom next to the refrigerator fell, 
only Stevie, who was expecting it caught it halfway down. She carried the broom across the 
kitchen and leaned it in the far corner, positioning one of the kitchen chairs in front of it so 
it couldn’t fall. “Don’t you ladies ever quit?” she asked softly as she prepared tea. 



She glanced around the kitchen quite approving how neat and tidy it was. Nothing 
had really changed from the dinner they’d had here, but she felt less self consious taking it in 
with the other two preoccupied in the living room. There were a couple of dishes in the 
drying rack on the counter, but everything else was put away. Some of the cabinets had glass 
fronts makding it easy to see where the plates and glasses were kept. She couldn’t help but 
notice that a number of pint glasses had different logos on them from various breweries. 
Remembering Lizzy’s instructions she opened the cabinet to the left of the glassware and 
found the tea.   

She had to smile as she opened the tea cupboard. As expected, there were far more 
choices to be had than strictly necessary. Absently she wondered if there was such a thing as 
a lesbian household with only one or two kinds of tea. After putting the tea kettle on the 
stove, she found a small tray on top of the ‘fridge and got the tea cups and saucers ready. 
She considered checking on the progress of the other two, but decided that they both might 
be less self consious making adjustments to the costume without her there. Lost in thought, 
she stared at the tiles of Lizzy’s kitchen counter until the whistling of the tea kettle brought 
her out of her reverie. She finished preparing the tea and picking up the tray headed back 
into the living room. 

Two steps into the room and she froze. She might have dropped the tea tray were it 
not for Lizzy’s lightning reflexes. In an instant the archeologist was at her side lifting the tray 
from her grasp even as Stevie felt her fingers go numb and her blood run cold. 

It was as if her dreams, or nightmares rather had indeed come to life. Now standing 
next to Gabrielle was Xena in the flesh. “What do you think?” Sarah asked hopefully, not 
sure how to read the stunned nature of Stevie’s expression. 

“You look just like Xena,” Stevie said although the ambivalence was clear in her 
voice as to whether that was a good thing or not. 

Sarah wore a leather dress with short skirt made of armored lambertens; heavy strips 
that provided armor and ease of movement of the legs. She had boots on with armor that 
came to her knees. She wore gauntlets on each arm that had hammered bronze scrollwork as 
well as a matching armband around each bicep. 

She wondered why she didn’t want to flee and realized that deep down inside she 
knew that win, lose or draw, Callisto never fled from Xena. Tonight would be no different. 

“I need you to help me with the chest armor,” Lizzy said holding up a large 
hammered bronze chest piece as well as shoulder and back pieces. 

“Sure,” Stevie said taking a step forward, determined to keep her voice casual. 
“Hold on,” Sarah protested then leaning forward, made a not so subtle adjustment 

of her breasts in the tight fitting leather bodice. Stevie rolled her eyes and then glancing over 
at Lizzy saw a now familiar pink tinge to the archaeologist’s cheeks. 

“Girls corralled properly?” Stevie asked innocently as she and Lizzy positioned the 
armor. 

“Hey,” Sarah protested. “It’s not like this dress has a built in bra.” 
“Nope,” Lizzy agreed. “But wait until we get this metal thing in position.” She 

explained. “Better than ‘cross your heart’ protection.” 
In moments the two blonde women had attached the shoulder piece to the armor on 

the front and back of Sarah’s outfit. Sensing Lizzy’s apprehension, Stevie reached around 
and with familiar hands on the stuntwoman’s body, attached the hooks that connected the 
front to the back at her sides. The final touches were sword and scabbard hooked onto the 
armor at her back, and round chakram placed at the hook at Sarah’s hip. The stuntwoman’s 
transformation into Xena was complete. 



Sarah took a few experimental steps across the room and moved her arms. She 
smiled in satisfaction. “This is surprisingly comfortable,” she said with a warm smile at Lizzy. 
“Fits like a glove too. Maybe there is something to this Xena thing.” 

Lizzy smiled in return and Stevie felt her stomach sink at the obvious sparks flying 
in-between the two. In moment though, the archeologist had collected herself and turned to 
Stevie. “Next victim,” she said with a smile. 

Stevie watched as Lizzy pulled the second plastic bin from under the coffee table. 
She kicked off her running shoes and noticed as she prepared to slip off her sweat pants that 
the archeologist became preoccupied with the contents of the bin. Stevie looked at Sarah 
who winked. With a shrug Stevie slipped out of her sweats noting the blush creep into 
Lizzy’s cheeks. While the archeologist may not appear to be watching Stevie undress, she 
could apparently still see her skimpy black satin underwear from her peripheral vision. Sarah 
had attached the clasps to the armored skirt in the back before Lizzy stood up carrying the 
black leather breast armor. 

“This outfit is almost as skimpy as Lizzy’s is,” Sarah observed looking at the top. 
“Are you guys going to freeze tonight?” 

“It’ll be warm in the museum,” Lizzy assured her. 
Stevie pulled the sweatshirt over her head and heard Lizzy’s breath catch. She’d not 

given the archaeologist enough warning to distract her with looking at something else. 
“The bra is going to have to go isn’t it?” Sarah said, matter of factly, looking at the 

leather top and at Stevie’s lacy black bra. 
“Um…yeah…it should,” Lizzy said between several not so subtle gulps. “I can 

ah…leave…oh my,” Lizzy stammered as Stevie undid her bra and tossed it onto the couch 
with the rest of her clothes. Sarah chuckled to herself and helped Stevie into the top. 

“Why don’t I hold the front while you fasten the back?” Sarah offered knowing full 
well that if she’d suggested the opposite the archeologist would have fainted, she’d have 
laughed out loud and Stevie would have never forgiven her.” 

“Um…right, good idea.” Lizzy said and moved behind Stevie. 
The Egyptologist could feel a slight tremble to the hands that moved her long 

blonde hair from her shoulders. Warm soft fingers manipulated the buckles and straps that 
tightened the armor around her and settled everything in place. The same warm hands that 
fastened the straps that held the arm pieces in place and finally the armor above her knees 
and the boots below. When sword and dagger were in place, she was finished. 

Sarah looked at Stevie appreciatively and whistled. “You look hot in black leather,” 
she said, stating the obvious. 

“Well you both look stunning in brown,” Stevie replied, it dawning on her that 
indeed she was the only one wearing black. 

Lizzy blinked a couple of times, looking at Stevie. As before, in her workroom at the 
Peabody she was stunned by the transformation of Stevie in Callisto’s armor. She looked 
lithe, dangerous…deadly. It conflicted on every level with the woman she’d come to know 
over the past several days. But something very deep within her screamed in warning and was 
afraid. Shaking her head, she pushed the negative thoughts from her mind and focused on 
the present. Sarah was quite stunning in Xena’s armor and stood quite naturally with her 
hands on her hips. 

“I really think we should revisit you getting your belly button pierced,” Sarah said, 
still examining Stevie. “That would look awesome with that outfit.” 



“Wouldn’t be very authentic, now would it?” Stevie said with a smile at Lizzy and a 
pointed look to the small piece of body jewelry that the archaeologist had pierced through 
her own belly button. 

“Yeah, well,” Lizzy said bashfully taking a sip of tea. “There was this party in Greece 
a few years ago and ah…well the people at the thing tonight won’t know if Gabrielle had a 
pierced belly button or not.” 

“Fair enough,” Stevie said and reached for her purse. “As long as we’re not striving 
for complete authenticity…” She withdrew some eyeliner, mascara, and lip color from her 
bag. She spent a few moments working on Sarah – focusing on her eyes. When she turned 
around to face Lizzy the archeologist couldn’t’ believe that the pools of blue light had 
become even more intense. Sarah was stunning. 

“Next victim,” she said and turned to Lizzy who was only too happy to receive the 
gentle attention of the Egyptologist. It was a relief to experience something that reminded 
her this was indeed Stevie, in spite of her outfit. As before she applied a bit of color around 
her eyes, some eyeliner and mascara and a touch of blush at her cheeks, not that her cheeks 
needed any help in coloring. She ended with her lips and Lizzy was convinced that she could 
endure Stevie touching her lips all night. Still, there was something a little distant about her 
touch though as if the taller woman was refusing to let herself enjoy the connection as she 
had before. Lizzy wondered if it could be the last remnants of the hang over left by the 
previous nights drinking or the presene of a centuries dead psychotic woman hanging 
around like a shadow. 

With her two companions ready to go, Stevie took a couple of moments with her 
own makeup. Lizzy was stunned at how efficiently and proficiently she worked with a small 
hand held mirror. In moments she was ready to go as well, looking breathtaking and 
dangerous. 

“How do you feel?” Sarah asked, as the three of them stepped onto the sidewalk 
outside of Lizzy’s house. 

“Like the evil stepsister going to the ball.” Stevie replied flatly as she looked up at 
Sarah. Even her perspective was alien. Often she wore heels and Sarah didn’t so she could 
usually gaze into the stuntwoman’s eyes directly; the fact that all three of them were in flat 
boots made the differences in their height striking. 

“So you don’t hand out candy at Halloween?” Sarah asked as the trio walked up the 
street. 

Lizzy smiled. “A lot of people do, but there is so much going on in town, it’s not 
unusual for people to not be home on Halloween. That’s one break we get for turning into 
‘Halloween Town’. I just leave a bowl on the front stoop and hope for the best. Why don’t 
we drop in on Mel before heading to the Peabody. He’d love to see you guys dressed up.” 

“I’ve no doubt about that.” Stevie muttered under her breath remembering how 
much Lizzy’s cousin had blushed at the thought of she and Sarah in the shower. She had no 
doubt that the sight of the three of them dressed scantily in leather would send his thoughts 
spiraling in new directions. 

They walked through a few neighborhood streets and Lizzy conversed easily with the 
people she passed. She seemed to know everyone and everyone seemed to have genuine 
affection for her. Several inquired as to the state of her cousins’ leg and she stopped a couple 
of times to give well-wishers an update. For the houses that were receiving trick-or-treaters 
everyone pulled out all the stops. Scarecrows, jack ‘o lanterns, witches, monsters and every 
sort of fall decoration imaginable decorated the yards, porches and doorways. Many people 
were in costume as they handed out goodies from the typical wrapped candy to small tooth 



brushes, toys and even some home-made treats. For those homes it was clear that parties 
were underway with families who knew each other – no one was handing out baked goods 
to strangers. One family had put up a ghost piñata in their back yard, another had a tank to 
bob for apples in a yard swirling with movie fog. 

It was it was brisk out, but no chance of the freak snow from the previous day. Even 
so, Stevie was surprised that she wasn’t colder considering how little she was actually 
wearing. The weather was warmer in Greece, she heard herself thinking. 

“Woah,” Sarah breathed as they turned a corner. Two neighbors had gotten together 
and were throwing a party. Both homes were two stories and the upstairs window of one 
house was facing a large expanse of wall of the neighbor’s house. They made the most of it 
by facing a movie projector out the upstairs window and showing the original Dracula movie 
on the neighbor’s wall. Sound was coming through a large speaker system and Sarah stood 
transfixed. 

“That is the coolest fucking thing I’ve ever seen!” She said as she watched in awe the 
huge face of Bella Legosi as he welcomed all to his castle. “Why don’t we do cool shit like 
this at home?” she wondered aloud. 

“Because we don’t live in Halloween Town,” Stevie said, amused. “Tell you what, 
next year I’ll help you build a graveyard in your front yard.” 

Sarah nodded; appreciating the idea and taking mental notes of the fake graveyard 
they strolled through to the next set of houses. 

“Here’s the Talbot’s.” Lizzy said as they reached the next house. “This is really going 
to blow you away.” 

It was not an understatement. As they entered the white picket fence, festooned with 
a myriad of fake spider webs, they came upon the largest pumpkins either of the 
Californian’s had ever seen. They were easily three to four feet tall and three feet across at 
the largest part. One of them was so huge Sarah thought Lizzy could have easily curled up 
inside of it, although she doubted that would be an enjoyable experience. 

“Hey Gordy,” Lizzy said, greeting the middle aged man holding court on his stoop. 
“Biggest pumpkins yet I see.” 

He grinned and gave Lizzy a hug. She introduced her friends and he offered them all 
a warm cup of warm apple cider. “This was a good year at the pumpkin patch,” he offered. 
“That small one over there was four hundred pounds and this big one,” he pointed to the 
pumpkin to his left, “was five hundred. The other three are somewhere in-between the two.” 

“How long did it take you to carve them?” Stevie asked noting that the lights in the 
pumpkins were several large pillar candles, four to six inches wide. 

“Put the whole family to work since breakfast this morning.” Gordy said with a 
laugh. “Cleaning them out is the worst as you can imagine, but after that a big butcher’s 
knife makes quick work of it. Nearly didn’t finish that little one though before it got dark.” 

“I guess once you figure out where you’re going to put them they stay put?” Sarah 
asked her mind reeling at the difficulty of moving something so large and heavy around. 

“Oh yeah. Not worried about anyone nicking my pumpkins. Not that the carving is 
all that. You have to keep the faces simple.” He explained. “When the skin is six to nine 
inches thick, you don’t get too intricate.” 

Sarah took a few pictures and the trio continued on to Mel’s. Certainly what Mel’s 
pumpkins lacked in size they did make up for with artistic vision and execution. There were 
a wide variety of styles and designs to the dozen or more pumpkins that decorated Mel’s 
front porch and front yard. In the dark of night the smiling or scowling faces danced merrily 
from the flames inside. 



The three stepped onto the porch and Lizzy dutifully rang the doorbell. They could 
hear him hobble over. He opened the door holding his crutches in one hand and a big bowl 
of candy in the other. Fortunately Epphie was standing right next to him to catch the candy 
bowl as he lost his balance. 

“Woah,” he breathed, eyes wide taking in Sarah and Stevie, “you two look amazing.” 
“Hello!” Lizzy said annoyed, “I’m standing right here.” 
“Oh yeah,” Mel said, barely glancing at her, “you look fine sweetie.” 
“Your cousin has a thing for leather I see,” Epphie teased warmly. “But not on his 

cousin. Seriously though, you three look wonderful.” 
“I don’t know if wonderful is the word I’d use,” Stevie said, feeling a little out of 

sorts as she stood on the porch. She wasn’t sure though if it was coming from the brisk air, 
or something on the inside. 

Mel shook his head, clearly trying to focus his thoughts. “And I thought Solari came 
up with an amazing costume…” he muttered, clearly not able to wrench his eyes from Sarah 
and Stevie. 

“Are my dates here?” Solari called from inside the house. 
She joined Epphie and Mel at the entry way and Sarah felt her mouth go very dry. 

The Psychic was dressed in an elegant kimono with her hair pulled back in a delicate bun. 
“Who…who are you?” Sarah asked, trying to sound casual and failing. 
Solari smiled warmly. “Lao Ma, a historical figure from Japan, same time period as 

you three.” 
Stevie glanced from Sarah to Solari and back reading the stuntwoman’s expression 

like a book.  
“You sure you guys don’t want to join us?” Lizzy asked her cousin and Stevie was 

grateful that the archeologist hand’t noticed that Sarah stood unblinkingly staring at her 
friend. Tactfully Stevie slowly stepped on Sarah’s foot and the stuntwoman shook herself, 
obviously clearing her mind. 

Epphie held up the bowl of candy she’d rescued from Mel. “I’m going to help your 
cousin hand out candy.” She also nodded to her extended belly, “Besides, I don’t really have 
a costume for ‘pregnant historical woman’.” 

Mel shrugged but Lizzy noticed the smile on his face. “Didn’t have an outfit for 
historical gimp either,” he said, with a nod to his crutches. 

“We’ll leave you to it then,” Solari said with a confident laugh. “Have a good time 
kids, but don’t wait up for us.” 

For long moments the foursome walked up the street. Lizzy and Solari were in front 
and Sarah and Stevie brought up the rear.  

“Do you feel alright in that costume?” Sarah asked Stevie quietly. 
Stevie shrugged, torn between being honest with Sarah and being overheard by 

Lizzy. “It takes some getting used to, I think.” She said evasively. 
“Maybe that’s it,” Sarah muttered. “I feel kinda weird.” 
“Well, you seem perfectly intrigued by Solari’s costume.” Stevie whispered to Sarah, 

making the stuntwoman frown. 
“I think you’re imagining things,” Sarah replied, a bit too defensively. “You’re just 

jealous.” 
Stevie nodded dramatically, “Oh yeah, that’s exactly it,” she said with a laugh. “I’m 

jealous because you can’t make up your mind between the two of them,” she nodded in 
Lizzy and Solari’s direction. 



Something in Stevie’s voice made Sarah stop. For several long moments she searched 
the Egyptologist’s face and could find no trace of duplicity. “You’re not jealous, are you? Of 
either of them?” Stevie shook her head. “Okay,” Sarah muttered heading to catch up with 
the other two, “now that is strange.” 

Activity bustled everywhere around them. Downtown had indeed transformed itself 
into one giant block party. Traffic had been blocked off in all directions and everywhere you 
looked were costumes of every description. Peope were buying and selling the usual food 
and tourist trinkets in the street and groups of people strolled among the stalls or hung out 
on the sidewalk. A couple of Jedi, complete with light sabers were chatting amiably with a 
knight in armor. A gaggle of witches laughed at a bawdy joke made by someone in an Elvis 
costume. Sarah noticed several people dressed as the President, one wore a dunce cap, 
another carried a coloring book that said “What Would Cheney Do?” and another carried a 
sign that read “fixing elections since ‘00”. Jack Skellington and Sally were chatting on the 
corner with a man wearing Gandalf costume and a group of school kids were wearing the 
different house colors from Hogwarts. Stevie was hard pressed to think of anything she’d 
ever seen that even came close. 

“This totally reminds me of the Halloween we spent in West Hollywood,” Sarah 
said, snapping pictures and grinning from ear to ear. 

“Oh yeah,” Stevie said puzzled that she’d not remembered that party two years ago. 
Strangely a lot of memories seemed more distant to her at the moment. 

They turned a corner near the Peabody museum and found a small group of people 
holding a large sign. It was declaring any number of immoral things people could burn in 
hell for, from homosexuality to abortion and drug use. In fact the sign protested so much 
and the type was so small that it was impossible to read all of the things these people 
objected to. There, at the front of the group standing silent vigil with lighted candles were 
Mary and Bob Henderson. Even more surprising than seeing their small group, Stevie 
quickly counted only six participants, was a much larger group of young teenagers standing 
around them chanting “bullshit, bullshit, bullshit.” A number of passers by stopped to chuckle 
at the scene of Christians getting bullied for a change. 

Several of the boys had been riding bikes and stood, straddling their bikes, lifting the 
handlebars to slam the bikes down in time with their chant. Several of the Christians looked 
a little frightened. A number of the teenagers looked intimidating in their demonic masks 
and grunge costumes. One boy started making very rude gestures to a small Asian woman 
standing next to Mary and she seemed on the verge of tears. 

Without thinking Stevie stepped away from her companions and headed into the 
center of the group. “What do you think you’re doing?” she yelled, scolding the largest of 
the boys. “Standing here just screaming at them? You’re all behaving no better than they 
do.” 

“They started it by bring that lame sign downtown,” the boy protested. 
“True enough,” Stevie agreed, “but what are you proving by being as narrow minded 

as they are?” 
A large muscle bound boy laughed, continuing to pound the ground with his bike. 

“Who asked you bitch?” 
Stevie took three steps until she was right in front of him. With a lightning fast hand 

she pushed him in the chest and he fell backwards off of his bike. Before it fell, Stevie 
caught the bike and threw it a good fifteen feet where it landed on the grass in front of the 
museum. She took several slow steps until she stood over the boy. “What did you call me 
young man?” she asked sweetly. 



The boy instantly backed up, scooting across the asphalt on his butt until he was far 
enough back to stand. Without saying a word he ran for his bike and took off. 

