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for Phil



c h a p t e r   1

s

 There is not much left in my life to look forward to—all has been taken from me by the selfish and unfeeling actions of those around me. Those I thought I could trust—those I gave the better part of my life to—nurturing them, caring for them—only to have them betray me, leaving me alone and desolate. 

 My days are spent trying to forget their iniquities, their perversions, their gross behavior that was perpetrated here, in this very house—my home. How stupid they must have thought I was not to know what they were doing—my own daughters, seducing their father with their coy little ways, till he could no longer resist. My son, for whom I would once have done anything, now distanced from me by his choice of lifestyle, living with another man who inflicted his vile needs upon him. 

 My sister has told me I am to blame for my loneliness—that if I opened my eyes to the truth, I would realize that the children are blameless and that the reason for our estrangement lies at my doorstep. How could she, too, turn against me after all I have suffered? It was to her that I turned when the very fabric of our lives was torn apart; my husband murdered, the children turning their backs on me—blaming me for their misery. 

 How could they blame their own mother? 

 Paula, Emily—both sluts—now pretending they have found happiness with husbands; poor fools who must be blind to their wives’ wickedness. The world is a terrible place, when whores and perverts are allowed to masquerade as decent citizens; and worse still, raise families! 

 I am ashamed to be the grandmother of such offspring. 

 Thank God, I can find solace in the world of escapism that television provides. 

 At least there, watching the better religious channels, I can believe that good, car-
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 ing, honest people abound. One of my favorite shows used to be the Olivia Winters Hour. I still watch it every day; no longer for the enjoyment it used to bring, but rather to censure the immorality it now represents. Miss Winters let me down badly a few weeks ago, when she had as her guests, two men I hold in deep contempt. 

 Why? You may well ask. To me, they represent all that is wrong with the world today. Two men, who proudly flaunt the fact that they live together, professing that they love one another. How could such a thing be? How can two men, or two women for that matter, love each other in that way? 

 I recognized them, of course, as the two who interfered with my family’s affairs when we were trying to deal with the horrors that had befallen us. One, the private investigator, trying to prove that Emily had not killed her father—something I still say she did, even though they arrested some other poor fool for the crime. 

 And the other, with his so-called psychic ability, taking the credit for saving my son from the clutches of some monster, when, in fact, it was most likely he who drew poor Anthony into the life that led him to that terrible situation. 

 They had the temerity to sit, preening in front of millions of people, and tell Olivia that sordid story of how they met. After all, why would anyone believe all that nonsense? How annoyed and upset I was to see Olivia Winters fawn over them—and that vapid audience applaud almost every word they uttered. It was too disgusting, and I wrote and told her so in no uncertain terms. I am sure I was not alone in my objections to such people being given the opportunity to appear as credible and rational beings, when God himself has decried their existence. It is a constant amazement to me that he has not exacted another punishment upon them, now that AIDS seems no longer to be their undoing. 

 I said all this in my letter and more. I wanted to sign my name, but thought it expedient to remain anonymous. After all, the private investigator might just remember me and come knocking at my door. He might do me physical harm—there is no telling the depth of their depravity…but, I intend to voice my opinion again soon, for I heard Miss Winters announce that she was going to have them back on her show. 

 Perhaps this time, I should warn her that God’s wrath might befall her if she continues to represent the wicked of this world. Yes, that might give her pause to reconsider the kind of person she invites on her show. I wish her no harm, you understand. She just must toe the line of decency, like everyone else in public life—or suffer the consequences, if she cannot…
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Orange County Times

Report by Mark Forrest

Following his successful interview on the Olivia Winters Hour, during which he was commissioned by the lady herself to paint her portrait, local artist and celebrity, Peter Brandon, is kept busy these days commuting between Miss Winters’ Beverly Hills penthouse and his home in Laguna Beach…



It was the kind of showplace usually reserved for the glossy pages of Archi-tectural Digest. One of the finest penthouse homes to be found in Beverly Hills, California. Spacious rooms, covered in thick white carpeting, accented with honey oak wood flooring in the hallways and kitchen. 

