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A Star is Born

The Coming Dawn

CHAPTER ONE

Kylie was blind; not even shadows defined the darkness.
Lost
didn’t begin to explain where she was. The new sounds and smells were frightening. She was stumbling along in search for somebody, anybody to help her get home. How did she get here? In retrospect, she knew, but certainly didn’t understand. It all began…

*****

The great hall gradually filled with costumed-clad actors ready to rehearse. The place rung with mirth like a whimsical song of indistinct lyrics and laughter, making it hard to concentrate. Nonetheless, Kylie wasn’t deterred with the disruption and knew her lines well.

The fact she memorized her lines with confidence wasn’t impressive; she’d landed an inconsequential role. In the beginning of the musical play called “The Highland Spirits” she played a wild, vicious dryad wearing an elaborate dress that twinkled under the spotlight.

The leading lady, Denise Fields, received the coveted role of queen, because she was a talented, beautiful blonde and already earned a Broadway debut. Her sylph-like grace on stage made every female envious; Kylie was no exception.

Kylie didn’t doubt that her appearance made her lose the desired role of queen. She was often overlooked because of her plain features. With a mop of kinky red hair, and too thin frame, she was rarely chosen for lead roles outside of school, because there was nothing striking about her. Her hazel eyes, thin lips, and ball nose that she hated: a curse of the Calendars’ who shared the mix of Irish and English features.

Kylie acted since she was six, mostly in school, she even won trophies for her performances, but she never had the beauty to match her talent or her love for theater. Kylie wanted to be a star. Her ambitions drove her to audition for every play she heard about. Throughout her high school career, she had been cast in several leading roles. If the part was a male lead she simply put on a mustache and convincingly dropped her voice an octave. Now in college, she sought paying gigs. But outside school, she was chosen for smaller roles.

In all of her years being on stage, the one thing she never learned was how to cope with the bitter disappointment of losing. She didn’t handle failure well, and in Kylie’s mind, there was no such thing. She never gave up, which is why she knew one day she would make it to the big screen. Meanwhile, she would simply smile through her letdowns, and so, Kylie plastered a grin on her face as she stood tall while she recited her lines in the rowdy hall.

“Don’t you dare touch him, you foul beast!” The worst line was her second because it didn’t make sense. She’d suspend thirty feet above stage, and flutter over a man who played the pale blue troll with moles upon moles. Hovering was theatrics to show the director’s big budget and he stuffed in special effects wherever possible. So, they wanted her to fly back and forth high above the stage as the troll poked and prodded the narrator, who played possum for several minutes as he introduced the rest of the play.

Their little skit had nothing to do with the following scenes, but the weak introduction had to somehow reveal the strange tale soon to unfold. A story of a far off parallel world with romance, magic, sword fights, betrayal and loyalty, peculiar creatures, exotic lands, odd foreign customs, and of course the ongoing battle between good and evil. So, she delivered her lines hoping if she played them well, the director would see her potential.

“Touch him and you’ll regret it with your life; I have the power to destroy you with a touch of my hand. Get away from him, you stinky beast,” Kylie bellowed out over the babble, and inwardly cringed because no one paid attention, not even the director. Kylie recited her lines even louder as she stood in one spot in the middle of the stage.

“Quiet!” Neil Holmen, the director, roared at the top of his lungs. “I can’t even hear myself think.
And
can someone get me coffee?
Not you Kylie
!” He rolled his eyes, exasperated when she began to leave the stage. She jumped at his every command, hoping to be noticed, and forgot she was on stage.

The hall fell silent the moment she murmured an apology. Now blushing, she tried to deliver her lines again when Neil glared at her. She had only spoken a few words when Neil waved his hands, stopping her. “This isn’t working. None of these people know how to act. This doesn’t even
come close
to what I saw in my dream. How am I supposed to put on a play in less than two weeks when no one here is doing his or her job
except me
? Where’s my coffee? See? I can’t even get coffee.” Neil took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. “Who is this girl?” he asked his protégé as he pointed to Kylie with his frames. “She’s an eye sore at best.”

“This is Kylie Calendars. She was highly recommended and is the girl with the rewards,” Alex, a man in his mid-twenties with black horned-rimmed spectacles answered, then covered his mouth to whisper. However, the hall had excellent acoustics and from any given point in the room the smallest sound could be heard. “She showed a lot of potential in her rehearsal, remember?”

“Oh, yes! But wasn’t she wearing red?” Neil asked, as his eyes narrowed and he nodded as if he was recalling from memory what she looked like.

“Yes, I believe she was,” Alex replied and looked at Kylie again.

“Then put her in the red-sequined fairy costume and I don’t want to see her on my stage until she’s changed.” Neil needlessly spoke louder to address Kylie: “Did you hear me, sugar lips? Get a move on. Five minute break everyone.” Then Neil mumbled under his breath: “Goof-off as you were.”