“Anyone else want to be disrespectful?” Stevie asked the now silent mob of boys. 
In seconds the band disbursed, disappearing in ones and twos into the street and 

shadows. In seconds Mary Henderson was at Stevie’s side. “Thank you dear,” she said relief 
etched on her features as well as the other five. “I’m so glad you’ve had a change of heart.” 

Stevie turned and glared down at the woman, who immediately withdrew her hand 
from the Egyptologist’s arm. “My heart hasn’t changed one bit,” Stevie said coldly, aware 
that many of the teens were listening and watching in from the safety of shadows. “I don’t 
want kids following your intolerant, narrow minded example,” she explained icily. “You 
people deserved this, but those kids deserve more than to be like you.” With a glance she 
quickly read the protest sigh. “I hope every fetus you save is a black, gay, Wiccan 
Democrat.” She said and walked back to Sarah, Solari and Lizzy. 

“Ho-ly shit,” Sarah breathed, with an expression every bit as stunned as that of Mary 
Henderson. “Have you been working out?” 

“Bravo,” Solari beamed, and applauded enthusiastically. 
“Do you feel alright?” Lizzy asked, more than a little nervous. 
“Actually I feel kind of strange,” Stevie admitted, not sure where her rage came from 

although it didn’t scare her as much as she might have expected. “My head is kind of 
spinning.” She flexed her arm, unaware of where she’d found the strength to throw the bike 
so far. “And I think I may have pulled something.” 

“We’re almost there,” Sarah said, noting the small queue of people at the museum’s 
entrance. “We’ll get you something to drink inside.” 

“No alcohol,” Stevie muttered absently as she allowed the other three to lead her 
inside.  

When the names had been checked against the guest list, each were given a printed 
wristband that would serve as their pass into the party. Once inside the doors, they made 
their way past the reception area that had been decorated in Halloween finery. A long table 
with finger sandwiches and sushi dominated the space. At one end was a large punch bowl 
with large chunks of dry ice floating in a neon green liquid, giving the room an eerie fog. 
Several fog machines were also spewing smoke from under the tables. A live band was 
playing in the main space, with more tables and some chairs on the patio outside. Velvet 
ropes had been set up to keep the party revelers from getting too close to the artwork and 
Lizzy was pleased to see a security guard every where she turned her head. She would have 
been surprised that Sarah and Stevie’s weapons were allowed inside were it not for the fact 
that Belinda, someone she worked with on a daily basis had been the one to check them in. 

“I’ve just seen Gennette,” Solari said to Lizzy enthusiastically. “I haven’t seen her 
since College. I’ll catch up with you kids later.” In moments her kimono was disappearing 
through the partygoers in search of her friend. 

“I’m going to stop in the bathroom,” Stevie said “I just need a couple of minutes…” 
Sarah nodded, knowing the solitude of the bathroom was probably what her friend 

needed to collect her thoughts. She nodded to the patio. “We’ll be out on the patio, fresh air 
and all.” 

Stevie nodded, “That’s perfect, I’ll meet up with you guys there.” 
Sarah watched as Stevie moved through the crowd until she disappeared behind a 

Julius Caesar talking to an Abraham Lincoln. Sarah couldn’t understand why, but she 
instantly disliked the Caesar fellow. 



“Are you going to check on her?” Lizzy asked as they made their way to the far side 
of the patio near a large tree. The party was just getting started with most guests continuing 
to mingle near the entrance or around the artwork. The patio was deserted and while the 
band could be heard, the music was distant and soft. 

 “Sometimes she just needs a little space,” the stuntwoman reassured her. “Maybe 
the outfit is making her feel a little out of sorts. It’s not like her to hurl a bike across the 
street.” 

Lizzy arched her eyebrows. “The clothes do have an odd effect. What about you?” 
 “I’m not sure,” Sarah admitted, grinning. “It’s almost like a comfortable pair of 

jeans that’s been hidden in the back of your closet.” For a moment she studied Lizzy, 
unabashedly letting her eyes roam over the smaller woman. “What does the Amazon outfit 
do for you? Feel like a homecoming?” 

The archaeologist shook her head. “Not at all. My grandmother’s leather jacket and 
hat – now that’s comfortable. This feels…feels like I’ve got big shoes to fill and I’m a size or 
two too small.” 

“I don’t think so,” Sarah said seriously. “I think your ancestors would be very proud 
of their progeny all the way down.” As she spoke she let her eyes roam again over Lizzy’s 
toned form. 

Lizzy felt the blush creep into her cheeks and looked away from Sarah’s vibrant blue 
eyes. Something about this arrangement was compelling, but unsettling as well. Elizabeth 
Covington has inherited much of her grandmother’s personality, especially the streak where 
she knew her own mind and acted upon it. Here she felt as if she were being guided or 
pulled by forces she couldn’t name and that alone was unsettling, and unwelcome. 

“You alright?” Sarah asked gently, reading the confusion that darted across mist 
green eyes. 

“Yeah, like I said this isn’t entirely comfortable. Maybe I’m just used to wearing 
more…” Lizzy said, fumbling for excuses and then instantly regretting she’d said it. Almost 
like throwing tinder on a sparking fire Sarah’s vivid blue eyes flared with awareness. She 
shifted a bit making the leather bodice creak. Distantly Lizzy remembered the sound, almost 
as if stumbling across an old faded photograph of a dear friend. 

The stuntwoman took a step closer and gently touched the feathered necklace 
around Lizzy’s neck. Instantly goose bumps appeared across the archaeologist’s chest and 
arms. “Did you make all of this yourself?” Sarah asked quietly. 

Lizzy swallowed, hard, realizing that she could feel the heat radiating from the 
stuntwoman’s body less than a foot away. In fact there was more heat coming from Sarah 
than the propane heater behind her. “Grandma Janice made the necklace,” she explained. “I 
recreated the rest from her patterns. 

“And mine?” Sarah whispered, moving a bit closer. Mutely, Lizzy nodded. The 
stuntwoman smiled, warmly. “I’m no expert on historical authenticity,” she explained, “but 
this feels dead on.” 

Lizzy smiled, Sarah’s warm low voice wrapping around her like a caress. “I’m glad,” 
she said quietly. 

Without another word the stuntwoman leaned down and claimed Lizzy’s lips with 
her own.  

Lizzy responded realizing even as she did so that she was acting on instinct and 
habit. Still the body leaning over her was warm and the arms that had wrapped around her 
were strong and familiar and it felt good. Very good. Therefore, it wasn’t with much surprise 
that Lizzy realized her hand had made it’s way to the back of Sarah’s neck with her fingers 



threaded through soft dark hair. Her other arm wrapped around Sarah’s back where she 
could feel the scabbard that held Xena’s sword. Xena. That awareness, that this was not 
Xena and she was not Gabrielle startled her enough to break the kiss and take a step back. 

“Are you alright?” Sarah asked quietly; an all too familiar twinkle in her eye. 
Lizzy nodded, with a casual glance to the patio entrance that seemed very far away at 

the moment. “I um…I just startled myself.” 
“Okay,” Sarah said, suspecting there was something more. 
“And Stevie will probably be coming out here soon,” Lizzy added noticing that the 

stuntwoman’s eyes darkened somewhat at the mention of her ex-lover’s name. “It’s also 
strangely warm out here. Are you warm? Do you want something to drink?” 

Sarah smiled, amused and delighted at the flustered woman in front of her. She could 
have gone without the mention of Stevie’s name, but wondered to herself what her ex would 
have though seeing the two of them kissing. Would she decide that indeed, Gabrielle 
belonged with Xena and any other arrangement was unnatural? “I’ll get us some drinks,” 
Sarah said smoothly, gently brushing the back of her knuckles across Lizzy’s cheek. “We’ve 
got some catching up to do.” With a broad smile she turned and headed for the party 
entrance and the punch bowl. 

Standing silently in the shadow of a large bronze statue near the doorway, Stevie 
watched as Sarah walked right past her. She’d walked up as they’d embraced and felt her 
stomach sink even as she knew it was to be expected. Deciding not to interfere, she turned 
and made her way into an adjoining gallery. 

With a satisfied smile on her face Sarah headed over to the large crystal punch bowl. 
She’d picked up a plastic cup when Solari walked up next to her. The Medium picked one up 
as well and dipped the ladle in the misty neon green punch. 

“You’re going to have to let her go, you know that, right?” she said conversationally. 
Sarah looked down at her, eyes slightly narrowed. “Let who go?” she asked evenly. 
The psychic smiled warmly, unfazed by the stuntwoman’s stern expression. “Who is 

it you’re holding onto?” 
Rolling her vivid blue eyes, Sarah took a sip of punch. “Well I’ve already broken up 

with Stevie and I haven’t really gotten started yet with Lizzy so I don’t know what the fuck 
you’re talking about.” 

“And if I tell you that you don’t end up with either?” Solari asked. 
“I’d say it isn’t up to you, it’s up to Lizzy,” Sarah replied. Cocking her head she 

studied the psychic for several long moments. “Are you telling me it’s already decided? 
Because I don’t buy that.” 

“I wouldn’t say anything is decided,” Solari demurred, “but I will say that life is often 
a puzzle and I think Stevie has what it takes to sort out the combination of her current 
problem.” 

“And if she figures out the puzzle, she wins Lizzy?” Sarah demanded, albeit quietly. 
“That’s crap.” 

“She doesn’t win anything,” Solari clarified. “Except maybe the tolerance of two 
determined dead people.” 

Sarah shook her head, laughing. “Lets say I take all this past life stuff at face value?” 
she asked, watching the psychic intently. “Why on earth, after all this time, would Stevie be 
better suited for Lizzy than me?” She shrugged her shoulders, “I’m the Xena. I belong with 
the Gabrielle. Callisto certainly doesn’t.” 

“Maybe,” Solari agreed. “But maybe this ‘Gabrielle’ doesn’t belong with you,” she 
said softly. “I think we can agree that Gabrielle’s central core was very much about love and 



forgiveness. She loved you with all her heart and soul; many, many times – more lifetimes 
than I could possibly count. She forgave you before that first nail was hammered in on that 
cross.” Sarah involentarily flinched at the memory. “There was never a moment’s hesitation. 
Her soul has followed yours for over a thousand years.” She took a sip of her punch and 
looked thoughtful. “She said she forgave Callisto I’m sure. The question is, do you think she 
meant it?” 

The stuntwoman opened her mouth to speak and stopped. With a sigh she closed it. 
“I doubt it,” she whispered. 

“That would only be human,” Solari agreed. “But moving on for the soul is about 
more than being human. It’s about moving beyond what our humanity tells us is possible; 
that last selfless act, that instant of sheer heroism. Can you think of a more complete way for 
Gabrielle to forgive Callisto than to take this journey with her? It’s how you forgave her isn’t 
it?” 

“Wait a minute…” Sarah said, startled and then considered. She shook her head in 
disbelief. “Stevie and I got together because we just did. We had chemistry and it clicked and 
while it worked, it fucking rocked. It wasn’t about forgiving her anything. I didn’t even know 
she was Callisto. Neither did she.” 

Solari smiled. “And now you know, do you forgive her?” 
Sarah frowned. “Well of course, but that’s beside the point. Frankly I’m not so sure 

Lizzy is any better suited for Stevie than I am.” 
The Medium shrugged. “Lightning strikes, maybe once, maybe twice.” 
“Don’t even quote Stevie Nicks to me,” Sarah said irritatedly. “Fucking cryptic 

songwriter,” she muttered under her breath. “Stevie hates it when people relate Stevie Nicks 
songs to her and I’ll bet Lizzy wouldn’t even get that reference.” She her eyes bore into the 
hazel gaze of the kimono clad woman. “You see, she wouldn’t even know how to be what 
Stevie needs,” she said realizing she was grasping at straws even as she said it. 

Solari smiled kindly, “and that is why you have to let her go.” 
Not knowing what to say the stuntwoman filled a cup with punch for Lizzy. “Take 

this to Lizzy, will ya?” she asked. She felt angry, confused, hurt – feelings she could no more 
decipher than determine where they came from. Her urge was to smash the buffet table in 
front of her, then she thought about Stevie throwing a boy’s bike across the street. Knowing 
she was wearing the hardware to make kindling of the table, she decided that removing 
herself from the temptation would be the better choice. “I’m going to get some air,” she said 
and headed for the front entrance. 

 
Stevie took her time in the small gallery, choosing to ignore the appreciative glances 

she’d received from several men who were chatting with their dates. She emerged and 
glanced back to the open patio where she’d stumbled upon Sarah and Lizzy. Lizzy was still 
standing near the large tree and for an instant Stevie considered joining her. Upon reflection 
she decided against it. She didn’t want to be there when Sarah returned with romance on her 
mind. It didn’t really surprise her she reminded herself. There was enough buried memory 
stirred by the outfits that indeed made sense that the two remembered each other. Xena 
ended up with Gabrielle and Callisto ended up under a pile of rocks. It was the way of the 
world. If she couldn’t change the Xena end of the equation she could at least see what she 
could do about Callisto’s pile of rocks. With determination she told herself that was enough. 
She made her way to the buffet table even though she wasn’t hungry. She saw Solari at the 
punch bowl and joined her there. She didn’t want anything to eat, but hoped that something 
to drink might help settle her raging thoughts. 



“How’s the punch?” she asked reaching for a cup. 
“Not bad, a little on the sweet side,” Solari replied filling her glass. “How are you 

feeling?” She noted Stevie’s puzzled expression and smiled. “You had a lot to drink last 
night? You threw a bike across the street…” 

“The wine, oh yeah,” Stevie replied with a nod. “I’ve felt better, but I’d say I’m 
alright. I usually don’t drink that much. I can’t explain the bike thing.” Solari nodded 
understandinglyd and Stevie added, “Callisto didn’t drink at all,” wondering why she even 
bothered to say it or why it was important. 

“She couldn’t afford any slip ups,” Solari agreed. “Her life depended on it. Good 
thing you’ve got more flexibility now.” 

The Egyptologist nodded absently. “What are these outfits doing to us?” she asked. 
Solari smiled kindly. “Reminding you of who you were I suppose. Who you were, 

who they were, how things were, all of life’s past-imperfect.” 
“Well it sucks,” Stevie said flatly. 
“For you I don’t doubt it,” Solari agreed. “Still, you’re in the armor, you’ve been 

having the dreams, why don’t you surrender to Callisto for the evening…see where that 
takes you. It is Halloween after all, a time when all of us can step outside ourselves.” The 
psychic smiled warmly. “Just don’t kill anyone,” she added. 

Stevie rolled her eyes, “Well where’s the fun in that?” she asked sarcastically 
surprising herself by the foreign tone in her voice. 

“You might surprise yourself,” Solari said wryly. “Look, do me a favor…Sarah asked 
me to take this cup of punch to Lizzy on the patio but I spotted another friend from 
college,” she said, putting the cup of green punch in Stevie’s hand. “Sarah went for some air 
out front and I don’t want to lose sight of Marty…” 

Stevie nodded absently wondering why Sarah left Lizzy on the porch. Briefly she 
considered checking on her ex and decided against it. What ever was happening between 
Sarah and Lizzy was indeed for the two of them to sort out. 

Carrying two cups of punch Stevie made her way back to the patio. Lizzy was no 
longer alone, several couples and a small group of people gathered at a couple of the tables. 
They were chatting animatedly, enjoying the festive atmosphere and crystal clear albeit brisk 
weather. Lizzy looked up as Stevie approached and for the briefest instances looked guilty. 

“Expecting someone else?” Stevie asked, not unkindly but with a hint of challenge to 
her voice. 

“Not exactly, Sarah said she was going for drinks.” Lizzy said accepting the offered 
cup of punch. “This stuff looks dreadful.” 

“It’s alright, a little on the sweet side. Solari asked me to bring it to you.” Stevie 
studied the shorter woman, not at all surprised Sarah had thrown the moves on her. She 
looked amazing. The outfit of the Amazon queen suited her, still her short hair seemed a 
little out of place. It was a variation however Stevie was happy to put up with.  

“Are you feeling better?” Lizzy asked after taking a sip of punch. 
Stevie nodded. “I’d say I don’t know what came over me, but we’d both know that 

isn’t exactly so.” Lizzy looked up at Stevie and not for the first time was startled by the 
woman standing in front of her. Something was amiss and one didn’t have to be psychic to 
figure out what that was. “Your friend Solari thinks I need to surrender to Callisto’s skin for 
an evening.” Stevie cocked her head and watched as her words registered with the 
archaeologist. She felt an unusual sensation of power as her words caused reaction in the 
shorter woman. Surprise, fear and distaste all registered and were quickly gone from Lizzy’s 
expression. “Do you think we should surrender to our costumes?” she asked quietly, directly. 



Once again the briefest glimmers of guilt flashed in Lizzy’s eyes and was gone. Of 
course it made sense now, Lizzy thought. That was what was going on between her and the 
stuntwoman. Talking to Stevie, it wouldn’t have been too much of a stretch to think that she 
was indeed talking to the centuries dead warrior. “Maybe some of that fantasy can’t be 
helped,” she admitted quietly.  
 Lizzy tried to remember a single moment when she felt as conflicted as she did in 
this instance. Part of her screamed danger, urging her to run as far away from the woman 
standing in front of her, calmly sipping green punch. Another part of her noted the six-pack 
on Stevie’s abdomen, legs toned from running and how the blonde’s fair skin contrasted 
starkly with the black armor. Even movement as simple as bringing the punch cup to her lips 
caused muscles of a toned bicep and forearm to move seductively, only when her eyes felt 
dry did Lizzy remember to blink. She wanted to run away from Stevie every bit as much as 
she wanted to run towards her, wrap her arms around her and have her way with the 
Egyptologist right here on the museum’s patio. As a result, she couldn’t move. 
 The band inside began a new song with an easygoing tempo. Stevie smiled, arching a 
dark eyebrow and her lips parting to reveal gleaming white teeth. “Would you like to dance?” 
 Lizzy swallowed once casting a furtive glance around her. If she were a dancer, 
which she wasn’t, it would have been no big deal to dance out here on the patio or even 
inside on the dance floor. They were surrounded by colleagues and their guests, and it wasn’t 
as if she’d ever made any sort of effort to hide exactly who she was. But she also knew that 
Stevie was reading her like a book. She’d already somehow detected that something was 
going on with Sarah and she didn’t feel comfortable about just how much she’d give away 
were she to even attempt a dance. “I’m not much of a dancer,” she said with a smile. Trying 
to further lighten the mood she added, “I’d suspect that Callisto isn’t much of one either.” 
 Stevie grinned again, her delicate pink tongue slipping from between her lips to 
move enticingly over her top lip. She smiled again and leaned in close so her breath fluttered 
against Lizzy’s ear. “Callisto isn’t much of a dancer,” Stevie whispered, “but I’m just wearing 
her skin, remember? And for the record, Gabrielle was a hell of a dancer. Very in tune with 
her body and loved that feeling, maybe that is something you want to think about 
surrendering to?” As she spoke she drew the tips of her fingers across Lizzy’s bare stomach, 
pleased at the sharp intake of breath it caused. “I learned everything I need to know about 
your body,” she said moving back a little. “I learned it just now, in this instant. When you 
want to dance, look me up.” 