Giant sliding glass doors led out to a wide tiled verandah that overlooked well-manicured lawns, carefully clipped trees and bushes surrounding a sparkling lap pool. The place reeked of money and good living—and why not? It was owned by one of the most successful women on daytime television—Olivia Winters. 

Olivia Winters, one time weather woman for a small TV station in Lincoln, Nebraska, now the almost undisputed ruler of the afternoon talk shows, nationwide. Five times a week millions of devoted fans sat glued to their television sets as Olivia paraded a host of the biggest celebrities in front of them. It was rumored throughout the gossip mill, that to refuse an invitation to appear on Olivia’s show was tantamount to career suicide, and since she’d hit the big time, no one had. Most of the time these famous people would sit with an almost quiet humility, while Olivia bombarded them with searching questions about their careers and personal lives. 

Only Bette Midler had had the temerity to tell Olivia to mind her own f***in’ business—the expletive, of course, being beeped out for the broadcast. 

Olivia had appeared to have taken the slap with jovial good humor, but later she was overheard telling her program director to never ask that ‘kike bitch’

back on her show—something that several of Bette’s friends knew had been her intention. 
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Now, seated on a divan in the center of the living room, clad in a white silk evening gown that accented the honey sheen of her skin, Olivia strove to keep this languid pose for the artist who stood at his canvas, concentrating intently on the image he was creating. 

Olivia’s dark green eyes narrowed as she watched him work. What a cutie, she thought lasciviously. She’d always had a penchant for young blond white men, especially with blue eyes—and did he have blue eyes. Olivia couldn’t remember ever seeing a man with eyes like his. Cobalt blue—and when he smiled, they sparkled. Jeez, she would really love to add this one to her long list of lovers. 

Not that there was much chance of that…Why were so many good-looking guys fags? God, what she could do with that trim, athletic body. Betcha he’s hung too…Her eyes slid down to the artist’s crotch and before she could stop herself she parted her lips and moistened them with the tip of her tongue. Oh yeah, I bet he’s a big boy all right…

“Getting tired?” Peter Brandon put down his paintbrush and smiled at his subject. 

Olivia started as he broke into her reverie. “Oh no, no…” She returned his smile, hoping he wouldn’t notice the slight blush that had risen into her cheeks. He had caught her unawares and she felt slightly put out. She rose from the divan. “Well, seein’ you’ve stopped for the moment, let’s take a break. Why don’t I ring for some refreshments?” 

“Thank you, that’d be great.” 

She walked with a stately tread to an intercom on one of the walls. Pressing one of the buttons, she said sharply, “Joyce?” 

“Yes ma’am?” 

“Bring Mr. Brandon and me a glass of that Pinot Grigio I like—and some munchies.” 

“Right away, ma’am.” 

Olivia watched as Peter cleaned off his brushes and packed them away, then she gestured to the luxurious leather sectional by the window. “Take a load off.” Walking over to the easel she studied her likeness on the canvas. 

“What do you think?” Peter asked, watching her inscrutable expression. 

“I look good, therefore I like it.” She smiled as she joined him on the couch. 

“You’re a talented guy, Peter. You live up to your reputation—I like that.” 

“Thank you.” 

“I’ll be showing this portrait to millions of viewers on my show. It’s gonna increase your prestige as an artist like never before. You’ll be called on from all J.P. Bowie
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over the world; people beggin’ you to paint them, though God knows, some of them shouldn’t bother…but what can y’do?” She gave out a brittle little laugh. 

“I mean, have you  seen  some of those bitches without their make-up? You should see what I have to look at when they come to the studio. Some of them need ten make-up artists to just make ’em look decent for the camera. I should keep a stock of Spackle handy for some of them. Ha-ha!” 

She fell silent as a young girl in a maid’s outfit entered the room carrying a silver tray on which stood two crystal glasses filled with white wine, and a plate of hors d’ouvres. 

“That better be chilled enough,” Olivia said, her tone sharp. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

The young girl’s hands trembled slightly as she lowered the tray onto the table in front of them. Peter could not quite believe his eyes as she gave Olivia a little curtsey before she left the room. 

His patron gave out a heavy sigh. “Help…such a liability. Where was I? Oh yeah…Now me, I was born with this skin. Me and Halle—Halle Berry that is—we’re blessed with perfect skin. Look, no wrinkles, no moles, no blotches.” 