Kylie raced to the changing room, and when she was putting on the new red-sequined gown, she was close to tears at the way he humiliated her in front of her peers. To make matters worse, the door opened and Denise Fields moseyed in. With one look at Kylie she offered, with an overly soothing voice, to help her tie up the lace bodice in the back. As Denise weaved the lace in a few loops, she studied Kylie in the mirror. Kylie was quiet, and tried hard to swallow her jealousy and not glare. All Kylie saw were blonde hair, blue eyes, and perfectly white teeth as she smiled with pity.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” Denise said. “I can’t tell you how many times he’s yelled at me. Of course he always quiets the room before he does it.” She smirked, and then jerked Kylie backward as she yanked the lace tight. “The trick is to picture him naked, and not just nude, but hairy and gross. That’s when I start feeling sorry for him. I mean, how can anyone love such a furry slime ball? If you ask me, he’s not married because he’s part werewolf. Maybe at night, he transforms into one.” Denise snickered and winked in the reflection of the mirror, delighted by the thought. Kylie watched her, finding it peculiar she’d say such a thing. Some people were truly awkward when they spoke, and Denise was one of those people unless on stage.

“Your name is Kylie, right?” Kylie responded with a small nod. “Well, you’re actually extremely talented, and in this red fairy costume he’ll start paying attention and see how good you
really are
. If you ask me, he cast you wrong. You should be one of the witches, and if I were you I’d learn Vanessa’s role and hope she gets sick.” Denise sniggered as she scrunched her nose as if she knew how terrible it was to hope someone ill. Yet she didn’t skip a beat, “You should straighten your hair, too. Your beauty would be one point higher.”

“You mean on a scale of one to ten, I’d be one point prettier?” Kylie asked, confused.

“Yes, that is what I mean. Right now you’re a seven, but straighten your hair, I’m guessing you’d be an eight or nine.” Kylie laughed, because that was generous. She shyly thanked Denise. “My hair is curly, too, and I straighten it.” Denise smiled, as Kylie gazed in the mirror thinking softer and uniform curls would look much better on her.

Denise once again tugged the lace string before tying a bow. Kylie felt torn, and no longer knew if she was jealous or grateful. Denise said bizarre things, but her words were endearing and genuine. Kylie thanked her, and then left in a hurry to get back to the hall.

Kylie entered the stage far right and stood on her temporary mark. Neil wasn’t back yet, but Alex was waiting for him with a steaming cup of coffee. He gave Kylie an approving smile for standing in an adequate spot, without telling her.

While waiting, she fidgeted with the long torn strands that dangled from the base of her sheer wings. Neil finally came back with a lit cigarette. He habitually puffed the tobacco down to the filter. Apparently, the last two drags were enough of a temptation to bring it indoors. Neil sucked in smoke, drank his coffee, and then blew out the last of the smoke through his nose. He put out the cigarette, sat, and then addressed Kylie while looking like a fire-breathing dragon. “Now this is more like it. You look completely different. Look, Alex, she’s pretty again. At least you don’t look twelve anymore. We’ll raise the hem six inches for sex appeal. Let’s take this from the top, but I’ll remind you one more time that you are not standing on mark. I like you center stage for now.”

Kylie knew this to be incorrect. Neil continually asked her to stand closer to him so he could see her subtle expressions. Besides, she was to be hoisted in the air, and it didn’t matter, but she didn’t correct him. She moved to center stage quickly. When both feet were solidly on the trapdoor, it unexpectedly gave way.

She dropped and fell hard on the stage, hitting her ribs on the floorboards. Her legs dangled wildly beneath the stage for a split second until the weight of her body dragged her down. Instantly, she slipped. Kylie scratched the wood for something to grip. She fell so unexpectedly that she didn’t have time to catch herself. She descended straight through the trap, and the last thing she heard was Neil yelling, “You have
got
to be kidding me!”

 

CHAPTER TWO

Kylie didn’t immediately land on the ground. It felt as if she plummeted a few stories, because there was enough time to claw at what felt like rock. Then the sharp stone abruptly ended, and a second later she splashed into a foot of water. The wind was knocked out of her, but her bruised ribs were making it hard to breathe. Even more bizarre than jagged rock under the stage and falling at least sixty feet, the ripples of the pool glowed a soft lime green before fading to black when still. Kylie never saw anything like the florescent water, and waved her hand in the shallows. The fluid light was beautiful, mesmerizing even.

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	26
	...
	41
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Last Place She'd Look by Schindler, Arlene



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Cognac & Couture (The Passport Series Book 2) by Celia Kennedy



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Taming the VIP Playboy by Katherine Garbera



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        This Is How You Lose Her by Junot Diaz



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Big Bad Billionaire (The Woolven Secret Book 1) by DeWylde, Saranna



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Mataorcos by Nathan Long



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Daughters of the Samurai: A Journey From East to West and Back by Janice P. Nimura



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Hot-Wired in Brooklyn by Douglas Dinunzio



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Eternity Crux by Canosa, Jamie



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Canyon of the Sphinx by Kathryn le Veque


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    