Lizzy looked up at Stevie stunned. There was a brazenness and honesty to her words 
that couldn’t be denied, but it was out of character for the generally polite yet playful 
Egyptologist. Before she could say another word however, the moment was broken by an 
intruder. 
 “Lizzy Covington, is that you?” An older man called as he made his way onto the 
patio. “I was hoping to see you here, my dear. That is quite an outfit…” 
 Without waiting for an introduction Stevie winked at her stunned companion and 
walked back into the museum, leaving her to chat with the newcomer unassisted. 
 Stevie walked back over to the buffet table a little surprised that her appetite had 
returned. In fact she felt better in this moment than she had in some time. There was no 
doubt in her mind that she was indeed acting strangely, uncharacteristically confident and 
aggressive. The normal feeling of uncertainty, wondering if all possible needs had been met 
all around her was absent. “I should be asking ‘Stevie Montgomery is that you?’” she 
muttered to herself popping a sushi roll into her mouth. She leaned against the buffet table 
surveying the room with her eyes as her taste buds surveyed the tuna and crabmeat wrapped 



in cucumber instead of seaweed. Both were stunning. The party was in full swing now, 
museum guests filling the main hall and many dancing in font of the band. Others were 
studying the artwork, chatting to each other and still more gathered on the patio outside as 
well as the near the front entrance. Her eyes landed on an attractive man who was fixated on 
her outfit, or rather her bust. With a smirk she pushed off from the table and walked the ten 
feet or so over to him. 
 “Lancelot, I’m up here,” she said pointedly glaring at him. “Besides, you can’t afford 
what I’m not selling.” With a frown he turned and walked away. The only thing Stevie 
realized she was missing was the ability to zap him in the ass with a fireball as he retreated. 
In some small ways, feeling a little Callisto was indeed handy. After experimenting with 
several more sushi rolls, Stevie decided to find Sarah. If for no other reason than to tell her 
the sushi was good. 

It took several moments but Stevie found Sarah on the grassy area in front of the 
museum. She stood just outside the warm glow of the twinkling lights from the party. It was 
cooler out here, lacking the propane heaters from the courtyard, but it was still comfortable. 
“You okay?” Stevie asked, handing Sarah a cup of punch and sushi roll. 

The stuntwoman shrugged. “I guess so. But I feel really strange, conflicted.” Sarah 
explained. “I needed some air, it’s like nothing makes sense right now.” Absently she popped 
the sushi into her mouth. “How are you doing?” she asked around a mouthful of sushi. 

“I know what you mean about feeling strange,” Stevie agreed, “The clothes make the 
women as they say.” 

“That’s crazy,” Sarah said, rolling her eyes. “I’m not buying into the past life shit and 
even if I did, that was so long ago.”  

“Crazy enough for you to kiss Lizzy two seconds after we got here?” Stevie asked 
pointedly. “Yeah, you’ve had your eye on her but didn’t throw a move until now?” 

Sarah blinked at her in surprise. She shrugged. “It seemed like the thing to do.” She 
offered without regret. “You pissed?” She took a sip of her punch and smiled at Stevie, a 
bashful expression on her face.  

“Surprisingly, no.” Stevie answered. “I’ll call it the Callisto factor. Besides, something 
tells me that she’s only responding to you because of your outfit, and how can I blame her 
for that? Xena was fucking hot.” 

“And Sarah isn’t?” Sarah asked defensively, then sighed. “I mean, ‘and I’m not?’” she 
corrected. “This is weird, I feel like I’m thinking with an echo in my head; two similar voices 
talking just out of synch. WWJD?” 

“What would Jane do?” Stevie said, amused that Sarah remembered the joke she’d 
made after first learning of Stevie’s stint in therapy. “Honestly, I think she’d tell us both to 
let go for a moment. You’re hearing Xena’s voice in your head, so be Xena. Solari told me to 
let go and own my inner Callisto as it were. It’s just us; I’m not going to tell anyone you’re 
nuts. If Xena and Callisto have unfinished business, let them finish it.” 

“You realize that when I roll-play I prefer to be the elf.” Sarah deadpanned. 
“Very funny,” Stevie countered. “It’s like walking out of one room and into another. 

Surely you’re not afraid to come out and talk to me?” she asked sweetly, her voice tinged 
with challenge. 

Sarah’s eyes narrowed, icy blue points of light boring into her. She also seemed to 
stand up a little straighter, the line of her shoulders growing larger and more business-like. 
“No, no,” she said smoothly, easily. “I’ve got nothing to fear from you.” 

“I shouldn’t think so,” Stevie said. “Every time Callisto and Xena met in battle I got 
my ass kicked.” 



“Except that last time,” Sarah replied quietly. 
Stevie looked up in surprise. There was a lot of hurt and sadness in Sarah’s voice. 

“Yes,” she acknowledged “I am sorry about that,” she said sincerely. 
Blue eyes widened in disbelief. “You’re apologizing to me?” Sarah asked, stunned. 

“After everything I’ve done to you?” 
Stevie cocked her head and thought, “Yeah, I guess I am.” Turning, the Egyptologist 

led them a short distance from the museum to a small stand of trees where they could talk 
more privately. They were surrounded by darkness, the lights from the party dancing merrily 
in the distance. Stevie sat down with her back to the large tree trunk, and Sarah followed 
suit. Out of habit, both women removed the swords from the scabbards on their backs 
before sitting. Each rested the blade on its side within a hand’s reach. 

“I’m the one who should be apologizing to you,” Sarah said, blue eyes searching 
brown. 

“I accept your apology, if that makes you feel any better,” Stevie replied. “Look there 
is plenty of blame to go around in the ‘who fucked over who’ game with us. I forgive you, if 
you forgive me, we can move on now, right?” 

Sarah shook her head. “How can you blithely forgive me for creating you? That 
makes absolutely no sense.” 

Stevie smiled sadly. “Because I’ve tried hundreds of years of not forgiving you and 
that hasn’t gotten me anywhere either. I’m ready to try something different. I feel like things 
are…I don’t know…aligned maybe. Things are in the right place so maybe this time, if I do 
forgive you, maybe I can finally get the peace I was looking for the second time you killed 
me.” 

“Sarah and Stevie? Is that the alignment you’re talking about?” Sarah asked curiously. 
“All of it,” Stevie replied with a nod. “Lizzy, Stevie’s mom, the dogs, the job and of 

course you – Sarah I mean. Maybe everything is in place and I can finally put my rock down 
and walk away from it. Frankly I’m sick of carrying it, it isn’t worth it any more, it just isn’t.” 

Sarah looked at Stevie and then gazed off into the distance past the party. She 
listened to the sounds of night, noticing how different the sounds were in such a populated 
area. “Do you remember the time we sat by the fire and you asked if we’d bonded?” 

Stevie nodded. “Yeah, you said we hadn’t.” 
“I lied,” Sarah said, not looking over at Stevie. 
“I know,” the Egyptologist replied. 
“Callisto, I made you. I killed your family, destroyed your life…” Sarah began. 
Stevie turned and put two fingers over the warrior’s lips. “Yes, you did. And I killed 

your son, ended your life blah, blah, blah. I am telling you that we have damaged each other 
in equal measure. I’ve gotten that from Stevie. I need to believe that. I want to see what 
happens when we let go. Really let go.” She lowered her fingers, but brown eyes didn’t 
budge from blue. 

Sarah sighed heavily. “Alright, we leave the past in the past. I forgive you and accept 
your forgiveness of me.” she said. “But don’t hurt Gabrielle,” she added, the threat in her 
voice gentle but unmistakable. 

“I forgive her too.” Stevie said simply. “I won’t lie, there is always something 
irresistible about taunting that woman- teasing her about what she really wants- but I’ve no 
interesting hurting her. This isn’t about revenge for me and I don’t blame you for thinking 
that it might be. Honestly, I’m not interested in Lizzy, you know that interpersonal 
relationships aren’t my strong suit. That’s strictly a Stevie thing and I’m not about to butt 
in.”  



Sarah shrugged then turned to face Stevie. “Maybe so, but I’ll be watching anyway.” 
Stevie nodded. “Be my guest, there are already a couple of dead women doing that, 

I’m sure they’d appreciate help from the living.” 
“What are you going to do about them?” Sarah asked. 
“Again,” the blonde replied, “it’s Stevie’s problem. They hate me, so what? They 

aren’t the first. I’m sure Stevie will think of something, if she wants to that is.” 
Sarah smirked, “You think she still has it bad for Sarah?” she asked confidently. 
Stevie looked over at her friend and centuries old enemy smiling sadly. “No Xena, 

she doesn’t. She doesn’t love Sarah like that, she hasn’t for a long time. But she’s not moving 
on until Sarah is ready to let go. I’m not a ‘people expert’ but even I can see that.” 

Sarah Moorehead’s eyes narrowed. “I distinctly remember two failed attempts at 
reconciliation, nearly three if you count two o’clock this morning. Besides I’m the one who 
broke up with her- you!” 

“Yes.” Stevie replied quietly. “To date you’ve broken up with me a total of three 
times…” 

“Because I kept reconciling,” Sarah finished the sentence as reality came crashing in. 
“Oh fuck. I’m so sorry Stevie,” she said sadly. “I’ve accused you of being clingy and all this 
time it’s been me who can’t let go.” 

Stevie smiled gently, the harsh edge gone from her features. “I guess you didn’t want 
me to be without someone and couldn’t figure out why that someone wasn’t supposed to be 
you.” Stevie reached over and held onto the stuntwoman’s hand, squeezing affectionately. “I 
guess I can see now why you were beating your head against that particular wall. Neither of 
us knew. You wanted to fix me and thought that was how you were supposed to do it.” 

The stuntwoman shook her head, frowning a little. “That isn’t all of it,” she said 
quietly. “It wasn’t just for you. It was how I felt too. I couldn’t let go because I couldn’t let 
go.” She took a deep breath and continued, “I never told you this before but when I was on 
that shoot in Romania there was a bar where we’d hang out when we weren’t on call…” 

Stevie nodded. “You told me about the bar. It had the lame jukebox with old 
American songs that you guys were crazy about to get a taste of home.” 

Sarah nodded. “The part I left out was that there were two Stevie Nicks songs on 
that jukebox: The Edge of Seventeen and Stand Back. The crew hated me for it but I played those 
two damn songs every night. Every single night, sometimes more than once.” She shrugged 
and plucked at a few blades of grass. “It made me feel closer to you.” 

Blinking back tears, Stevie wondered if she’d ever heard anything as sappy, and heart 
felt come from the stuntwoman’s mouth in the more than three years she’d known the 
woman. “You don’t even like The Edge of Seventeen…” 

“Well the lyrics are fucked up,” Sarah countered. “The clouds never expect it when it rains, 
what the fuck kind of lyrics are those?” Sarah demanded with exaggerated bravado, making 
Stevie smile. “Still it was what they had in Romania so I went with it.” 

Stevie sighed. “As long as we’re confessing things…you know that I make a point of 
not taking Stevie Nicks’ lyrics personally, right?” 

Sarah nodded. “Yeah, it’s too cliché. It ticks you off.” 
“Well the beginning Destiny Rules makes me think of you.” The Egyptologist 

admitted shyly. 
The stuntwoman grinned. “You relate to a Stevie Nicks song because of me? I think 

you’re getting soft Stevie.” 
“Don’t gloat,” Stevie warned. 



“Although I’m surprised it’s not If You Ever Did Believe? Doesn’t that have the ‘baby 
don’t leave me’ at the end?” she teased and grinned more broadly as the blondes eyes 
narrowed in annoyance. 

“Don’t push your luck Moorhead, I have enough Callisto in me to know how to 
wield this sword.” 

“Okay, okay,” Sarah said, chuckling, how does it go?” 
“You have the Say You Will album, listen to it when you get home.” Stevie replied, 

stubbornly. 
“Oh come on, just fucking tell me or I’ll make you sing it.” Sarah insisted. 
Stevie sighed, realizing that the battle was already lost. “Maybe we were together in another 

life,” she said reciting the lyrics. “Maybe we are together in a parallel universe. Maybe our paths are not 
supposed to cross twice. Maybe your arms are not supposed to go around me. 

“I hear about you now and then, I wonder where you are and how you feel. Sometimes I walk by 
and look up to your balcony, just to make sure that you were real. Just to make sure that I can still feel you. 

“When I see you again, as I always do, it appears to me that destiny rules and the spirits are 
ruthless with the paths they choose. It’s not being together, it’s just following the rules, no one’s a fool.” She 
shrugged when she was finished and looked at Sarah. A single tear slid down the 
stuntwoman’s cheek but otherwise she looked calm. 

“I guess this is it then,” she said quietly. “I do have to let you go.” 
“Only if you’re ready to,” Stevie countered. “I’ll always be sort of crazy about you.” 
“That’s just because you’re sort of crazy.” Sarah replied with a smile. “I guess we 

should go back to your future girlfriend’s party.” She said standing up and extending her 
hand to Stevie. 

“I think you’re putting the cart before the horse but fine,” she replied taking the 
offered hand and standing gracefully. 

“So you actually got over me?” Sarah asked trying to mask her disbelief as they 
walked back to the party. 

“Never,” Stevie said with a grin. “You broke my heart in seventeen places and I’m 
making a good show at trying to carry on.” 

Sarah grinned. “That’s okay then.” They flashed their wristbands at the party 
entrance inside and the stuntwoman put a restraining hand on Stevie’s forearm before they 
moved any further. “Seriously, I want you to see where this thing with Lizzy will take you. I 
want you to be happy.” 

“I know that,” Stevie reassured the taller woman. “But it isn’t you or anyone else that 
will make me happy. I have to do that myself for Callisto and me. But honestly, any 
happiness I find you will always be a part of so stop being sappy.” 

Sarah nodded and led the way to the dance floor. They spotted Solari and Lizzy just 
off to the side chatting and enjoying the music. “Where have you guys been?” Lizzy asked, 
concern in her voice as the two walked up to join them. 

“We were just outside chatting,” Sarah explained. “Not to worry, Stevie didn’t pick 
on any thugs while we were out there.” 

Stevie rolled her eyes and smiled when the band began a new song. With the 
haunting sound of a pipe organ, the band began to play the waltz from Disneyland’s 
Haunted Mansion. The minor chords and melody added a new layer of ghostly atmosphere 
to the Halloween party. Couples enthusiastically paired up and headed to the dance floor. 
“Would you like to dance?” Stevie asked Lizzy, the Callisto edge completely gone from her 
voice. The archaeologist’s cheeks flushed pink and her eyes grew wide. She had the look of a 
woman really wishing the earth would open and swallow her whole. 



Sarah read her panic and tapped Stevie on the shoulder. “This dance is mine,” she 
said possessively. “For old time’s sake at least.” 

Stevie smiled at Lizzy a little sadly but took Sarah’s hand and walked to the dance 
floor. As they turned, Sarah winked at Lizzy, smiling warmly as she turned her attention to 
Stevie. 

“What the hell is wrong with you?” Solari whispered. 
“I can’t fucking dance,” Lizzy explained defensively. “I suck at it. There aren’t a hell 

of a lot of opportunities to learn that skill out on a dig, is there” 
“Do you honestly think that matters to Stevie?” Solari insisted. “Something tells me 

that she’d be more than happy to do the leading. You can count to four and you can stand 
up so you can dance!” 

Lizzy watched as the two armored women swayed with the music. They were both 
proficient enough to do a proper waltz to the music with Sarah leading. They received the 
casual glance from some nearby dancers but with the variety of costumed dancers occupying 
the floor, two women wearing leather dancing together really didn’t seem the least bit out of 
place. 

“Damn, she’s hot.” Lizzy muttered under her breath. 
“Which one?” Solari asked, staring at the two women as well. “They’re both PETA’s 

worst nightmare if you’re trying to explain the evils of leather.” 
Lizzy chuckled. “Do I detect a bisexual mood swing?” she asked playfully. “It’s been 

a couple of years hasn’t it?” 
Solari grinned. “Three to be exact, which is beginning to seem a bit too long.” She 

studied the dancers for a couple more moments as if coming to a decision. “I’d say you owe 
me sweetie but you really don’t.” With that she kissed Lizzy on the cheek and headed onto 
the dance floor. Lizzy watched as Solari walked up behind Stevie and dutifully tapped her on 
the shoulder. Both women stopped dancing. Words were exchanged and seconds later, Sarah 
was waltzing with Solari and Stevie was headed back to Lizzy. 

“I’ve never been ‘cut in on’ before,” she announced with a grin as she returned to 
the archaeologist’s side. 

“Does it deserve a drink?” Lizzy asked, leading the way back to the punch bowl. 
“Why not,” Stevie replied. “Still no alcohol though. I still feel enough of Callisto 

rattling around in here that anything stronger than punch is a real turn off.” 
Lizzy nodded in understanding. “It’ll go away when you take the armor off,” she 

explained. 
“I’ll be ready.” Stevie replied. 
Lizzy looked up, concern etched on her features. “Is something wrong?” she asked. 

“Because if you’re not cool with this…” 
Stevie put a gentle hand on Lizzy’s forearm, noting how warm the shorter woman 

felt. “Everything is totally okay,” she said. “I’m just saying that I’m used to dealing with 
Callisto in my sleep, and doing that while awake is a disconcerting experience. I was a jerk 
earlier, that sort of thing. And I apologize for that by the way.” 

“I don’t think you were a jerk,” Lizzy disagreed. “Just assertive, and that isn’t a bad 
thing,” She swallowed as Stevie arched an eyebrow, interested. “I mean I know its just 
Callisto…” 

She didn’t get a chance to continue because several more people from the museum 
recognized Lizzy and walked up to chat. This time however Stevie stood next to her, 
graciously met the museum folk and was more than happy to chat shop. With a wry smile 



Stevie noted how the archeologist relaxed with her as the focus shifted to antiquities and 
away from the dance of courtship. 

Before long Solari and Sarah returned and the foursome continued to enjoy the party 
and each other’s company. Sarah and Solari had devised a game of predicting the various 
professions and personal foibles of different party-goers. Lizzy warned the stuntwoman that 
any guessing game with a psychic was folly but Sarah didn’t seem to mind. It was nearly 
midnight when Stevie decided that she was ready to part company with Callisto’s second 
skin. 

Lizzy had excused herself to use the bathroom and Stevie followed. Sarah watched 
her walk across the gallery. 

“You’re going to be fine.” Solari said, following Sarah’s line of vision. 
“You sound certain of that,” the stuntwoman replied. 
The psychic grinned. “Oh I am.” 
 
Stevie was glad no one else was in the bathroom and she waited quietly for Lizzy to 

exit the stall. Lizzy jumped, startled when her eyes landed on Stevie. 
“I didn’t hear you come in,” she said, washing her hands. 
 “What can I say, you made a quiet outfit,” she said with a grin. “A lovely outfit, but 

one I think I’m ready to part ways with.” 
Lizzy nodded looking a little confused. “You want to head back to Mel’s?” she asked 

quietly. 
Stevie cocked her head and studied Lizzy in the bathroom mirror. “Yeah, to change. 

But…” she said taking a step closer and looking at Lizzy directly, “I thought I might bring 
the costume over to your place. Something tells me you might not be having a house guest 
tonight.” 

“That would be great,” Lizzy blurted and tried for something less eager sounding. “I 
wouldn’t want the armor to get damaged or anything.” 

Stevie couldn’t help but chuckle, considering the numerous piles of rocks that 
Callisto’s armor had been buried under over the years. “That sounds good. I’ll meet you at 
your place in about forty-five minutes?” 

Before she could answer or lean in for the kiss she knew Stevie was considering, the 
bathroom door opened and Belinda from the museum came in. She smiled and nodded to 
the two women, oblivious as to what she’d just interrupted. Stevie winked at Lizzy and left. 
Lizzy stood for a moment staring at the closed stall door and for the briefest instant 
considered having Belinda fired. 

Stevie caught Sarah’s eye as she left, the stuntwoman dancing once again with Solari. 
Sarah grinned and flashed her the ‘thumbs up’ sign. Stevie chuckled to herself that it was a 
little unclear as to which situation she was promoting; hers with Lizzy or her own with the 
psychic. While she wasn’t the least bit psychic herself, she predicted that there would be two 
women sleeping in the witch’s grotto that night, both brunette. 

As promised, Mel left the door unlocked. Stevie opened it quietly and could hear the 
sounds of conversation and laughter coming from the other room. Silently she made her way 
upstairs and considered what to wear. Oddly it was Callisto’s voice in her own head that 
answered her; calculating, but disinterested. 

“Look irresistible,” the voice said, “but let her take charge. It’s the only way those two dead hags 
won’t disassemble the house with you two in it.” 

“Janice and Melinda are not hags,” Stevie muttered sternly. “And isn’t ‘irresistible’ 
not really letting Lizzy make a choice?” 