She paused in her discourse and picked up her glass. “Hey, here’s mud in your eye.” 

“Cheers,” Peter murmured, giving his watch a surreptitious glance. 

Olivia’s eyes flickered with annoyance. “You have somewhere to go?” 

“Only home.” He gave her a boyish smile. “It’s Jeff ’s birthday. We’re not really celebrating till tomorrow, but…” 

“Oh, I wish I had known,” Olivia interrupted, pouting. “Why didn’t you tell me? I want to take you guys out to celebrate.” 

“Oh well, we’re having just a few friends over tomorrow…” 

“But let me do something.” Olivia’s voice held an almost plaintive note. 

“You know I love Jeff.” She grabbed a thick leather planner from the side table and quickly skimmed through the pages. 

“Olivia,” Peter protested, “this really isn’t necessary. Jeff can come up with me on our next session and we could have a drink or…” 

“Great idea! We’ll go out—Sardi’s or somethin’. Just leave it to me.” She threw the planner back on the table. 

“Please don’t go to any trouble…” 

“Are you kidding? It’s no trouble to be seen out on the town with two great looking guys.” 

Peter groaned mentally. Lord, Jeff was going to hate this, he thought, looking at his watch again. “Olivia, I’m sorry. Would you mind if we called it a day? 
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The traffic’s going to be a bitch shortly and I wanted to be home before Jeff got there.” 

“I’ll just bet you do, you little devil.” Olivia leered at him. “Oh, you guys…Tell me, who’s top man?” 

Peter’s jaw dropped. Was she kidding? He could feel his face burning as she let out a raucous laugh. 

“Gotcha!” she roared. “Peter, you are such a prude.” 

“Not really…” 

“Yes you  are.” She continued to laugh at his expense. Then she stood and held her arms open. “Give me a hug, shy boy, then run home to your lover. I never want to get in the way of true love.” 

Peter hid his annoyance as he stood and allowed Olivia to wrap her arms around him. He grimaced as she put her hands on his backside and pulled him in tight. 

“Mmm,” she murmured, her lips against his neck. “If you ever want to try the real thing, let me know.” She laughed again as she released him. “Tell Jeff I said ‘Happy Birthday’, wontcha?” 

“I’ll tell him.” Peter kissed her cheek then headed for the door. He paused, and knew he was going to hate himself for what he was about to say. “Uh, Olivia…if you’re not busy tomorrow, maybe you’d like to come to Jeff ’s party? 

It’s from five on…very casual…” 

Olivia’s smile was sweet. “Gee honey, that’s so nice of you, but I have a bunch of meetings and all. Thanks anyway.” 

“Okay. Well, I’ll see you next week.” 

Olivia watched him leave, her smile quickly fading. She picked up her wine-glass and threw back its contents. “Joyce?” she yelled. “Bring me the rest of that bottle!” 

“I cannot stand this,” Peter moaned within the confines of his car as he pulled out of Olivia’s driveway. Why, oh why, had he ever agreed to this? Or rather when did it start to become such a chore? It had all seemed so fantastic in the beginning. The phone call from Olivia’s manager, Brenda Shapiro, telling him that Olivia had read the piece People magazine had done on him and Jeff after the Paul Lefevre case, and how much she wanted them on her show. 

Peter had not quite believed it. Olivia Winters’ show was peopled with mega-celebrities and Peter had never considered himself remotely in that league. After he’d put the phone down, he had called Jeff with the news. 

“She wants me there too?” he’d gasped. “But why? You’re the talent.” 
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“Well, from what I could gather from her manager, she’s also into the crime busting aspect. You know, the ‘Gay Hardy Boys bit’ that the media dubbed us.” 

“Oh.” Jeff was quiet for a moment. “What do you think? I’ve never seen her show, have you?” 

“A couple of times. Mom likes it, so I’ve watched it with her. It’s OK.” 

“Well, I guess it might be fun…” 

“That’s kinda what I thought. So I’ll say ‘yes’ when they call back?” 

“I guess…Nick can take over at the office for the day.” He paused. “I’ve never been on TV before. What the heck do you say?” 

Peter laughed. “You answer questions. It’s all taped beforehand, so if we mess up no one will know.” 