“There is a chance she’ll petrify herself into making the wrong choice,” Callisto’s voice said 
matter of factly. “She needs to make this seduction, not you, doesn’t mean it won’t scare her whitless. If it’s 
coming from her the dead women will have no choice but to support her. Look, I don’t care if you get laid or 
not. But I suspect you care and I’m telling you how to make that happen if you don’t want to spend the night 
cleaning up broken dishes. The psychology of dead people is something I know a little about.” 

“Alright, alright,” Stevie said, surrendering to the voice in her head. “I’ll wear the 
leather pants.” 

“No,” Callisto answered. “Black dress, heels, perfume, no jewelry, just your watch. You’ve been 
wearing leather all evening and it will just remind her of me.” 

Partly out of stubbornness, partly out of the sense of security it provided, and feeling 
like she knew more about accessories than a centuries dead warrior, Stevie donned her small 
silver crescent moon necklace. “Why are you helping me?” she asked as she took her short 
black dress from the closet. 
 “Because you’re trying to help me.” The voice answered and was silent. 

Stevie Montgomery thought about Callisto’s words as she walked back to Lizzy’s 
house. Much of the night was a jumble with so many unfamiliar thoughts and feelings 
coursing through her. She was relieved to be wearing clothes again that felt as comfortable 
and familiar to her as she knew the warrior’s armor felt to Callisto. Taking a deep breath, she 
knocked at the door. 

Seconds later the door opened and Lizzy stood at the entry, smiling broadly.  
“You look amazing,” Lizzy said as she stepped to the side and allowed Stevie to 

answer. “Please, come in.” 
“You look pretty fantastic yourself,” Stevie said easily as she handed off the bag of 

armor and the sword in the scabbard. Lizzy was wearing black slacks with a silky green 
blouse. She was wearing a little makeup, smelled wonderful and the hair at the base of her 
neck was still damp, clearly she’d just showered. 

Lizzy put the bag of armor on the floor next to a chair in the living room and 
gestured for Stevie to take a seat on the couch. “Can I get you something to drink?” she 
asked. 

Stevie smiled, the archaeologist’s level of nervousness already palpable. That would 
certainly have to be addressed. “I think I’m ready for a glass of wine now,” she said gently. 
“If you think your grandmother’s will put up with that.” 

Lizzy grinned and looked around the living room. “I’m hoping for the best,” she 
said. “I’ll be back in a minute with our wine. Please make yourself at home.” 

Lizzy poured two glasses of wine and paused at the kitchen doorway, looking at the 
broom propped up against her refrigerator. She was sure she saw the rustic wood broom 
vibrate slightly. “Please let me do this,” she whispered to her grandmothers. “You’re not 
going to scare her off. Look into our hearts, if she doesn’t care about me or if I don’t care 
about her then feel free to make all the noise you want. But if you see how we feel about 
each other and it’s real, then let me have tonight. I’ve never asked this of you before, but I’m 
asking now, because this is worth it.” She looked at the broom again satisfied to see that it 
was as still as a tomb. 

“Glass of wine?” She said offering the glass to Stevie. She put the bottle down on the 
coffee table and took a seat next to Stevie on the couch. 

“Thank you,” Stevie replied graciously, softly clinking her glass to Lizzy’s. “Here’s to 
getting carried away.” 

Lizzy blushed remembering the night she’d spent with Stevie and where the evening 
was headed. “You spent a lot of time with Sarah tonight, is everything okay?” she asked, and 



then inwardly flinched. She suspected that on the top ten listing of How To Get Somewhere 
With Women, discussing her previous ex-girlfriend wasn’t mentioned. 

“Stevie and Sarah needed to have a chat,” Stevie said, taking a sip of wine. “So did 
Callisto and Xena. This whole past life thing is as exhausting as it is confusing.” 

“I know the feeling,” Lizzy agreed. “Did you get anything resolved?” 
Stevie smiled, favoring Lizzy with soft brown eyes that held a world of promise.   

“Yeah, I think we did. I think Callisto really forgave her for what happened to her family, I 
think Xena forgave Callisto for…well… for everything. As for Stevie and Sarah,” she sighed, 
“it’s hard but we really had to let go; realize that admitting we aren’t the One for each other 
doesn’t mean we love each other any less. We’re always going to be close, we’re never going 
to let go, but knowing that intellectually and really feeling it can be two different things.” 
Stevie took another sip of wine. “She’s got her own stuff she’s dealing with. Her relationship 
with me aside, I know there is a very big part of her that doesn’t understand why you and 
she aren’t drawn to each other and why you and I are; the way the two of you have been 
lifetime after lifetime. I think it’s her Xena-sized ego, and on some level she might agree. She 
actually sent me off with her blessing tonight and gave me strict warnings about hurting you 
and bringing down the wrath of Xena for another few thousand years.” Both women stared 
into the fire for a moment, each considering her own thoughts. “What about you?” Stevie 
asked. “How are you doing?” 

“I won’t lie,” Lizzy replied, knowing full well the flush to her cheeks would make 
that impossible. “I was a mess earlier; I felt really conflicted. It’s a strange place to be when 
what you see communicates one reality and what you know is another. Seeing you dressed 
like Callisto tonight really scared me. It dredged up feelings buried for who knows how long? 
But at the same time I’m not Gabrielle, I’m me and seeing you in Callisto’s armor brought 
up feelings of an entirely different sort; you looked powerful, you looked dangerous, you 
looked beautiful and I very much felt like…like…” Lizzy tried to find the words to match 
her feelings. 

“A village ready to be pillaged?” Stevie supplied helpfully remembering Amazon’s 
look of desire. The broom next to the ‘fridge fell over and the two women looked at each 
other, smiling sheepishly. “A bad analogy I know.” Stevie murmured. 

“But entirely accurate,” Lizzy had to agree. Sitting this close to Stevie Lizzy was 
aware that the feeling of wanting to be pillaged hadn’t lessened any. While she’d rushed 
home to shower and dress, she knew that Stevie hadn’t had the time. She’d changed her 
clothes and looked stunning, but she still carried the faintest scent of leather mixed with her 
intoxicating perfume. She’d retouched her makeup and Lizzy was helpless to do anything but 
be captivated by her guest.  

“So where would you like to go from here?” Stevie asked glancing at the 
archaeologist shyly. She’d taken her conversation with Callisto to heart and decided that this 
would indeed be Lizzy’s night. Especially here, in this house, the seduction would be Lizzy’s. 
Stevie had no doubt that would be they only way to move things along and keep the house 
in one piece at the same time. 

Lizzy took a sip of wine and asked, “Would you like to dance?”  
“I’d love to,” Stevie replied warmly. “I didn’t think you wanted to earlier.” 
“I felt out of my element before,” Lizzy admitted, color rising to her cheeks once 

again she had no doubt. “I still do to be honest, but I don’t mind being out of my element 
with just you.” She stood and walked over to her CD player. 

“I think that’s probably one of the nicest things anyone has ever said to me,” Stevie 
replied, beaming. 



“I…ah…” Lizzy wasn’t sure how to broach the subject and tried for the direct 
approach. “I don’t have any Stevie Nicks CDs,” She admitted. As she expected the 
Egyptologist frowned in disapproval. “But I do have this,” she added holding up the Practical 
Magic soundtrack hopefully. She put the CD in the changer and selected the track then held 
out her hand to Stevie. 

“This will do nicely,” Stevie said knowing what the selection would be before the 
song even started. “We can work on your music library later.” She accepted Lizzy’s hand as 
she put her wine glass down at the edge of the table with Lizzy’s and joined her in the center 
of the small living room, the fire casting warm glowing shadows all around them. The song 
began and the two began to dance. This was not a dance between people who had shared 
each other’s space for centuries, instinctively knowing each other’s steps and movements. 
This was a dance of discovery; neither quite leading, neither quite following. 

 
Do you always trust your first initial feeling? 
Special knowledge holds truth bears believing 

I turned around 
And the water was closing all around 

Like a glove 
Like the love that had finally, finally found me 

And I knew 
In the crystalline knowledge of you 

Drove me thru the mountains 
Thru the crystal-like clear water fountain 

Drove me like a magnet 
To the sea 

 
They held each other close, brown eyes gazing down into green, happy in the 

discovery of each other’s details from this close proximity. Stevie felt warm in Lizzy’s arms, 
warm and soft. As Lizzy looked up at her she tried to recall the fear she felt only a couple of 
hours earlier. These were the same eyes, the same tousled platinum blonde hair, the same 
rich voice. Only now the voice sounded gentle and soothing to her hears, not threaded with 
danger and deceit. Her eyes were soft and welcoming and not the windows into the soul of a 
killer she’d mistakenly imagined earlier, and her hair no longer seemed wild and unkempt, it 
smelled divine and promised to be very soft to the touch. 

 
How the faces of love have changed turning the pages 
And I have changed oh, but you…you remain ageless 

I turned around 
And the water was closing all around 

Like a glove 
Like the love that had finally, finally found me 

Then I knew 
In the crystalline knowledge of you 

Drove me thru the mountains 
Thru the crystal-like clear water fountain 

Drove me like a magnet 
To the sea 

 



Stevie watched Lizzy study her. She didn’t mind, she was happy to have the ocean 
green eyes roam wherever they’d like as long as she was looking at her. She suspected she 
was comparing her appearance now with how she must have looked dressed as a psychotic 
warrior. Stevie looked down at Lizzy realizing that she did indeed look very much like a 
modern-day Gabrielle; her short hair softly framed her face and eyes that held a promise of 
passion as well as mischief. 

They slowly came to a stop as the song ended and leaning up Lizzy covered Stevie’s 
lips with her own. Finally here and now, with no danger of interruption Stevie fully 
surrendered to the kiss. Lizzy’s lips were soft and warm and in moments parted for her. 
Stevie accepted the invitation even as she felt a strong but gentle hand reach up and thread 
it’s way through her hair touching the sides of her neck and face. 

Lizzy could not imagine a more complete sense of bliss as Stevie responded to her 
kiss. In seconds wonderfully gentle arms had surrounded her with a soft, warm hand 
caressing her throat. “I could kiss you all night,” Lizzy murmured as she tilted her head for a 
new angle. 

“I intend to let you,” Stevie murmured softly before lightly brushing her tongue 
across Lizzy’s bottom lip. 

The archaeologist’s eyes flared with desire and she pressed her lips more firmly 
against those of the taller woman. As she walked Stevie backwards toward the couch she 
bumped into the coffee table. While she didn’t hear them fall she had no doubt that she’d 
knocked over the two wine glasses sitting on the table’s edge and she’d have wine stains on 
her rug. In that moment she couldn’t have cared less. Surprisingly gracefully Stevie sat down 
with Lizzy’s lips still firmly attached to her own. Moments later both women broke for air 
and glanced at the coffee table. Lizzy was shocked to see both wine glasses, still half full 
sitting in the middle of the table. With a broad smile on her lips Lizzy glanced upstairs to the 
room that housed her grandmothers’ urn and uttered a silent ‘thank you’. 

Still grinning she returned her attention to the Egyptologist and kissed her again. For 
long moments she did nothing but enjoy the sublime sensation of warm lips and tongue 
sliding against hers and the silken fingertips brushing against her face. This was so much 
better than the dancing. In time though unwelcome thoughts began to intrude into Lizzy’s 
consciousness. Not unlike the nagging nervousness she felt just before Stevie’s arrival. It 
occurred to her once again that she had no idea what she was doing, no idea where this was 
going. Was there some sort of ritual she should be following? How would she know when to 
make the next move? Was she moving too fast as it was? Too slow? Should she invite her 
upstairs to her bedroom? Would it happen here on her couch? Did Stevie know she felt 
completely and utterly out of her element? Her heart couldn’t beat any faster because it was 
already pounding with desire, but even so the tightness in her chest came from feelings 
much more sinister than passion. 

She told her self that her panic was stupid, but that didn’t really help. Knowing a 
thing and feeling a thing can be miles apart. She’d had sex with men, how different could 
this be, but even as she thought that she knew that this too was miles apart. This was 
someone she really cared about and didn’t want to blow it. 

Lizzy stopped and took a deep breath fully aware that her cheeks must be flushing 
crimson. 

“What’s wrong?” Stevie asked, clearly sensing the other woman’s distress and being 
concerned about it. 



Lizzy closed her eyes and opened them, scarcely believing she was going to say out 
loud what she’d been thinking. “I don’t know what I’m doing,” she said simply. “I want…I 
want…very much for things to move to the next level, but I don’t know how to do that.” 

Stevie studied her silently for a moment and then leaned back on the couch. She 
reclined after picking up her wine glass and crossed one leg over the other. As she moved 
her short black dressed hitched up a bit revealing more of her thigh. 

“Next level?” she teased gently her voice low and kind of sultry. “Do I look like a 
video game to you?” 

Lizzy smiled, finding the humor in what she’d said and regretting she’d said it. “I feel 
like you know what should be happening next and you’re not telling me.” The archaeologist 
said quietly. 

Stevie took a sip of wine and considered her words carefully. “Sweetie, if I thought 
you were one bit off track, I’d tell you. Seriously. If you were trying to do anything I wasn’t 
comfortable with, I’d find a gentle way to stop you.” She studied her companion for a 
moment, her eyes direct, but not unkind. “Maybe I’m feeling completely at ease and 
absolutely enjoying myself – which is what you should be doing. This isn’t a race you know, 
do I seem like I’m in a hurry?” 

Lizzy shrugged. “I just figured, because you’ve been with…” She couldn’t finish her 
sentence because a tender index finger was resting on her lips. 

“Please don’t,” Stevie said quietly, leaning forward. “Everyone is different. I’m not 
comparing you to anyone else and I’d appreciate it if you don’t compare you to anyone else.” 

Lizzy nodded and looked at Stevie for several moments. Certainly she’d spent 
enough time between sleep and consciousness fantasizing about how this moment would be, 
and actually in it – it wasn’t what she expected. While she was never inept in her fantasies, 
they didn’t have the scent of the Egyptologists perfume or the silky texture of her skin. As 
she starred her eyes caught the small silver necklace that dangled enticingly at the top of 
Stevie’s cleavage. 

“What are you thinking?” Stevie asked curiously seeing the distraction on Lizzy’s 
face. 

“That’s a really beautiful necklace,” Lizzy answered. Taking the other woman’s 
encouragement to heart, she reached out and touched the delicate silver strand that held the 
small crescent shape. Tracing the necklace with her fingertip she followed the silver path up 
across the Egyptologist’s collar bone. Once there, she traced the prominent bone lightly with 
the pad of her finger and passed across the delicate hallow at the base of Stevie’s throat to 
the collar bone on the other side. “I’d really like to kiss you there,” Lizzy said quietly, her 
finger resting above a thrumming jugular vein on Stevie’s neck. 

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t,” Stevie whispered back. 
Lizzy smiled as she leaned in, enjoying once again the indescribable scent of the 

Stevie’s perfume. Lightly she kissed the warm neck, pleased at the sound of the sharp intake 
of breath from the other woman. There was something in that sound that made Lizzy feel 
seven shades of wonderful. Knowing the sound was an involuntary one of pleasure and that 
she’d caused it did much to belay her own feelings of clumsiness. She kissed her way up the 
Egyptologists neck, delighted in the softness and scent of the blonde’s long hair. “Would 
you like to go upstairs?” she whispered, amazed that she’d found the courage to ask such a 
thing. 

“Only if you kiss me first,” Stevie said turning her head and claiming Lizzy’s lips with 
her own. There was promise in that kiss, the invitation to discover her and in turn be 
discovered. 



“Are you going to make any other demands on me?” Lizzy asked playfully as she 
stood and extended her hand to Stevie. 

“You can count on that,” The Egyptologist replied, her eyes twinkling. She accepted 
the offered hand and followed the archaeologist upstairs. At the top of the stairs she gently 
put her hand on Lizzy’s forearm, forestalling the other woman’s progress to the bedroom. 

“Would you show me where you keep your grandmother’s ashes?” She asked quietly. 
Lizzy blinked, surprised at the question. Thinking about it made sense; if Stevie 

could be in a room with the remains of her grandmothers and not have things flying off the 
shelves would be a pretty good indicator that she had the dead women’s blessing. With a nod 
Lizzy turned away from the bedroom and took three steps to the door to the study. 

“Their will was very specific,” Lizzy explained as she pushed open the door and 
stood aside so Stevie could enter. “They wanted to be cremated and have their ashes added 
to the urn that held the ashes of Argo, Grandma Janice’s first dog.” 

Stevie looked around at the study. One wall was entirely covered by books. On a 
shelf near the top was a very old looking urn, and next to it was a black and white picture in 
a simple frame. There was a stately wooden desk next to the wall by the door and just inside 
the door was a hatstand upon which rested an old brown fedora, a brown leather jacket, a 
canvas bag and a coiled bullwhip. The only thing that didn’t look like it’d come out of the 
1940s was a futon couch against the back wall. Stevie’s eyes returned to the potograph once 
more. The photograph was of the two women, obviously taking a moment from their 
activities at a dig site and the large dog that Stevie had seen in the picture downstairs. Stevie 
studied the picture with a sad smile on her face. She’d heard the story from Dr. Covington 
herself of course, but it seemed important to Lizzy to tell it. “She must have loved that dog 
very much,” she said softly. 

Lizzy nodded. “Very much,” she agreed. “Dogs weren’t cremated back in those 
days,” she explained. “Grandma Melinda told me that when Argo died, Janice went out back 
and built a funeral pyre. Auntie Pandora’s sons offered to help, but Janice wanted to do it 
alone. She worked through the night out in the orchard then they had an Amazon funeral 
for her. Janice kept her ashes in that urn. She had other dogs after Argo, but there was 
something special about that animal.” 

Stevie nodded in understanding. “I know exactly what you mean,” she said. Her 
attention was drawn to the heavy wooden desk that took up a large part of the room. “Was 
this her desk?” she asked, touching the surface reverently. Lizzy nodded even as she noticed 
a slight wobble in the urn perched on it’s shelf. 

“Why did you want to see them?” Lizzy asked curiously. 
The archaeologist took a deep breath and spoke. She tried to keep her tone light but 

had only intermittent success. “I wanted to make sure that we didn’t have a scene from 
Carrie with everything flying off the shelves,” she began. “Also I wanted to tell you 
something, and I guess I wanted to say it in the presence of your grandmothers so there is 
no confusion.” She looked at Lizzy and smiled. “I really care about you, I wouldn’t be here if 
I didn’t. Obviously I don’t want you to do anything you might regret,” she explained. “That 
said, I still have to go home tomorrow and I do live on the other side of the 
country…and…well I just didn’t want there to be any confusion as to what is going on 
here.”  

Lizzy nodded slowly, trying to find the hidden meaning of the blondes words if there 
was one. “Are you worried I’ll get too attached or something?” Lizzy asked. She forced a 
casualness to her voice that she didn’t really feel. She already was attached to the tall blonde. 



Stevie smiled and chuckled to herself. “If anything honey, I’m worried that I’ll get 
too attached. I don’t do casual well,” she admitted. “I’ve tried, lord knows with Sarah I tried 
and you see how we are.” She shook her head. “I’ll tell myself that I’m not that attached and 
the next thing you know I’m saving printed emails and attempting to fix dinner which is 
always a disaster for me.” 

Lizzy smiled back. “You know you can always do take out,” she offered. 
“That seems so uncaring,” Stevie replied with a soft smile. 
The archaeologist shrugged. “If you put it in your own dishes and told me you made 

it, I wouldn’t suspect a thing.” 
Stevie arched an eyebrow. “Are you inviting yourself over for dinner Ms. 

Covington?” she asked, with a careful glance to the urn on the shelf. 
“Well, until I get your email address, it seemed like the thing to do.” She took a step 

towards Stevie. “Would you feel any better if I got attached first?” she asked gently taking 
Stevie’s hand. 

“You know I have horrid nightmares, I’m in therapy, and I’m the reincarnation of a 
vicious psychotic killer,” she said. 

“So I won’t let you sleep,” Lizzy whispered, placing a soft kiss on the inside of the 
Egyptologist’s wrist. “There are worse things in life than being in therapy,” she said kissing 
the bend of Stevie’s elbow. “And technically I’ve had experience with vicious killers,” she 
added placing a soft kiss on Stevie’s neck. “Theoretically I could be the perfect woman for 
you. Except I don’t have any idea of what I should be doing with a woman, so if you put up 
with my issues I’ll put up with yours.” 

Stevie’s lips found Lizzy’s ear and she whispered, “You’re about to find out.” Both 
women smiled as Lizzy led them down the hall to the bedroom, away from her 
grandmothers’ ashes.  

Lizzy held Stevie’s hand as they entered the room. “Just a sec,” she said quietly, 
leaving the Egyptologist standing at the foot of her bed. Quickly she turned on a couple of 
lava lamps and lit some candles before turning off the overhead light. Instantly the room was 
bathed in a soft warm glow as shadows danced on the walls from several flickering candles. 
To Stevie’s estimation, this room felt more comfortable than any other place in the house. 
While she appreciated the scholarliness of the office and living room, the sense of history, of 
work and research this room didn’t have that vibe. Sure, there were a couple of books on the 
a nightstand next to one side of the bed, but this room didn’t look like part of a libarary or 
museum. The furniture had clena sparse lines, more modern looking than the rest of the 
house. The bed was an elegant four poster with a quilted comofrter. Art dominated the walls 
not booksheves. There were some framed posters for bands Stevie hand’t heard of and a 
couple of framed photographic prints in black and white.  

“That’s better,” Lizzy said to herself as she returned to Stevie and wrapped her arms 
around the Egyptologist’s waist. Looking up into soft brown eyes she smiled. 

“This room feels so much different than the rest of the house,” Stevie said, wraping 
her arms around Lizzy in return and smiling at her. “I don’t know how I missed it before.” 

Lizzy shrugged, “It was very late and your best friend was very drunk.” She glanced 
around her bedroom before continuing. “Most of the house is pretty much the way my 
grandmother’s had it. I saw no reason to change it when it came to me. It’s nostalgic, keeps 
them close. But the bedroom is a different matter. There was no way I could sleep night 
after night in my grandmother’s bedroom.” 

“In case you had company?” Stevie teased gently. 



 Lizzy smiled. “Well now that you mention it, there is this hot blonde I’ve been after 
and I’d really like to make her feel wonderful.” She squeezed her arms around Stevie’s waist. 
“Care to give me any pointers?” 

“I see.” Stevie replied arching an eyebrow. She gently ran her fingers through Lizzy’s 
short blonde hair and brought her hands to rest on strong shoulders. “Are you sure this 
woman knows you’re interested?” she asked innocently enough. 

“I think so,” Lizzy replied seriously then dropped her voice to a husky whisper. “I 
went for some soft ‘mood’ lighting and if there was any confusion I was going to ask if she 
wanted to slip out of her sexy black dress.” 

Stevie leaned down and brought her lips to rest next to the archaeologist’s ear once 
more. “Maybe she’d like you to undress her,” she whispered. 

Lizzy swallowed hard and moved closer to the Egyptologist. Once again her lips 
found a responsive neck and as she lightly kissed the taller woman’s throat, she drew her 
hands up Stevie’s back; her palms gliding over the soft, black material. At the top she found 
a tiny snap and a zipper. With the snap undone, she slowly drew the zipper down, her hands 
now gliding over soft warm skin and a sheer bra. Bringing her hands to the front, she 
stepped back so she could see as she eased the dress over Stevie’s shoulders and let it fall to 
the floor. She couldn’t help but grin even as she knew she was blushing at the sight of the 
gorgeous woman standing there in her lacy black bra, matching panties and black stiletto 
heels. Aside from her creamy skin, the only points of color came from her blood read 
fingernails, red lips, silver necklace, platinum blonde hair and soft brown eyes. “Wow,” Lizzy 
breathed. Reaching out, Lizzy lightly traced the lace trim of Stevie’s bra. “Black is definitely 
your color,” she said. 

Stevie smiled a bit bashfully and took a step towards the archeologist, deftly stepping 
out of her heels as she moved. While she seemed a bit shorter now, she was still a good five 
inches taller than the archaeologist. “My turn,” she said softly. 

Lizzy stared in awe as long graceful fingers reached out to touch her green silk 
blouse. Stevie ran her hands over Lizzy shoulders and across the planes of her back enjoying 
the texture of the fabric before slowly bringing her hands to the top button of the blouse. 
“So, this girl you’re after,” she said conversationally, as she undid the first two buttons. 
“What do you have in mind for her.” 

Lizzy gasped as warm fingers brushed across her skin under her blouse on their 
journey to the next button down. “Ah…” she said having a hard time keeping her voice 
conversational, “I’d like to kiss her some more, and ah…” she was distracted by the hands 
deftly undoing her belt and pants. 

“And?” Stevie pressed as the pants fell to the floor and she eased Lizzy out of her 
blouse. 

“And get acquainted with every square inch of her body.” Lizzy said, a hungry 
expression now coloring mist green eyes. “She claims to know everything about my body 
and I’d like to catch up.” She stepped out of her pants and wrapped her arms around the 
taller woman’s waist once more. Leaning up she kissed lips only too eager to bend down and 
meet her half way. For long moments they kissed delighting in the rising passion between 
the two of them. Equal parts fierceness, and tenderness tongues dueled in a dance of 
familiarity and discovery. Gently Lizzy pushed Stevie back towards the bed. As her legs met 
the resistance she felt the archaeologists warm hands making quick work of her bra 
fasteners. Someone’s shyness did indeed seem to be subsiding. “This is gorgeous, but has to 
go.” Lizzy husked as she tossed the bra in the general direction of Stevie’s black dress. “I 
want you to lay down,” she asked quietly but without the slightest bit of hesitation in her 



voice. Her eyes roamed over the now exposed breasts as the Egyptologist complied; 
stretching out on Lizzy’s bed, face down. Lizzy grinned at the unspoken challenge, she didn’t 
much care which expanse of skin she got acquainted with first since she planned to discover 
every inch. 

“This will do for now,” she said softly. Undoing her own bra with one hand she 
tossed it on the floor and joined Stevie on the bed. For the first time since she met the 
Californian she really felt in her gut that everything was going to work out okay. She wasn’t 
worried about lack of experience or what the other woman might be thinking. For whatever 
reason, Stevie had chosen to be with her and in doing so had given her an invitation to 
discover her. Elizabeth Covington had accepted that invitation and without reservation 
intended to do just that. 

She started with the planes of Stevie’s back, smooth expanses of soft skin that 
responded to her touch. Her strong hands moved gently over the warm planes and angles 
that were illuminated in the softly lit room. Her hands roamed over the tightly muscled back 
and across strong shoulders and arms. “Your skin is so soft,” she murmured, stretching out 
next to the Egyptologist, “and you smell amazing.” Acting on impulse Lizzy leaned down 
and planted a series of soft kisses down Stevie’s spine between her shoulder blades. She was 
satisfied by the sharp intake of breath that she heard and emboldened by the gooseflesh that 
followed in her wake. Moving soft blonde tresses out of the way, Lizzy kissed the back of 
Stevie’s neck and even nipped gently at the taught flesh of her shoulder. 

“Yes,” Stevie hissed with a sigh of pleasure.  
It was an interesting sensation, Lizzy considered, having a warm responsive body to 

discover that was acutely attuned to her own. In some distant part of her memory this was 
familiar, soft skin moving against same, knowing where to touch and how. More vividly 
though this was quite different from her clumsy attempts with men where things played out 
more like a full contact indoor sport. There was a heated quietness to this moment that 
Lizzy wanted to remember forever. 

Reaching with her hands she covered Stevie’s hands with her palms and slid over the 
body beneath her. Her breasts brushed against skin and her legs moved over strong legs. She 
eased her body down and shifted her position to run the pads of her fingers down Stevie’s 
back, over the minimal amount of lacy fabric that served as her underwear and down 
muscled thighs and calves. The archaeologist kept her fingernails very short so there was 
nothing to keep questing fingertips from responsive skin. 

“That feels wonderful,” Stevie murmured with a contented groan. 
“It absolutely does,” Lizzy agreed as she hooked her index finger in the waistband of 

lacy panties. With a gentle tug she pulled and in moments they joined everything else on the 
floor of Lizzy’s bedroom. Covering Stevie’s hand with her own once more, she leaned in 
close, nuzzling the soft blonde locks and enjoying the fragrance as much as the closeness. 
“I’d love you to roll over,” she whispered thickly as her lips found the thrumming of a pulse 
once more. 

Slowly, Stevie rolled towards Lizzy, brown eyes catching green and burning with 
desire. “I want you to have everything you desire,” the Egyptologist replied. Without 
hesitation Lizzy kissed her, letting her hands roam around newly exposed expanses of skin. 
She unpinned Stevie’s hand and was rewarded with the sensation of two lean arms wrapping 
themselves around her. Long nails teased the skin of her back as they gently scratched their 
way down her spine. There was no escaping the gasp of pleasure that Lizzy felt at the 
contact. She’d had no idea long nails could be so magnificent. Every nerve ending she had 
sang at the contact and she wanted to completely immerse herself in the body beneath her. 



As they kissed Lizzy’s hands explored the smooth skin at Stevie’s waist and flat 
stomach. Moving her hand up she gently cupped a soft breast, delighting in how perfectly 
the Egyptologist’s body seemed to mesh with hers. “Would you mind if I kissed you here?” 
She asked, as her fingertip moved over a very firm nipple. 

Strong hands moved from Lizzy’s back to thread inbetween the soft strands of 
blonde hair as Stevie turned Lizzy’s face so she could look into her eyes. “Please kiss me 
there,” she said, brown eyes positively smoldering. There was power and confidence in that 
kiss as well as trust. Only now did Lizzy understand Stevie’s words from earlier, that one 
could learn all the secrets of a body in an instant. There was no doubt in the archaeologist’s 
mind that her companion felt as fantastic as she did. There was no doubt that Stevie was 
enjoying the sensations Lizzy evoked as much as she was enjoying Lizzy’s journey of 
discovery. 

Lizzy kissed a trail down the Egyptologist’s neck once more, across her breast bone 
and to the breast she’d just been caressing. Still delighting in the feel of the pliant flesh in her 
hand she explored with her mouth, kissing along the side before enclosing her lips around 
the waiting nipple. Stevie’s back arched and she groaned then gasped in delight at the 
contact. One of her hands was still threaded through Lizzy’s hair and pressure was applied to 
the back of the archaeologist’s head to keep that mouth exactly where the Egyptologist  
wanted it. For long moments Lizzy’s tongue swirled around the nipple, very pleased at the 
involuntary contractions she was causing. There was movement in her peripheral vision and 
out of the corner of her eye she could see that Stevie’s other hand had moved to the breast 
she wasn’t kissing. Stevie was lightly massaging her neglected breast, on occasion pinching or 
pulling at the nipple. With a smile Lizzy kissed her way across the other woman’s sternum 
and closed her lips around that nipple as well. With delight she could feel the nipple tighten 
even as it was still pressed in-between two of Stevie’s fingers which were captured in her 
mouth as well. A strong hand held her head firm and she wasn’t going to stop licking and 
sucking any time soon. Gently she let her teeth lightly scrape over the sensitive nub and was 
rewarded with another gasp of breath. 

“Lizzy, that feels fucking amazing,” Stevie breathed arching into the smaller woman 
once more. “Don’t stop what you’re doing to my body.” 

“Not a chance,” Lizzy mumbled, releasing the nipple and simply sucking on two of 
Stevie’s fingers instead. She was pleased at the sight of the gorgeous body beneath her, 
twitching involuntarily in pleasure. 

“Your mouth is so warm,” Stevie murmured. “Wet and warm.” 
Lizzy heard her speak, but it was as almost as if it were from a distance, distracted as 

she was by the sight of the body beneath her. The soft lighting was working it’s magic and 
Stevie’s body was bathed in shades of blue. She didn’t have much of a tan, and her creamy 
white skin only showed the faintest hint of tan lines from a bikini. Her breasts where firm, 
perfectly proportioned and inviting. Thin and fit, the muscles of her abdomen rippled 
slightly as she moved. Her gaze traveling further down she saw trim hips and a neatly 
trimmed patch of brown pubic hair. Stevie Nicks Montgomery was not a natural blonde. 

Unable to help herself Lizzy smirked a little and looked up to Stevie’s face to 
apologize. There was no need. The Egyptologist was grinning right back at her. “You’d think 
my eyebrows would make that obvious,” she said simply. 

“You are positively beautiful,” Lizzy said, smiling back. “And I believe you gave me 
permission to get acquainted with you everywhere.” 

“I believe I did, and honey you’re on track so far.” Stevie gave a small chuckle, “are 
you sure you haven’t done this before?” 



Lizzy shook her head but smiled proudly. “Must be in my genes I guess,” she said as 
she lightly drew her fingers across a muscled abdomen.  

Stevie reached up and tousled Lizzy’s crown of short blonde hair then slowly drew 
her hand down the archaeologist’s front. “My turn?” she asked quietly. 

Lizzy bit her lip at the seemingly impossible choice; to continue to explore or be 
explored in return. After a moment’s hesitation she shook her head. “Soon,” she said 
caressing a thigh strong from miles of running. In the dimly lit room, little light was reflected 
off of Stevie’s eyes. Even so, Lizzy was certain she could see her pupils dilate as her hand 
moved to the juncture between the other woman’s legs. Stevie threw her head back with a 
sigh of delight and as shadows played across the elegant neckline, down erect nipples and 
across muscled planes and angles, Lizzy was certain she’d never seen a more gorgeous sight 
in her life. Stevie Montgomery was a symphony of need waiting with strained patience for 
Lizzy to give her release.  

In an instant though she was brought back to her own body and the sensations it 
was reporting. Her fingers had found Stevie where she was liquid desire. While it was hardly 
the first time she’d touched a woman, being well acquainted with herself after all, it was 
unlike any experience she’d enjoyed alone. Here she was feeling only half of the equation. 
She could feel Stevie, the radiating slick warmth and softness and see as well as hear the 
other half of the equation.  

“Please,” Stevie panted, her voice thick with need. 
“I was about to say the same thing,” Lizzy whispered, beaming at her lover. “Please 

let me,” she said as she slowly pushed two fingers inside. 
“Anything you want,” Stevie gasped in reply. Brown eyes looked up in panic as Lizzy 

withdrew her two fingers. The panic subsided somewhat as Lizzy put those two fingers in 
her mouth and smiled broadly. 

“I think I’ve wanted you from very nearly the moment I met you,” Lizzy said 
returning her fingers to the warm wetness once more. “And at every turn you are more 
magnificent than I could possibly imagine.” 

Lizzy was certain that Stevie would have replied had she been capable of coherent 
thought, but clearly she’d stripped that ability from the Egyptologist with her rhythmic 
movement. Pleased beyond measure and feeling more alive than possibly she ever had, she 
lowered her face so her lips and tongue could join her fingers. What for Stevie felt like the 
most languid, patient journey to white light for Lizzy felt like paradise ending all too soon. 
The archeologist was not surprised that vaginal muscles held her in a vise like grip, aside 
from Stevie’s breasts she didn’t think there was an inch of flesh on this woman that wasn’t 
muscled, what did surprise her though was the indescribable connection she felt. She could 
feel the other woman’s heartbeat and nearly thought she could read her thoughts as well. She 
knew when to push, when to slowly bring her lips and tongue to the top of the cleft that 
made Stevie arch her back anew. She felt the rising tide and wanted to take it all in, consume 
every bit of the woman she was making feel so fantastic. It was nearly Lizzy’s undoing when 
she felt the strong hand at the back of her head, gentle – not commanding but perhaps 
suggesting. Being given anything she wanted, Lizzy was all to happy to give the other woman 
everything she needed. An instant later Stevie cried out in release and was still. 

Had she been given more time to think only now would Lizzy have been faced with 
indecision. What was the proper etiquette here? She was literally soaked; more than just her 
face as she was supremely turned on, but what should she do? She wanted to continue 
kissing the Egyptologist 



“Come here,” Stevie purred in a low husky voice that brokered no argument. “Stop 
obsessing.” 

As Lizzy stretched out along the statuesque body next to her she wondered if indeed 
something had happened. Had what just transpired given Stevie the ability to read her mind? 
To see into her very soul? There was no time to think about that as her lover kissed her 
soundly, not the least bit concerned at the slickness passing between them. Lizzy would have 
sighed with relief had she not been skillfully rolled onto her back with Stevie’s thigh casually 
resting between her legs. 

“You are fucking amazing,” Stevie said as she let her hands roam over the body 
beneath her. 

“I really like the sound of you swearing,” Lizzy replied with a chuckle. 
“Oh really?” Stevie said, with mock surprise as she gently moved both of the 

archaeologist’s hands over her head and held them in place with her left hand. “I think there 
is a sound of yours that I will enjoy even more,” she said. “Do you know what sound that 
is?” 

“God, I hope it’s the one I’m thinking of,” Lizzy replied with a gasp as Stevie’s lips 
found her neck. 

It was almost too much information to process Lizzy decided. A warm tongue was 
moving across her neck and sharp teeth were not being overly gentle in their attention. 
There was a roughness to what Stevie was doing that excited Lizzy to no end. Yet an instant 
later there was tenderness as well in lips that lovingly kissed her mouth, then pulled back just 
out of reach, teasing her. She hadn’t even been touched yet and Lizzy was certain she’d 
explode. 

Stevie looked down then smiled in understanding and Lizzy knew she was lost. 
Stevie knew exactly what she was doing. Long blonde tresses leaned over her, and the small 
necklace dangled enticingly. “The way you’re feeling right now…” Stevie husked. “How 
much you want me, how much you need me to touch you…” She leaned close so her breath 
fluttered across Lizzy’s skin. “I need you, need to make you feel this good, that exact same 
amount.” 

With the seemingly casual shift of Stevie’s hip Lizzy feared she’d pass out from need 
and bliss but in only moments more Stevie relented and touched her, loved her, everywhere 
she needed it.  

“Is there anything you don’t want me to…” Stevie began as long delicate fingers 
made their way down the archaeologist’s torso. 

“Fuck no!” Lizzy replied a tad more strongly than she would have intended. 
“Alrightie then,” the Egyptologist replied with a chuckle, lowering her lips to an 

impatient breast. For long moments Stevie kept Lizzy pinned not letting the woman beneath 
her do anything but feel. After a bit she released the hands she held but was satisfied that the 
smaller woman remained too preoccupied to notice. She wanted Lizzy to do nothing but 
feel, to not be distracted by touching her, and was immeasurably pleased that she was indeed 
doing nothing but that. 

At the lightest touch Lizzy’s thighs parted for her and Stevie kissed her way down 
the archaeologist’s stomach at the invitation. “You are so beautiful,” she murmured between 
kisses. “Everywhere.” She breathed gently across soft curls and Lizzy groaned in delight and 
expectation. Any experience she’d had before faded enough in comparison that this indeed 
felt like the first time she’d been with anyone. Softness, wetness, the scent of perfume and 
musk the sounds of her own desire ringing in her ears, there was not a sensory system she 
possessed that wasn’t taxed to the very limit of endurance. 



All too soon the power and force of Lizzy’s orgasm took both women by surprise. 
Stevie was still for several long moments but didn’t move her mouth then, gently – very 
gently she moved her tongue once, then again this time adding her fingers and sent Lizzy on 
the roller coaster once more. 

Sated, content feeling at peace with the universe for the first time in ages Stevie 
dozed, her head resting on Lizzy’s chest, her body sprawled across the smaller woman and 
the bed. It might have appeared awkward to some, the taller of the two sleeping on the 
shorter, but Stevie couldn’t recall feeling so comfortable. An hour or two may have passed 
and the Egyptologist was roused by a gentle caress of her hair. She simply lay there for 
several moments enjoying the sensation of being touched. Gentle fingers moved from her 
hair to the skin of her neck and across her shoulders. It felt lovely. As her brain caught up to 
the rest of her, she fluttered her eyelashes and was awake. 