He sighed as he remembered how excited his mother had been when he told her they were to be interviewed by Olivia. “The Olivia Winters’ Hour!” she’d exclaimed with delight. “Oh, how marvelous. You and Jeff on the Olivia Winters’ show—I can’t believe it.” 

“Better wear your best dress,” he’d teased her. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, there’s no way I could let you miss out on all the excitement, Mom. 

You’ll be coming with us.” 

The day of the taping Peter and Jeff had a taste of what it felt like to be treated like ‘very famous people’. Early that morning a limo arrived at their home to take them to the studio. While Eve was escorted to her seat in the theatre, they were taken to a luxurious ‘green room’ where they were told Olivia would meet with them prior to the taping. In the meanwhile, would they care for some light refreshments? 

In the middle of them tackling a large plate of sandwiches, Olivia and Brenda descended upon them. Peter was impressed with the physical presence of the daytime diva. She was tall and slender, elegantly dressed in an off-white silk pantsuit that clung in all the right places to her curvaceous body. Her hair, carefully arranged in tiny ringlets framing her fine-boned face, was made even more beautiful by an artist’s skillful application of makeup. Her dark green eyes gleamed under long black eyelashes and the honeyed darkness of her skin lent her an astonishingly exotic appeal. No one could deny that Olivia Winters was a beautiful woman. 

Peter, ever the artist, found himself examining the planes and contours of her face with a critical eye until he was brought up short, startled, by her braying laugh. 
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“Oh—My— God!” She stood, hands on hips, studying the two men before her. “You guys are even more gorgeous in real life. Shit, ain’t no one be lookin’

at  me  today!” She laughed again and then, with a mercurial shift in attitude smiled sweetly. “Hi, I’m Olivia.” She held out her hand and both Peter and Jeff took it gently and murmured polite hellos. Brenda, a short, stocky woman with brassy blonde hair cut ultra-short, handed them a list of possible questions Olivia might ask. 

“Any objections to any of those?” she demanded. 

They both skimmed through the seemingly banal, routine list. “Not that I can see,” Jeff said. He cast his killer smile at the two women. “Maybe you can spice it up a little so we don’t bore everyone to death.” 

Olivia’s raucous laugh rang out again. “Oh, I like you. We’ll do just fine. 

Okay guys. Relax till we need you. The makeup guys will have an easy day of it with you two. Ha ha!” With that she swept out, Brenda in her wake. 

“Wow,” Jeff murmured. “That’s a ball-buster if ever I met one.” 

“She’s a one off, that’s for sure,” Peter agreed. “Well, let’s finish off these sandwiches. I’m famished.” 

They watched the start of the show on the monitor in the green room and marveled at the stunning difference between Olivia, the daytime show host, and the real woman. Now she was everyone’s best friend, chatting with the audience, cracking jokes, patting old ladies on the shoulder and rubbing noses with small kids. 

After about ten minutes of this fluff, she began to tell the story of a young artist who had been viciously attacked and left for dead in an alleyway in Los Angeles. With a start, Peter realized she was talking about him. Both he and Jeff sat forward in their seats as Olivia, her face set in an expression of deep concern and sincerity, detailed the extent of his injuries and trauma. 

“He was in a coma for three years ladies and gentlemen…. three  years. 

Three years, when his talent as an artist went to waste, when his friends and loved ones lived in despair that he would ever recover. Three years of desola-tion for his poor mother—who, incidentally, is here today folks. Can you imagine how it was for her when he finally did recover and she had to tell him that his friend, his  dearest  friend, Phillip, had been killed in that attack? Where are you Eve? Stand up, and let this audience see for themselves the beautiful, brave and determined woman you are!” 

Amid wild applause, Peter watched as his mother, suffused in embarrassment, stood and acknowledged the cheers. Olivia then left the stage and J.P. Bowie
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walked slowly up the aisle, her arms spread wide before her, ready to embrace Peter’s brave mother. 

“Oh lord,” Peter groaned. “This is even worse than I thought.” 

“Are you kidding?” Jeff exclaimed. “Eve will be the talk of Laguna, after this airs.” 