“Please, let me love you again,” Lizzy whispered, her voice gentle but insistent. 
Stevie smiled, all too happy to comply. “As much as you want,” she whispered back, 

returning the kiss of the hungry lips that had found hers. “For as long as you want,” she thought 
to herself as she surrendered to the body rolling her over and pinning her down so sweetly. 

 
 

 
Chapter Seven 

 
“Are all those tears necessary For all that pain that you carry  

You just send those tears away Come in and out of the darkness It’s a beautiful day 
I’m just at the other end of your night I’m always in and out of your light  

Right down the middle of all your dreams Oooh, in your dreams” 
In Your Dreams – Stevie  Nicks 

 
 

Stevie blinked her eyes against the strong California sun. The waves sparkled a short distance away 
and the sand was the color of light caramel. It was warm but not overly so, as a cool breeze came off the 
ocean. She stopped a moment at the end of the Santa Monica pier happy to see the picnic basket and fishing 
poles where she’d imagined they’d be. Picking them up she walked along the wooden planks enjoying the scent 
of the sea. Passing the vacant amusement park, shops, restaurants and sunglasses kiosks, Stevie soon saw 
Callisto standing at the far end of the pier. The warrior was dressed in her usual armored attire, while Stevie 
was wearing comfortable shorts, a tank top and running shoes. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail and 
she wore a baseball hat to keep the sun out of her eyes. 

“What’s going on here?” Callisto asked dubiously, eyeing the picnic basket and fishing poles with 
suspicion. 

“I’ve figured some things out.” Stevie replied with a warm smile. “Or I should say you figured some 
things out.” 

“You must be suffering from exhaustion,” Callisto shot back. “What is it? Six o’clock your time? 
You’ve been fucking all night. Clearly you’re not thinking right.” 

Stevie shrugged with a broad smile. “Maybe so, did you miss me?” Callisto rolled her eyes. “I 
followed your advice with Lizzy dearie,” she said imitating the warrior’s tone dead on. “Don’t blame me that 
it worked like a charm. Is the problem that she was once Gabrielle?” the Egyptologist asked. “Because that 
would make you as biased as her Grandmother who was also once Gabrielle.” 



“The problem, dearie,” the warrior replied with a frown “is that you’re setting yourself up to be hurt. 
Look what Xena did to you. What makes you think this will end any better? If you’re going to come here 
looking for a shoulder to cry on, you’re crazier than I am.” 

Stevie smiled and handed a fishing pole to the warrior. “Actually I had a reversal of that in mind.” 
She looked out over the ocean, amazed at the brilliant azure color her dream provided. While the sea was 
never ugly, Santa Monica was not the most picturesque stretch of coastline that California had to offer. 
Awake she’d never dream of fishing off of this pier, being too worried about what the fish might be carrying 
living so close to storm and sewage drains, but here, in her dream the ocean and beach were as pristine as they 
should be, which was a start. “You told me when you were a little girl that the sea was special to you,” Stevie 
continued. “That your mom would pack a lunch and that a group from the village would spend the day at the 
beach.” 

“So?” The warrior asked. 
Stevie shrugged. “I thought we could talk about that. Swap beach stories, have a normal 

conversation for a change. Who knows, maybe we’ll become friends or something.” 
Callisto was speechless, which was not a common occurrence. “You want to relive my childhood? Oh 

you have got to be kidding.” 
“I’m sure it doesn’t work that way.” Stevie replied. “But I see no reason why you can’t experience a 

different life, now, even though you’re dead. I can’t redeem you Callisto, I can only redeem me. You’ve forgiven 
Xena and I think that’s a huge step. But there is a bigger one. I think that was the piece missing that my 
previous lives didn’t get. You have to be forgiven, not by Xena, not by me – but by you. You have to really 
forgive yourself from the very beginning- for not being able to save your family, and you have to forgive yourself 
for everything you’ve done since. You’ve never had a friend, until now…” 

“I’ve never had want or need of one, including now.” Callisto said flatly. 
The Egyptologist chuckled. “You might change your mind when you see how well I can cook in my 

dreams,” she replied. “Honestly, would you have shown me all that you have, lifetime after lifetime if you 
weren’t looking for a way out? You forgave Xena. How many lifetimes has it taken for you to do that? 
You’re going to tell me that isn’t a step in the right direction? And honestly, giving me pointers with Lizzy 
last night was a very ‘friendly’ thing to do. Don’t blame me if I choose to take you up on it.” Stevie put the 
basket down and opened the lid. From inside she withdrew a small Tupperware container of hot dog bits. She 
withdrew a piece of the…for lack of a better term… meat and put it on the hook of her fishing line. Casting 
out a short distance from the pier she watched the bobber dance merrily on the ocean’s surface. 

“What is that?” the warrior asked. 
“Hot dogs,” Stevie replied. “But you’ll learn more about those when we do some sort of Memorial 

Day barbeque. For now, consider it bait.” 
“I don’t think so,” Callisto said as she withdrew a chunk of meat from the container. Instantly it 

turned into a large worm that moved sluggishly in her hand. 
“That is so cool,” Stevie said. “You can do that because you’re a god?” 
Callisto baited her hook, not flinching as the worm twisted and struggled. “I can do this because 

you’re dreaming. After everything you’ve seen and you’re impressed with a worm?” 
“You have a point,” Stevie said, casting out her line. Casually she glanced over at the warrior who 

had also cast out her line. 
“You want to talk so talk,” Callisto said without looking at her. “You know how much I love 

chit-chat.” 
Stevie chuckled; she was not about to be intimidated by her twin. “My childhood was pretty good,” 

she said conversationally. “My mom took me to the beach every summer as well to stay with her sister. We’d 
build sand castles, and make sand candles, plaster castings of fish with sea shells as the scales, all kinds of 
things. I remember falling asleep to the sound of the waves crashing on the sand. To this day I can’t think of 
anything more relaxing.” 



“Sounds nice,” Callisto agreed watching her fishing line. “So what are you going to do with the 
Gabrielle?” she asked after a few moments of silent contemplation. 

Stevie smiled. “Everything I can possibly think of.” Callisto rolled her eyes and Stevie coughed 
reconsidering the question. “Honestly I don’t know. We’re just at the beginning. We live on two different 
coasts, there isn’t much that could keep us together with all practicality.” 

Callisto smirked, clearly enjoying her own thoughts. “You’d be surprised with the things you find 
yourself doing when you want something badly enough,” she said quietly. 

“I guess love and revenge have something in common that way,” Stevie allowed with a nod. “I’d 
really like this to work out,” she added quietly. 

The warrior shrugged, “the odds aren’t very good.” She watched a group of pelicans flying in 
formation just skimming the ocean’s surface before climbing higher. “Still, it’s clear she’s crazy about you. Or 
at least just crazy. We know what side of the family she gets that from.” 

Stevie smiled. “I’ll admit she’s got it bad for me, which is a wonderful feeling I must say. Not that 
anyone would say my family tree is perfectly sane. Still, some of what she likes I think I get from you and I 
don’t think that has anything to do with her lineage,” she said softly her mind filling with images of only 
several hours previously. 

Callisto turned brown eyes narrowing and faced Stevie. “Just because I’m not actively killing 
someone right now, don’t mistake who you’re talking to. I am not a set of qualities that you’ve absorbed and 
use to bed women. I’m not some bear you’ve domesticated and can now feed hot dogs,” she said coldly with a 
pointed glance at the picnic basket. “I am a memory that has driven you to any number of horrific deaths. I 
am your depression and I am driving you mad.” 

Stevie looked back, her eyes every bit as cold and hard. “Not today sister,” she said, her voice 
ominous. “That may have been how we’ve played this forty-two times before, but it stops here. Maybe that 
was our problem, too many of my former selves let you bully them, but not me. We are going to talk, you are 
going to grow and if I have to put up with this shit in my sleep for the rest of my life, then so be it.” 

“So you’re a therapist now?” Callisto shot back acidly. ”You and I both know that in spite of the 
amount of hours you’ve spent in therapy you’re hardly qualified. Are you really going to deconstruct me?” 

Stevie didn’t budge. “I’m not, we are. I am finished with spending night after night doing nothing 
but reliving the horror that was your life. You’ve told me yourself where that road leads and I don’t want to 
go there. I am not you, but if I’m a reincarnated you, then in a way I’m related to you. I felt it when I wore 
your armor. There is a fearlessness, confidence and aggression I can touch just below my surface and that is 
you. I have a temper, I’ve been known to throw the occasional plate and Sarah has a scar on the back of her 
head to prove it. That is also you. I am going to deconstruct you to see where I fit. Not as a shrink, because 
frankly you don’t have the money for that, but as a friend because I’m completely qualified for that. You can 
talk to me, see what I have to offer or you can go away and sulk. The choice is yours. You’ve told me that 
I’m in charge of my dreams and that’s what we’re doing.” 

Callisto cocked her head not looking surprised as much as impressed. “You’re not the least bit 
afraid of me,” she said. 

“How can I be afraid of myself?” Stevie answered. “Maybe that was the mistake we’ve made before. 
The other lives trying so hard to keep you separate from them. I’ll own the fact that I was you, in all your 
horror all those centuries ago. I will own the things you did and the choices you made. But I am not my past. 
Still, in my line of work I obviously know the value of one’s past and I can learn from it, understand it, and 
grow. You are more than a relic Callisto, much more.” 

Just then there was a tug at her fishing line and Stevie reeled in a fish. It was large and fought like 
hell but in a few minutes she’d brought the fish onto the pier and removed the hook from it’s mouth. She 
looked at Callisto uncertainly. “I’ve no idea what kind of fish this is,” she admitted. 

The warrior smirked. “Seabass,” she replied. 
Stevie’s eyes grew wide. “You’re kidding, I love seabass!” 



“Imagine that,” Callisto said rolling her eyes amused. “Now how could that possibly happen?” 
The two continued to fish and talk about the sea and their various memories of it until the breeze 

took on a distinctly cold chill. They’d each caught a fish and the ocean had shifted from azure to indigo. The 
sun began to make its way across the sky, playing hide and seek with some white puffy clouds when the two 
began to walk back down the pier. Callisto carried the poles and fish while Stevie carried the picnic basket. 
They were halfway down the pier when they spotted two familiar women at a sunglasses kiosk. 

Janice Covington was trying on various styles of sunglasses, deciding which went best with her hat. 
Melinda Pappas was trying on straw hats, occasionally nudging the archaeologist for her opinion. 

“Dr. Covington, Miss Pappas,” Stevie said, surprised in spite of herself. 
“What are you doing here?” Callisto finished looking down at the archaeologist with disdain. 
Stevie shrugged, “Obviously I’d have said that more politely.” 
Melinda nodded. “We understand, hon.” 
Janice took the pair of sunglasses she held and put them in the pocket of her jacket. “You’ve ravaged 

my granddaughter for god knows how many hours and you don’t honestly think you’ll get a visit from me?” 
she asked. 

 “We weren’t watching,” Melinda quickly explained putting the straw hat back on the rack. 
“But we couldn’t help but overhear, we are just down the hall,” Janice added. 
“Maybe you should tell her to move the ashes and that fucking broom to the basement,” Callisto 

suggested as she started down the pier once more knowing full well she’d read Stevie’s thoughts. 
“Relax kiddo,” Janice replied smoothly to Stevie, “You’re going home today, it’s not like we can 

travel to California…or can we?” 
“You can’t,” Callisto said flatly. “You said yourself that getting to Mel’s place was a stretch.” 
Janice shrugged. “So what’s for dinner?” 
“Who said you were invited?” The warrior shot back then realized she’d given the archaeologist the 

rise she wanted. Annoyed she picked up the pace heading off of the pier and down the beach towards the sand. 
Stevie watched her walk on ahead, noticing that Melinda, with legs every bit as long was having no trouble 
keeping up with her. Moments later the Southerner ha’d taken the fishing poles from Callisto and was 
helping her find a good spot on the beach to fix dinner. 

“What’s going on there?” Stevie asked, curious watching Melinda and Callisto. 
Janice shrugged. “She’s a Xena, remember? That little scene with you and the stuntwoman last 

night had her sobbing. Xena forgives her so Melinda forgives her.” 
“And still you don’t?” Stevie asked, knowing the tone in the archaeologist’s voice. 
“Gabrielle never forgave Callisto and as much as she loves you, Lizzy hasn’t forgiven her either so it 

remains to be seen.” Janice said, taking a cigar out of her pocket and lighting it. 
“Don’t you think declarations of love are a bit premature?” Stevie said lightly. 
Janice stopped in her tracks. “No, I don’t,” she said, green eyes glaring up into brown. “I think she 

loved you from the second you put make up on her in the bathroom of that resturant. She isn’t playing around 
here and if you are…” her hand went ominously to the whip at her side. 

Stevie put the picnic basket down and crossed her arms over her chest. “First, I think it’s totally 
creepy that you follow her everywhere. Jesus Christ no wonder she hasn’t found anyone yet. Who the fuck 
wants to put up with the shadows of two nosy old ladies who are DEAD! Second, no I am not ‘playing 
around’ with your granddaughter. If she wanted that Sarah would have been the obvious choice. And third,” 
she stopped a minute, the fight having drained from her. 

“Yes?” Janice pressed. 
“I’m torn between wanting what I want, and protecting her from what I want,” she said with a sigh. 
Janice stooped to pick up the picnic basket and continued down the pier. “So you’re in love with her 

too then?” she asked. She smiled sadly, “I guess it can’t be helped, Covington’s are outrageously charming 
people.” 



“Honestly, I’m not finding you all that charming,” Stevie said absently. “Lizzy yes, you, not so 
much. You still forbid me to see your granddaughter?” 

The archaeologist shrugged, “For all the good that’s done me? No. It’s too late now. Lizzy made her 
choice and I hope to god she didn’t make the wrong one. But it’s for you two to sort out now.” They were 
silent for several moments as they walked down the beach to the spot where Callisto and Melinda had been 
collecting driftwood for a fire. 

“What makes you think this approach will work with Callisto?” Janice asked. 
Stevie shrugged. “I have no idea that it will, but nothing else has worked, so why not? I’ve heard 

that living a good life is the best revenge. She didn’t know that when it would have mattered, but maybe she 
can learn that now. I guess I’ve got the rest of my life, however long that is. Who knows, maybe by the time 
it’s all over she’ll be in place where she can forgive herself. If she can’t, we come back and start this thing all 
over again in my next life.” 

Janice looked from Stevie to the warrior and back. “For your sake kiddo, I hope you live a very long 
time.” 

“I’m beginning to hope so too,” Stevie answered with a smile. 
“That’s a nice necklace,” Janice commented looking at the sterling silver crescent moon as they 

rejoined the other two. 
“Thanks,” Stevie replied helping Janice with the blanket the archeologist had pulled from the picnic 

basket. “It was from my grandmother. I never met her, but my mother passed it on to me. She had new-age 
interests for her time, palm reading and the like. I think that’s where my mom got her start in it.” 

Blanket set, Melinda and Callisto had finished piling wood for the fire which Callisto lit with an 
impressive fireball. Archaeologist and warrior prepared the fish while the other two got everything else ready. 
Stevie was not surprised to find an extra two cold Caronas at the bottom of the basket. They ate mostly in 
silence, each woman lost in her own thoughts. As Stevie watched the waves she considered her twin, sitting 
slightly apart focused on the ocean as well. Something the warrior said rang true. She was not domesticated. 
Stevie had no illusions that she was enjoying this time, this experience of normalcy. She was tolerating it out 
of desperation. She simply had come to the end of her choices, everything else having failed her. Stevie would 
have to consider that moving forward. She would have to be mindful of how hard she pushed, what she chose 
to show her. There could be limits to exactly what the warrior would tolerate. Thinking of this didn’t make 
Stevie fear her twin, but rather respect her. 

When conversations did ignite between the four it was mixed. She enjoyed talking shop with the 
Doctor or chatting with Melinda about her life. Often though it was with Callisto and Janice shooting barbs 
at each other with Melinda often coming down on the warrior’s side. There was a change in Mel, clearly she 
was feeling more protective of the warrior, which annoyed Janice. Janice understood it, but didn’t like it. 
Callisto didn’t seem to care, but Stevie knew better. As the sun set over the Pacific and Janice finished her 
last cigar she stood, announcing it was time for them to go and helped Mel stand. Stevie and Callisto stood as 
well.  

“This is probably it for us kiddo,” Janice announced looking at Stevie. 
“Until the next time I visit Salem?” Stevie asked. 
Janice shook her head. “No. Mel and I have been talking and we think maybe it’s time to move on. 

Let the family make their own mistakes and find their own way.” 
Melinda smiled bashfully, “It’s time for Lizzy to have some real privacy, She and Melvin are grown 

now…we can go.”  
Janice chuckled. “As distasteful as it is for you to think of your grandparents having sex – its every 

bit as bad from this end.” 
“Janice! Please!” Melinda implored, as Callisto chuckled in spite of herself. “Now that Lizzy and 

Melvin have found someone, y’all don’t really need us looking out for you. We’ll still visit sometimes, 
birthdays, holidays and such.” 



“Halloween,” Janice added with a nod. 
“Melvin?” Stevie asked, still surprised Janice brought him up and wondering for the briefest of 

instances if Sarah had in fact satisfied her curiosity with Lizzy’s cousin. 
“Don’t be ridiculous,” Janice said, reading her mind. “Epphie of course, but you probably won’t 

find that out until tomorrow.” Janice turned to Callisto and took off her hat, wanting nothing to get in the 
way of the warrior seeing her eyes. “I don’t know what to make of you,” she admitted. “And lord knows I’m 
not half the woman that Gabrielle was.” She shrugged. “A part of me thinks that if she couldn’t forgive you, 
then there is no forgiveness to be had, but…” she glanced at Stevie, “I also see what you’ve become and that 
isn’t for nothing. The central thread of a life doesn’t change in spite of the strands that come and go; for you to 
end up as this,” she said with a nod to Stevie, “then there had to be good in you all along.” Stevie studied 
Callisto’s face and remembered a similar expression when Xena confessed her crimes in the village square. “I 
know you don’t need or want anything from me, but it is my sincerest hope that this road you’re on leads to 
redemption for you. Stevie may very well be what would have befallen Callisto had Xena not entered Cirra 
that day. You had a world of promise as a child and I know now that you never lost it, just buried it 
perhaps. It is indeed amazing what you can find if you dig in the sand, and believe me I know. Good luck to 
you Callisto and for what it’s worth, you have my forgiveness as well.” With that she extended her hand and 
Callisto accepted it, albeit uncertainly. 

“Thank you,” she said quietly, shaking the archaeologist’s hand. 
“You’ll be fine honey,” Melinda added, reaching out and hugging the warrior and kissing her on the 

cheek. 
Stevie smiled at the obvious look of discomfort and surprise on the warrior’s face. With a gentleness 

that surprised the Egyptologist, Callisto pushed Melinda away and moved back a bit. 
“Perhaps not hugging,” she said, “But thank you.” Mel smiled, no offense taken. 
“As for you,” Janice said turning to Stevie. 
Stevie held out her arms, “Oh I’ll hug you, no problem.” Melinda chuckled and Janice blushed 

looking very much like Lizzy in that moment. 
“I may not be watching you,” she said, “But if you hurt my granddaugher, your plates won’t stand a 

chance.” 
Stevie nodded. “That is a threat I’m prepared to live with. I mean this when I say it has been an 

honor to meet the two of you. Not just professional, you both are amazing women.” 
Janice mumbled something unintelligible and brought her hand to the back of Stevie’s head. She 

pulled the taller woman down so she could kiss her forehead. “Be good to her is all I ask.” 
“Be good to yourself too,” Melinda added, hugging Stevie warmly and kissing her cheek as well. “Be 

good to Callisto.” Stevie nodded. 
As they turned to go the Egyptologist stopped the archaeologist with a gentle hand on her shoulder. 