The door to the green room suddenly burst open and a young man beckoned them. “We’re ready for you guys,” he told them. “Follow me, please.” 

“Can I change my mind now?” Peter whispered. 

“No…” Jeff whispered back, giving him a push. “Just grin and bear it.” 

They stood on the side of the stage as Olivia continued her dialogue. “As happens in the best of tales, this one has a happy ending—and here to finish the story is the artist, Peter Brandon, and his partner, the private investigator who helped bring the murderers to justice, Jeff Stevens!” 

“You’re on,” the young man said behind them, and they walked out into the blinding lights and the sound of applause. Olivia stood in a statuesque pose, arms spread wide to receive her guests. Graciously, she accepted their perfunctory kiss on the cheek, then gestured toward the dais where stood three reproduction antique chairs. 

“So,” Olivia said with a smile as they sat down. “How are you both today?” 

“Just fine,” Jeff said, returning her smile. Peter could not help noticing that most of the women in the audience seemed entranced by Jeff ’s appearance—and he couldn’t blame them. Jeff ’s strong features and sensual mouth gave him a movie star quality that Peter was sure was being captured by the TV

cameras. Olivia fluttered her eyelashes at him coquettishly then smiled at them both. 

“You guys look great.” She turned to her audience. “Don’t they look terrific, folks?” A roar of approval followed her question and she beamed with satisfaction. “There now…So tell me Peter, what was your first thought when you woke up after three years?” 

“My first thought?” Peter had been asked this question countless times, and couldn’t for the life of him remember a  first  thought. “Actually, I think I was more surprised than anything to find out where I was—in a hospital bed. Then of course, when my mother told me what had happened to Phillip, I was stunned and he became all I could think of…” 

Olivia looked at him with quiet compassion. “It must have been so dreadful for you,” she murmured. “And you remembered nothing of the attack?” 

“Right.” Peter looked at Jeff and smiled. “It took this man to wake me up to the reality that I was deeply in denial over the whole thing.” 
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Olivia turned to Jeff. “You were hired to investigate Phillip’s murder, right Jeff?” 

“Well, I originally went down to Laguna to talk to Peter to see if he could remember anything at all about the attack.” The camera zoomed in for a close up as Jeff related his part of the story. “I found out he hadn’t even read the newspaper accounts of the attack—something I frankly found amazing, and I told him so. He got very defensive and threw me out of his house.” 

“Oh my God…” Olivia hooted and the audience gave forth with ripples of good-natured laughter. “Peter…what were you thinking?” she admonished him. 

“Well, he was pressing too hard, and like I said I was still in denial.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“Well, he came back a few minutes later,” Peter said, with a grin. “My mother was there and kind of smoothed things over. I let him talk me into revisiting the scene of the crime…” 

“Wow,” Olivia interjected. “That must have been tough.” 

“Yes, it was.” Jeff picked up the story. “But it did have the results I had hoped for. I also think it strengthened Peter’s psychic link with Phillip. He had a vision, there in the alley where they were attacked, and he more or less had a mental image of one of the perpetrators.” 

“Incredible,” Olivia whispered. The audience was quiet as they listened with rapt attention. “Later, you drew this man, isn’t that right, Peter?” 

Peter nodded. “Yes, and Jeff recognized him as an ex-cop he’d had a run in with when they were both on the force.” He went on to tell the rest of the story, but as always left out the part of Senator Bowman’s involvement. He and Jeff had both decided that they should spare Bowman’s family the additional pain of scandal, after the Senator’s death, in a freak road accident. 

After the commercial break, Olivia steered the conversation to the case involving Emily and Anthony Hastings and the abuse they had suffered at the hands of their father. Jeff took that opportunity to mention the good work that was being done by many volunteer associations to house and care for abused and abandoned children. To the delight of the studio audience and amid loud applause, Olivia immediately pledged a large amount of money to that cause. 

“And then in New York,” Olivia prompted, “you solved yet another case while you were on what you thought would be a Christmas break.” 

“Yes,” Peter replied. “We’d gone to visit our friends, Andrew and David, and in the middle of everything, an acquaintance of Andrew’s was murdered and poor Andrew was, for a time, the prime suspect.” 
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“And again,” Jeff said, “it was Peter’s psychic ability that helped us unravel the mystery. Without him alerting us to the fact that Andrew and the real murderers were about to face off in a hotel room, Andrew and my business partner, Nick Fallon, might have been dead meat.” 