Janice looked up questioningly. “Janice,” Stevie said, “I hope Argo finds you soon. I really do.”  
The shorter woman’s eyes immediately misted over and she nodded, swallowing before she could 

speak. “Thank you,” she whispered gratefully and turned to walk down the beach hand in hand with 
Melinda Pappas. 

Stevie and Callisto watched them go. Their forms receded in the distance then eventually vanished. 
Both women sat back down on the blanket. 

“What do you think?” Stevie asked. “Is this going to work for you?” 
Callisto shrugged, listening to the waves crash on the sand for a moment. If she pretended it could 

almost be Cirra. “I honestly don’t know. I guess we will have to see. But you’re right, in your dreams your 
cooking isn’t half bad.” 

Stevie smiled. “Does this mean we’ve bonded?” she asked. 
Callisto turned to look at her and smiled. “Yes,” she replied. 

 



 Light came pouring through an unstrategically placed drapery in Lizzy Covington’s 
bedroom splashing Stevie’s face with warm brightness. She blinked a couple of times and 
sighed. A warm body was cuddled against her with one arm curled under hers and the other 
stretched across her torso gently cupping her right breast. Stevie smiled. That hand had been 
affixed to her breast for most of the night, waking her on occasion with a reflexive squeeze. 
She didn’t mind; there were certainly more worthwhile things to do than sleep. As if reading 
her mind, the hand gently squeezed once again and soft crown of blonde hair nuzzled into 
the crook of her neck. Stevie let her hand brush across the warm planes of Lizzy’s back, 
enjoying the contrast between soft skin and firm muscle. 
 “Don’t tell me it’s morning,” Lizzy murmured, her voice thick with sleep and 
exhaustion. “It can’t be morning.” 
 “I’m afraid so,” Stevie replied. 
 “How long did we sleep?” Lizzy asked, blinking and trying to adjust her eyes to the 
daylight. “What time is it?” 
 “I think we slept maybe an hour or two,” the Egyptologist replied with a wry smile. 
“As for the hour, I’ve no idea. I think I’ve got a bit of time before I have to head back. Our 
flight doesn’t go out until evening.” 
 “Really?” Lizzy replied her mood brightening. In an instant though something 
crossed her mind and she seemed uncertain. “Ah…you want breakfast or something?” she 
offered. “I could make coffee.” 
 Stevie smiled and rolled her eyes. “You hungry?” she asked. “That legendary 
Covington ‘food thing’ kicking in?” 

Lizzy blushed but didn’t mind. “I can honestly say I’m not the least bit interested in 
food. As for hungry…” 

With a light laugh Stevie rolled over and sat perched on her lover’s hips pinning her 
to the bed. “Hungry for?” she teased affectionately. 

“Ah, If you don’t know,” Lizzy replied, “then clearly I wasn’t doing something right 
last night.”  

Stevie chuckled, “Honey, you did everything right last night.” She quickly surveyed 
the bedroom “and your house is still standing, so I think that’s a very good sign.” 

Lizzy looked around as well, then concern crossed her features. “Something feels 
different,” she said. 

Stevie released Lizzie’s arms and slid off of her hips stretching her toned body 
alongside that of the archaeologist. “They’ve left for now,” she said soothingly. “They said 
so in my dream. You and Mel have earned your privacy, although they did mention the 
occasional visit on special occasions.” 

“That explains the house feeling a little empty,” Lizzy said, clearly having mixed 
feelings about it. Her eyes grew wide as she stared at Stevie, or rather Stevie’s chest. 
“Where’d your necklace go?” She began to look around the bed when Stevie reached over 
with an elegant finger and touched the necklace now hanging around Lizzy’s neck. 

“Janice commented that she liked it,” Stevie said. “I guess they can do that trick from 
Ghost,” she added with a chuckle. “She seems to feel that you should have it and I’m not 
going to argue with her. Think of it as a gift from one grandmother to another.” 

Lizzy looked down, surprised at the delicate silver crescent now hanging just at her 
cleavage. The archaeologist smiled, although a bit sadly. “In a way I’ll kind of miss them, but 
as long as I’ve got some privacy…” she leered at her companion who smiled encouragingly.  

The morning passed in the same fashion as the night before but without the 
awkwardness. If anything the archaeologist had grown exponentially in her romantic self 



assurance. “So is what Sarah said true?” Lizzy asked inquisitively, playfully pinning her lover 
to the bed, “about phone sex,” she added. 

Stevie rolled her hips surprising the archeologist. In a smooth motion she pinned the 
her with one hand holding both of Lizzy’s arms above her head, leaving her other hand free 
to wander. She leaned down and whispered into a receptive ear, letting her voice go low and 
husky. “You live far enough away that I expect you’re going to find out. I hope you have a 
head set for your phone, you may want your hands free. You also might want to download 
Skype onto your laptop – you’ll save a fortune on phone bills.” 

“I can honestly say,” Lizzy replied happily, “that the phone bill is the farthest thing 
from my mind.” 

Stevie smiled, then got busy; using her hands and mouth she made Lizzy feel not of 
this earth in all of the exact right places. Some time later they both lay sprawled across the 
bed, too content to move, happily exhausted once more. 

Lizzy propped herself up on her elbows and smiled at Stevie. “I’m going to make a 
seemingly bizarre request, and you’re going to just go with it, okay?” she asked. 

“Does it involve handcuffs?” Stevie asked dryly, amusement threading her voice. 
As expected Lizzy blushed. “Ah, no,” she said “Um, at least not right now,” she 

added hopefully. “I want you to wait here for ten minutes, then come down stairs. Don’t 
bother getting dressed, just come down stairs in ten, oaky?” 

Stevie looked at her curiously but agreed to wait. 
Lizzy got out of bed and bounded down the stairs, sounding like she took them two 

at a time. Stevie laughed in spite of herself, absently wondering when she’d done that last. 
She also thought about the house and the hostile chill she’d encountered previously. It was 
completely gone. She took stock of herself emotionally. While she couldn’t remember feeling 
this good for some time she also knew she had a fair amount on her plate to manage. She 
thought about Callisto and instantly regretted doing so. She’d need some boundaries 
emotionally, when in the presence of the living she wanted to focus on that. There would be 
plenty of time to consider her former self but not at the expense of living as her present self. 
She thought about Lizzy and how best to handle what would undoubedly be a difficult and 
unplesant experieince for her. She checked the time on her phone, that plane flight was 
hours away, she could enjoy the present for awhile yet. 

True to her word, she headed down the stairs exactly ten minutes after Lizzy 
departed. The house didn’t feel cold and she saw the embers of last night’s fire had been 
brought back to a cheery blaze. She half expected to see Lizzy in the cozy kitchen, making 
breakfast perhaps, but the archeologist was no where to be seen, so she called out for her. 

“Head down the basement stairs,” Lizzy’s voice traveled up from an open door just 
off the kitchen. 

Stevie walked down the narrow wooden stairs a short distance to a small basement. 
The room wasn’t large, it had a wine celler on one side and a very large claw foot bath tub 
on the other. In the corner was a large insulated water heater. The room was paneled in 
wood on the floor and walls with a simple light illuminating the space from above. The 
room smelled faintly of cigar smoke, but not in an unplesant way. If anything it gave this 
simple room some charm. 

Lizzy was grinning, putting the finishing touches on a steaming hot bubble bath. 
“Care to join me?” she asked with a smile as she pressed the play button on her iPod. Soft 
music filled the basement. 

Grinning, Stevie couldn’t ever remember feeling quite so decadent as she sank into 
the hot fragrant water. She leaned back againt Lizzy and was still able to stretch her legs. The 



bath smelled faintly of eucalyptus and mint with a touch of lavender. Lizzy’s hands carassed 
her and ‘bliss’ was the only word she could think of to describe the sensation. The 
archeologist’s hands were calloused from her work in the field, posessed a tenderness that 
more than made up for some rough patches on her fingertips. 

“How do you not live down here?” Stevie asked, her voice barely more than a purr. 
She felt Lizzy chuckle. 

“I kind of do,” she replied. “I put in a circulator on that water heater, I’m not taking 
any chance with frozen pipes,” she said.  

The minutes passed away in contented quiet as the women enjoyed the bath and 
music. Several times Stevie asked what was playing, happy to hear something new and learn 
more about her companion. 

“I can’t believe you haven’t heard of Adele,” Lizzy said with a chuckle as she 
squeezed a sponge over Stevie’s shoulder, letting the hot water trail back into the bubbled 
surface of the water. 

“Of course I’ve heard of her,” the Egyptologist clarified, “I just haven’t heard her.” 
She could feel the smaller woman smile behind her as her hands continued to gently wander 
over her body. 

 “Hey, what’s this?” Lizzy asked, her fingers touching something that felt out of 
place on the Egyptologist’s left arm. Stevie took a deep breath and let it out slowly, allowing 
Lizzy to lift her arm out of the water. 

Several thin but prominent scars made their way from the inside of Stevie’s wrist to 
her elbow. “Do you want to tell me about it?” Lizzy asked gently. 

Stevie shrugged. “The first thing you need to know is they’re old. The second thing 
you need to know is this is what it’s like dealing with a profoundly depressed person. Some 
of it’s downright unplesant.” Stevie moved away from Lizzy and turned in the tub so her 
back rested against the other side, so she could face her. “I have three more scars on my left 
breast” she said, brushing off the bubbles. Lizzy could see that this was in fact true. 

“Why?” she whispered and then stopped herself. “I mean…you don’t have to 
explain this to me or anyone else…” 

“You’re very sweet, and kind to say so,” Stevie said, “But yeah, I do have to explain 
it to you.” She reached out, taking Lizzie’s hands and looking into the green eyes that were 
trying so hard to understand. “It is possible to feel so incredibly bad that you just can’t 
tolerate it. You absolutely, positively can’t. The pain has to go somewhere. A number of 
years ago I cut myself in order to transition that pain to something physical, something that I 
could process, something that could heal like a normal person.” She hoped she was making 
sense but didn’t fully understand it sometimes herself. “It wasn’t a cry for help, it wasn’t an 
attempt on my life, nothing like that. It was a solution to a problem, the only one I felt I had 
at the time.” 

“Do you think you’ll do it again?” Lizzy asked, not knowing if she wanted to hear 
the answer or not. 

Stevie considered her answer carefully. “I can’t say. I don’t want to, I don’t think I 
will, but you never know. I can say that I actively work on finding other solutions. That’s 
part of why I run, why I endure therapy every week even though half the time I suspect it 
makes me crazier than if I didn’t go at all.” She shrugged again, “It takes discipline to take 
care of myself and at this point I’ve gotten pretty good at that. But I won’t lie to you about 
how dark or ugly it can get.” 

“So Callisto has been around a lot longer than you realized,” She said simply. 



Stevie nodded. “Yeah, I think that’s true. I never knew where these feelings came 
from, the rage and sadness, now I do.” She squeezed Lizzy’s hands tighter. “I wish I could 
say that knowing where this comes from will make it all go away, but I don’t know that. I 
don’t know if this will make it easier to sort out, hopefully it will, but I’m not going to 
promise you something unless I know for sure.” Her face saddened like she realized she may 
have frightened the archeologist off for good. “I could still be a mess for a long time to 
come,” she said quietly. 

Lizzy looked at Stevie for long moments considering her response. She considered 
the last few days and how often she’d felt less worldly, less experienced than the two women 
she’d met. She considered all her awakwardness and how graciously Stevie had accepted that, 
never once making her feel like there was anything wrong with her lack of experience. 
Gracefully she turned in the tub and leaned her back against Stevie and lifted up her left arm, 
she brushed some bubbles away revealing a four inch scar across her left bicep muscle. 

“Grandma Janice suggested I wear long sleves when I learned to use her damn 
bullwhip,” she said. “But I wouldn’t listen. This is where it bit me. Scars are like history 
Stevie,” she said softly, “The trick is not to repeat it.” She decided that maybe she’d said the 
right thing when she felt Stevie’s arms wrap around her, holding her close. 

 
It was some time later before the two women managed to get clothes on and actually 

keep them on. But in time they did migrate to Lizzy’s kitchen and brew some coffee. Lizzy 
gazed for long moments into her cup and then looked over at the Californian shyly. “Is this 
going to be awkward?” she asked. “I really don’t want this to be awkward.” 

Stevie smiled, running a slender index finger over the archeologist’s hand that was 
resting on the table. “Parts of this are going to sting I’m afraid. But if your head might be 
going there, this doesn’t feel like a fling…at least not to me.” 

Lizzy smiled. “I’m glad to hear that,” she said. 
“But I can’t say I’m moving to the east coast in winter either,” Stevie added 

cautiously. 
“No U-hauls. Got it,” Lizzy replied with a grin. “Maybe I’ll come visit California 

sometime.” 
Stevie nodded with a warm smile. “That would be nice.” 
The archaeologist was quiet for a long moment before asking, “Is Sarah going to be 

okay with this? I mean, whatever ‘this’ is. I know you said you talked things out and I totally 
feel like I’m babbling again…” 

“Sarah will be okay, or if she isn’t we’ll work that out. As my mother says…” Stevie 
began. 

Lizzy nodded. “Stevie Nicks and Lindsey Buckingham got it together so you can 
too.” 

“Exactly,” Stevie agreed. “Besides,” she added with a warm smile, “your babbling is 
adorable. I guess the bigger question, for me at any rate is; are you going to be okay? Most 
people don’t have one of their exes as their best-friend.” 

“You guys came as a package deal,” Lizzy said with a shrug. “It’s cool. She cares 
about you a lot, and I can’t help but respect and appreciate that.” She was quiet for a few 
more moments. “I don’t know if it’s my past life talking, but I feel like I’ve got a fair amount 
of insight into Sarah and how she thinks. It’s more of a comfort to know she’s got your back 
than anything I’d worry about.” 



Stevie smiled wondering if indeed she was kidding herself, or if perhaps her ever-
present depression did feel a bit lighter. “And what does your past life tell you about me?” 
she asked playfully. 

Lizzy’s eyes narrowed a bit and she grinned, green eyes sparkling. “You, my dear are 
indeed an unknown. A mystery. And if there is one things we Covington’s find irresistible it 
is a mystery.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Stevie replied with a wink. 
They chatted longer, trying to put off the inevitable but when it was time to go, 

Stevie stood and put their coffee cups in Lizzy’s sink. 
“So I’ll head over to Mel’s with you?” Lizzy asked, the sadness clearly evident in her 

voice as the time was winding down when she’d be in the Egyptologist’s company. 
Stevie shook her head. “No sweetie,” she said. “You should stay here. The whole car 

driving away thing really sucks and I don’t want you to see that. I want you to go back to bed 
and actually get some sleep.” 

Lizzy nodded. Not because she knew that Stevie was right, but because she 
suspected tears would be involved and she really didn’t want her cousin to see her crying, or 
Stevie for that matter. 

“Oh,” Stevie added, “I remember your grandmother’s telling me about Mel and 
Epphie, so don’t be surprised when you go to his place and she’s still there.”  

The archaeologist smiled, “’bout damn time,” she said. “He’s been crazy about her 
since high school.” 

Standing at the doorway Stevie smiled. “Just to be sure here, you’re certain you’re 
not suddenly feeling interested in men?” 

Lizzy chuckled. “Hard to believe it was possible, but I’m feeling even more gay than 
I did yesterday morning.” She reached to the coat peg behind her and picked up Stevie’s 
leather jacket. It was soft, almost warm to the touch and smelled of that intoxicating mix of 
leather and her lover’s perfume. 

The Egyptologist accepted it but then draped it around Lizzy’s shoulders. “I’ve 
grown rather fond of seeing you in it,” she said. “Please keep it.” 

The shorter woman grinned. “How ‘bout I hold on to it until I see you next. You 
might need to recharge it then so it smells like you.” 

Grinning, Stevie leaned down to kiss her one last time. “You have yourself a deal 
sweetie,” she said softly. “I’ll call you when I get home, see how you’re doing.” 

Lizzy nodded, “I’ll go download Skype,” she said lightly, determined to keep herself 
together. 

Stevie winked and then turned, walking down the street. She didn’t look back until 
she got to the end of the block and even from that distance could see the ache in Lizzy’s 
face. Forcing a smile to her face, Stevie blew a kiss waved and with strength she was a little 
surprised she had, managed to keep walking. 

The distance to Mel’s house seemed longer this time. She couldn’t keep from 
replaying wonderful scenes in her mind from the night before as well as absently trying to 
figure out what it was she had, or where it might lead. You’re over thinking. A now familiar 
voice said in her mind. 

“I don’t recall asking you,” she muttered to herself. 
“You’re the one who wants to be friends,” the voice replied. 
Stevie shook her head. “So what do I do?” she asked out loud. 
“Beats me,” the voice said. 
“Oh you’re really helpful,” Stevie fumed. 



Inwardly she shrugged. “If you ever want to play ‘truth or dare’ with her I’ll help. Is that 
better?” 

Determined to think of something that might drown out the sound of Callisto’s 
voice, Stevie decided to ponder the first Stevie Nicks song that came to mind. 

 
For no special reason  

I am leaving you for awhile tonight  
I'm flying far above you  

Still I love you  
You make things right 

 
I've been with you before  
I'll be with you again  

I'll come back for more, yea  
The story has a strange ending 

 
 She wasn’t exactly sure why this song came to mind but as the tune went through her 
mind she saw a variety of images. Many of them were of Lizzy, the last twenty-four hours 
certainly proving to be a preoccupation. But there were other images too. 

 
Well, you know me I'm a nomad  

I can't feel bad  
About the way I am  

I've been rolling around  
My whole life  

You're my candlebright in the window 
 

You guide me back again  
And I come when you shine  
You are not my friend, no  

But I am something of a dreamer  
I am something of a dreamer  
I am something of a dreamer 

 
She thought of Sarah and how far the two of them had come, even in just the last 

week. So much felt more settled and grounded than it had the week before. There was no 
concern that the stuntwoman wouldn’t be in her life. And not that that had ever been a 
worry, she’d often wondered what boundaries they’d have to reach where they could stay 
and be positive for each other. She thought about her dogs and her mother and the long 
flight back, absently wondering when she’d be able to arrange a trip back east again. 

 
Well, you know me I'm a nomad  

I can't feel bad  
About the way I am  

I've been rolling around  
My whole life  

You're my candlebright in the window 



 
You guide me back again  

And I come when you shine  
You are not my friend, no  

But I am something of a dreamer  
I am something of a dreamer  
I am something of a dreamer 

 
She also couldn’t help but think about another addition to her life. Not a friend 

certainly, not at this point at any rate; but someone who was important and needed her help. 
In an odd way she’d grown to respect Callisto; disagree with her choices certainly, but she 
decided not to judge. Would she have made different choices? Would they have gotten her 
killed? Or would her life have been better? She couldn’t say and while she wouldn’t ignore or 
overlook Callisto’s bloody past she did feel it wasn’t the appropriate prism to measure her 
ancestor. 

 
Still I love you  

My candlebright  
You are not my friend  

But still I love you  
You're my candlebright  

Still I love you  
But you are not my friend  

But still I love you  
I can't feel bad 

 
As the song finished playing in her head she walked up the steps to Mel’s guest 

house. She pushed open the unlocked door and immediately smelled the comforting scent of 
fresh baked toll house cookies. Inside she found the usual crowd gathered around the island 
in the young man’s kitchen either putting cookie dough on baking sheets of moving cookies 
from the oven to cooling racks or from cooling racks to a plate. 

“Look who’s here” Mel said in a friendly tone, waving his hand that held a spatula 
and gesturing that she should join them. “We were wondering if you’d gotten lost?” His tone 
was playful, like one he might use with a younger sister or other family member. Stevie could 
feel herself blushing as she accepted an iced cold glass of milk. Epphie was sitting on a stool 
at Mel’s side scooping raw cookie dough from the bowl with a melon scoop and placing 
them on the baking sheet. Solari was on the other side moving the baked coolies from the 
hot trays. With a graceful movement she passed one to Stevie. None of the other boarders 
were present. 

“We’re the last ones,” Sarah said, wiping the milk moustache from her mouth with 
the back of her hand seeming to either read Stevie’s mind or her expression, she wasn’t sure 
which. “I packed for you, so you owe me the isle seat on the flight home.” 

“To be honest, I don’t think the Hendersons could get out of here fast enough,” 
Epphie added with a smirk. “They didn’t even wait for their bag of cookies.” 

Sarah nodded, “Yeah, I don’t think they’ll be back next year. Must’ve been 
something they heard,” she said all to innocently. 

Mel grinned. “That’s a couple of customers I think I can live without.” 



“What about Jeff and Phil?” Stevie asked, a little sorry she didn’t get to say good-bye 
to the two men. 

“They tried to wait around for you but had an earlier flight. Doug and Susan were 
sad to see them go and I’ve no doubt those four will be keeping in touch.” Mel said 
conversationally. “If I do the guest house thing next year they said they’re interested. Even 
gave me this cookie recipe as a bribe which is really out of this world.” 

Stevie tried her cookie and had to admit that while little can compare with a piping 
hot chocolate chip cookie, this was indeed the best chocolate chip cookie she’d ever tasted. 
“My god, what did you put in these things?” She asked, astounded. 

Sarah smirked. “I told you she’d go crazy.” She muttered to the room. “Those are 
toffee bits instead of nuts. I swear, it’s not so much as a cookie as some new form of 
cookie/candy hybrid. I can’t stop eating them.” 

The Egyptologist chuckled. “For you that isn’t saying much.” 
Solari chuckled and Stevie arched an eyebrow knowingly. 
“Did you have a nice night?” Sarah asked hurriedly, her face open, inquisitive, and all 

too happy to move the attention back to her friend. “I mean Lizzy’s house is still standing, 
right?” 

Stevie looked at her for a moment to see if there was any jealousy behind the 
question. Deciding that there wasn’t she quickly scanned the faces of the others gathered 
around the kitchen island. Mel looked like he wanted to know, but more for his cousins’ sake 
even though any answer she could give would embarrass him terribly. Epphie looked like she 
already knew and Solari, sporting a collection of bite sized bruises on her neck looked too 
exhausted to even fathom the question. “The house is fine, and we had a very nice time.” 
Stevie said before taking another bite of cookie. “But I suspect I’m not the only one in this 
room who had a plesant, if not exhausting time last night.” 

She let her gaze linger on Mel who, catching her drift, blushed furiously. “How the 
hell did you know?” He asked, startled. He looked at Sarah. “Did you call her?” 

Sarah grinned. “Dude, you wern’t that loud. Solari and I didn’t even know for sure, 
but we suspected.” She looked at Stevie. “How did you know?” 

With a shrug Stevie replied, “your grandmothers told me.” She was quiet a moment 
more before adding “they also said they were going to move on. Just visit on special 
occasions, that sort of thing. Lizzy didn’t sense them this morning” 

That got the attention of both psychics who gave Stevie their undivided attention. 
“Is Lizzy okay with that?” Epphie asked. 

“She’s rather fond of them,” Solari added. 
Stevie nodded, “It isn’t like there is anything she can do about it. I think it’ll be hard 

at first, but she agreed that living on her own might not be a bad thing. She might be feeling 
lonely a little later though. When it sinks in,” she said almost more to herself. Glancing at the 
plate of cookies she smiled. “Still, you might want to check on her later. Take her some 
cookies or something.” 

Mel smiled, understanding etching his features; Stevie had Sarah, but Lizzy was on 
her own. “There is little in life some quality chocolate can’t fix?” he asked. 

Stevie nodded. “Yeah, something like that,” she said softly. 
 
Jet engines roared as the plane sped for takeoff. “You going to be okay?” Sarah 

asked casually, scrolling through the myriad of songs on her iPod. Her voice was almost 
indifferent, like any answer would be okay, but Stevie knew better. Sarah wanted her to be 
alright. 



“I miss her already,” she replied with a sad sigh. “Well, since stepping out her front 
door,” she amended. Changing the subject she asked, “what about you and the psychic?” 

Sarah shrugged indifferently but smiled warmly. “We were just passing time,” she 
said. “You weren’t there after all and she had the time. She’s happily married and that’s cool 
by me. It’d been awhile since she’d been with a woman and was happy to have no strings 
attached.” 

Stevie nodded. She tried to picture strings and if any were attached to her. If there 
were, then what did they look like and was it a bad thing? 

“What’s up with Callisto?” Sarah asked, now blue eyes firmly gazing at her friend, 
concerned. 

Stevie smiled. “We are what we are,” she said. “We’re trying to come to an 
understanding. I can’t pretend to understand her, but that doesn’t mean I don’t have a sense 
of understanding her if that makes any sense? I can’t fault her for choices I never had to 
make. She had a very rough hand to play and at first anyway, did what she thought was best. 
This will take a long time to sort out Sarah,” she added quietly. “I think I need you in my life 
for that. I can talk to you in a way I can’t talk to anyone else.” 

The stuntwoman blushed. “How did you know I was feeling replaced? And how did 
you know exactly what to say?” 

“You think I don’t know you Sarah, but I do. Sweetie, you aren’t half the mystery 
you think you are.”  

Sarah glanced away and then chuckled. “You can’t help but be honest with me, can 
you?” she asked as the Egyptologist grinned in reply. “That’s why we had to break up, you 
know. You’re too damn honest.” 

“You have enough fan-girls,” Stevie answered. “I wouldn’t be your centuries dead 
arch nemesis if I wasn’t honest with you, now would I?” she asked with a warm smile. 

Sarah rolled her eyes. “And Lizzy, she’s totally fallen for you, hasn’t she.” 
Stevie nodded. “I’m afraid so. But the falling is kind of mutual,” she said. “I’m still 

not quite sure what to make of it, but…” she shrugged, at a loss for words. “I guess it’s good 
I have therapy after I get home. I have a lot of stuff to work out. But you – I want that to be 
okay. I don’t want to work on us. Are we okay?” 

Sarah was quiet for a long moment gazing at her iPod. “I think I know why Stevie 
and Lindsey worked out their shit,” she said. 

An eyebrow arched, “and why is that?” the Egyptologist asked. 
The stuntwoman nodded at her iPod. “The song Silver Springs. Stevie says she’ll 

follow him down until the sound of her voice haunts him. She tells him that he’ll never get 
away from her. She was right. Do you know how often you could hear her on the radio in 
those days? My god, when Bella Donna and then The Wild Heart came out? It must have 
driven him crazy. He couldn’t turn on a radio without hearing her voice everywhere he 
went.” 

“Is that us?” Stevie asked. “Are you worried I’m going to haunt you?” 
It was Sarah’s turn to smile warmly. “I don’t think being haunted by you is such a 

bad thing. Whatever you have to work out, it isn’t me. I’m still not sure what I think of you 
moving on, but I’m going to be all right with it. Maybe I don’t want gory details about Lizzy 
or Callisto but I have your back on both counts.” 

“I love you too, Sarah.” Stevie said. 
The stuntwoman smiled a bit bashfully passing Stevie a pair of headphones. “Here, 

just listen to our damn song.” She plugged her own headphones into the splitter and leaned 
back closing her eyes. Stevie squeezed her hand warmly and followed suit. In moments she 



was transported by the majestic sound of piano, guitar and bass and drums. Then followed a 
voice she knew as well her own. 

  
You could be my silver spring 

Blue-green..colors flashin' 
I would be your only dream 

Your shinin' autumn 
ocean crashin' 

 
And did you say that she's pretty 

and did you say that she loved you? 
Baby, I don't wanna know. 

 
I'll begin not to love you 

Turn around, see me runnin' 
I'll say I loved you years ago 

Tell myself you never loved me 
.No.... 

 
And did you say that she's pretty 

And did you say that she loves you? 
Baby, I don't wanna know. 

Oh no. 
 

And can you tell me...was it worth it? 
Really, I don't wanna know. 

 
Time cast a spell on you 
That you won't forget me 

I know I could've loved you but you would not let me 
 

Time cast a spell on you 
But you won't forget me 

I know I could've loved you, but you would not let me 
I'll follow you down 'til the sound of my voice will haunt you 

You'll never get away from the sound of the woman that loves you 
 

I'll follow you down 'til the sound of my voice will haunt you 
(Was I just a fool?) 

You'll never get away from the sound of the woman that loves you 
(Still I am a fool) 

I'll follow you down 'til the sound of my voice will haunt you 
(Give me just a chance) 

You'll never get away from the sound of the woman that loves you 
(Never get away, never get away, never get away) 

 
You could be my silver spring 

Blue-green..colors flashin' 



 
Epilogue  

 
“Like a ghost  through the fog  

A ghost  through the fog  
Close to the fog  

The ghosts  are gone” 
Ghosts  are Gone – Stevie  Nicks 

 
Elizabeth Janice Covington groaned against the pounding of her head. Groggily she 

opened sore and swollen eyes to the realization that the pounding was actually coming from 
her front door downstairs. She glanced over at the clock by her bed, a bed that seemed very 
cold and empty at the moment and realized she had indeed slept several hours. Stevie would 
be in the air right now and not calling her for several hours more. Grabbing a pillow she 
pulled it over her head to muffle the pounding. She wasn’t ready to wake up from her dream 
just yet and face the reality that was undoubtedly her cousin. 

To her supreme disappointment she heard the awkward sound of a man on crutches 
trying to navigate her narrow twisting staircase. Mutterings of “fucking tiny colonial people!” 
could clearly be heard outside her bedroom door.  

“I’m naked,” she growled in an effort to keep him on the other side of the door. 
“Were you any lesbian but my cousin I’d be all over it,” he replied opening the door 

and hobbling in anyways “however since you are my cousin, I’ll have to forgo my own 
repulsion and come in for your own good. Ah, look at that, you were lying.” He said taking a 
seat on the side of her bed. He took the pillow from her face and used it to prop himself up 
against the foot-board. “So that’s where my hard rock café t-shirt went. I got that in Maui on 
my surfing trip.” 

To her surprise a plate of cookies and glass of milk were sitting next to her bed. “If I 
promise to return it, will you leave?” she asked, her voice sounding more miserable and 
dejected than she wanted. 

“Do you have any idea how hard it was for me to bring that stuff up here?” he asked, 
ignoring her comment. “A plate of cookies, glass of milk and two crutches! I swear I should 
be in Cirque de Soliel, I’m such a contortiounist..” 

She rolled over, “Thank you, but I’m not ready to talk.” 
He sat quietly as the smell of warm cookies filled the room. Her stomach grumbled, 

it was already evening and she hadn’t eaten all day. Finally it was too much. The 
archaeologist rolled back and picked up a cookie in one hand and the glass of milk in the 
other. Mel beamed at her. 

“So I hear our grandmothers have moved on?” he asked, shaking his head when 
Lizzy offered him a cookie. 

She nodded. “Stevie said they had, and the house does feel empty.” She shrugged. “I 
guess I’ll have to start locking my doors or something.” 

He nodded. “Epphie said it felt empty to her too.” 
Lizzy arched an eyebrow. “Yeah, Stevie mentioned she might be hanging around for 

a bit.” 
Mel blushed and Lizzy couldn’t help but wonder if that was how she looked to 

Stevie. There was a vulnerable charm to her cousin. If she looked half as adorable to the 
Egyptologist, blushing might indeed be something to be grateful for. 



“Do you think I’ll be a good dad?” he asked quietly, smoothing a wrinkle from down 
comforter. “I mean it’s not to say I would be, we haven’t talked about anything like that 
but…” 

“How could you be anything but a great dad?” Lizzy asked in return. “Seriously Mel, 
you’re a wonderful guy. Epphie would be lucky to have you and she’s my friend, you’re just a 
cousin. I’m glad the two of you finally came to your senses. Lord knows it took long 
enough.” She drank some milk before taking another warm cookie off of the plate. “I take it 
that she’s going to stay in town for awhile?” 

He shrugged and absently brushed the blonde hair from his forehead. “She said 
she’d stick around for a few days, there isn’t anything in Boston she needs to get back to 
right away. Which got me thinking…” He grinned and fished a folded piece of paper from 
his shirt pocket. “Epphie is going to help me get around the house until my cast comes off 
week after next.” He nodded at his crutches. “I said I’d cut you in for helping me with the 
guest house so here is your cut.” 

He headed the folded piece of paper to his cousin who unfolded it and scanned its 
contents. “This looks suspiciously like an airline reservation.” Lizzy commented looking to 
her cousin for explanation. “To California; LAX to be precise. It leaves tomorrow morning. 
And I see it’s a one way ticket.” 

Mel shrugged. “Unfortunately the red-eye was booked for tonight. Besides, there 
isn’t anything you need to hang around here for. You’re not going back to Greece for a few 
months anyway. Some California sun might be just what you need. I just wasn’t…ah…sure 
of exactly how much California sun you needed so I left it open ended. I’ll spring for your 
flight back too.” 

Lizzie sighed. “You don’t think I’m going to come across as a bit of a stalker if I 
show up on her doorstep the day after she leaves Salem?” 

Mel looked at his cousin with a rare seriousness creasing his features. “Lizzy honey, 
not everyone gets the second chance I did. We don’t have unlimited chances to let people 
know that they’re important to us, that they matter. Which would you rather do, err on the 
side of playing it cool and not having her feel like she matters? Or being too clear about how 
much she matters? Is that really such a bad thing?” 

Lizzy studied the cookie she held in between her thumb and forefinger as if 
searching for her answers among the chocolate chips. “It’s a bad thing if I scare her off.” 

Mel laughed favoring his cousin with a broad smile. “This woman was Callisto of 
Cirra who knows how long ago. Do you really think she scares that easily?” He playfully 
tugged at Lizzy’s foot beneath the down comforter. “Think about last night and tell me if 
she’s worth making a total ass of yourself?” 

Now it was Lizzy’s turn to smile. Green eyes sparkled with delight as she sat up in 
bed. “I’d better get packing then.” 

“Now that’s a Covington,” he said proudly, moving out of the way. “I called Sarah 
and left a message on her cell phone. She will be expecting you. I thought you might want to 
leave it a surprise for Stevie.” 

“Is there anything you didn’t think of?” Lizzy asked playfully. 
He blushed again. “That really isn’t a fair question to ask your cousin when it 

involves two hot lesbians. Now if you want to talk about Solari and Sarah I’m all over it.” 
Lizzy’s head snapped up in surprise. “What happened with Solari and Sarah?” 
At that point Mel really wished he hadn’t said anything. 
 



Stevie Montgomery walked up the steps to her front porch missing the crisp, cold air 
of Salem. That was only the beginning of what she missed and had spent most of her fifty 
minutes in therapy explaining that fact. She’d touched on how things went with Sarah, how 
they’d grown and where they stood and had even brought up her evolving relationship with 
Callisto. It didn’t take a rocket-scientist to read Jane’s expression to see that the information 
was clearly being filed away to be discussed in more depth in future weeks. No, most of the 
session had been spent on her amazing discovery – that here was a woman who’se 
unconscious charm penetrated the fog of her depression like a light-house. “Do you think 
it’s too much if I call her ‘She Who Shines Brighter Than The Sun?’ Stevie had asked her 
therapist. “I mean, would you find that off-putting?” the Egyptologist pressed. “It could be 
SWSBTTS for short.” Jane had cocked her head a moment then laughed; it had been some 
time since Stevie had been playful in therapy. 

Still, after leaving her appointment and pausing in her car to read an email from 
Sarah canceling their plans for the night, Stevie was feeling very much alone. She’d called 
Lizzy upon landing at LAX and gotten her machine. She assumed it was due to the lateness 
of the hour, but her call the following was also unanswered and unreturned. The possibility 
was beginning to set in that she could indeed be out of sight and out of mind.  

With a heavy sigh she pushed open her front door, surprised that she didn’t 
immediately hear the sound of large dog feet on hardwood floors. Instead she heard 
conversation as the most amazing scents assaulted her nose. 

“Welcome home,” Lizzy said, stepping out from the kitchen. “I hope you like roast, 
asparagus, potatoes and French onion soup.”  

As she spoke, two Great Danes came running out of the kitchen to greet Stevie, 
licking her hands affectionately and gently nudging her in the leg. As she was wearing jeans 
and a sweater, the Egyptologist didn’t mind. 

“You’re 10 minutes late, traffic?” Sarah asked matter-of-factly pouring wine into the 
wine glasses at the dinner table set for three. 

“How on earth?” Stevie asked, dropping her purse and crossing the room to hug 
Lizzy and kiss her warmly. Smiling, Sarah rolled her eyes but said nothing. 

“Well, you were right about Mel and Epphie. He gave me the ticket, I think he 
wanted me out of town for a few days while he entertains his company. You know how 
‘small town’ Salem is.” She grinned up at her lover happy to feel that sense of connection 
once again. “I decided to spare you the whole cooking drama, so after Sarah picked me up 
from the airport, we hit the grocery store on our way over.” 

“You were in on this?” Stevie asked, pleased and surprised. She took a couple of 
moments for each dog, petting them warmly and scratching behind their ears. On her knees 
she had to look up to make eye contact with the two large animals. 

“Mel left me a message on the cell when we were in the air. When you think about it, 
it makes perfect sense. Lizzy hasn’t been to Disneyland, California Adventure, or Magic 
Mountain and you still have a four days left of your vacation,” the stuntwoman explained. 
“You’ve got the clout to easily extend that to a week or more. They love you at the Getty.” 

“Or we could not leave this house?” Stevie suggested, appearing to have heard little 
of what Sarah had to say. Standing up once again she added, “Did I mention I have a hot 
tub?” 

“Oh come on,” Sarah protested, shooing the dogs from the dining room with hand 
signal as she put a plate of asparagus and potatoes on the table. Lizzy carried a gorgeous 
roast. And three bowls of soup had already been set on their plates for the first course. “I’m 



not spending the night, I’ll leave after dinner but you guys are not going to hole up here for 
the rest of my vacation.” 

Stevie turned to look at her friend, “Sarah, you’re between projects right now so 
technically you’re unemployed not on vacation. Besides we were going to use our extra days 
to vegetate at our own houses. Separately.” 
 “Well,” Lizzy interjected smiling warmly, “as nice as it is to have the two of you fight 
over me, I do owe Sarah. She picked me up from the airport, helped cook dinner AND kept 
your dogs from eating me alive. I feel like I owe her. Besides, it would be nice to spend time 
with you, out of the bedroom as well as in it.” 
 Sarah looked pleased with herself as she carved the roast. 
 “Yoko and Dakota are cupcakes,” Stevie protested, glancing at the two large dogs 
laying down in the kitchen, their eyes never wavering from the roast sitting in the middle of 
the table. 
 “Yeah, cupcakes when you get to know them.” Sarah said. “But what do you think 
they would have done to a stranger holding a roast?” 
 Stevie glanced to the kitchen once again and had her answer. “Thank you for keeping 
Lizzy alive,” she said with a grin to Sarah. 
 “And don’t think you don’t owe me. You’re paying for Disneyland and DCA 
tomorrow. I’ll leave right after dinner, well after we clean up. But I’m going to be back here 
at 9am tomorrow and I expect both of you ready to have an awesome day.” 
 “I hope you weren’t expecting a relaxing trip?” Stevie asked Lizzy, resigned to her 
fate. 
 Lizzy glanced over to Stevie, green eyes catching brown and holding them for a 
moment. “I’ve got an open ended trip,” she said softly. “If we can’t tire Sarah out with 
amusement parks, we can always get her drunk. I promise we’ll get to spend some time 
relaxing before I have to head home.” 
 “I’m really glad you’re here,” Stevie said. 
 “Me too,” Lizzy replied. 
 Sarah shrugged, putting a slice of roast on to each of their plates. “For what it’s 
worth I’m glad too,” she said. “If we have anymore past life crap to work out, I can’t think 
of a better place to do it than Disneyland.” 
 Stevie looked at Sarah then to Lizzy and had to admit that deep down, she was 
inclined to agree with her. 
 

The End. 
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