Olivia nodded, wide-eyed. “Tell us more about those psychic abilities, Peter.” 

“Well, I used to downplay it as an  abilit y really. It could be so erratic and vague, but during the time that madman Paul Lefevre had my mother and friends in his clutches, it all sort of came to fruition. I truly felt linked to Phillip—like he was right beside me, helping Jeff and myself find my mother by guiding us to the place where she and our friends were being held hostage.” 

“Amazing…” Olivia paused and gazed out at her audience for a moment, her eyes filled with seeming wonder. Then, she continued in a subdued tone. 

“And this link with Phillip…is it still there? 

“I believe so.” Peter smiled at her. “But, it’s not like he’s hanging around over our heads all the time,” he said, trying to lighten the atmosphere a little. 

“He just shows up when we’re in trouble.” 

“Like a guardian angel,” Olivia murmured. 

“Something like that,” Peter told her, feeling a tad uncomfortable and hoping she’d change the subject. To his relief, because time was running short, Olivia turned to the topic of Peter’s artwork, notably his portraiture. She had several photographs of Peter’s work that had been on exhibition throughout the country. 

“This is an amazing talent Peter,” she gushed, to more applause from the audience. “Now, I want to ask you if you will do me the great favor of painting my portrait?” 

“I would be honored,” Peter answered sincerely, never for a moment realizing he would come to regret this decision. 

The rest of the interview went by quickly. Both men were impressed with Olivia’s skillful questioning and the fact that she seemed to hang on every word they had to say. At the end, the audience rose it its feet and applauded, while Olivia stood, holding both Peter and Jeff ’s hands. 

“Great show guys,” she told them later. “The follow up, after you’ve painted me, should be just as good.” She greeted Eve with warmth, and ordered Brenda to “crack a bottle of bubbly” to celebrate. Amid a welter of bonhomie and con-gratulations, they were escorted back to the limo and driven home to Laguna. 

“So, what did you think?” Peter asked Eve as they settled into the leather luxury of the limousine’s thickly padded seats. 
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“You were both wonderful up there,” she replied. “Some of the ladies near me were in tears when you talked about hearing Phillip’s voice at his grave-side. I think this will be one of her best shows ever.” 

“Not that you’re at all biased,” Jeff chuckled. 

“Of course I am,” Eve said, with a laugh. “But, Olivia seemed very pleased with it too.” 

“That she did,” Jeff agreed. He looked at Peter. “Were you surprised when she asked you to paint her portrait?” 

“Kind of. I thought she’d be way too busy for all that.” 

“The producers were probably thinking it was a way to keep the audience’s interest,” Jeff suggested. “Future ratings, that kind of thing.” 

Peter nodded. “Right. Still, it was good of her to want to be bothered, I think.” 

It was the last time Peter would ever link the word ‘good’ with Olivia Winters. A few days after the taping, he spent an entire day fielding phone calls from her production office. Apparently, Olivia had decided the next show would be taped in Laguna, from Peter and Jeff ’s home. There, she felt, the viewers would get the atmosphere of where Peter lived and the studio in which he had created the ‘masterpieces’ that had been shown nationally. Also, Peter and Jeff would be filmed giving Olivia a guided tour of Laguna Beach. Her production crew had also contacted Laguna’s tourist office, and they were very quick to call Peter to encourage him in this endeavor—“Such good publicity for the town’s tourist industry, don’t you agree?” 

Then there were the sessions to arrange for Olivia’s portrait sitting. No, she could not possibly come to his studio, he was told—her schedule just would not allow it. He must come to her home on the days specified. Much against his better judgment, Peter agreed, inconvenient for him as it was. 

Peter’s fame, as an artist, had spread even before his association with Olivia. 

When he had recovered from his coma, the attending publicity had thrown him, with some reluctance, into the public eye. Adding to the pressure was the fact that he had recently opened his own gallery in Laguna, and had set aside a section of it for a class to encourage ‘promising young local artists’—a venture that had fast become extremely time consuming—though greatly rewarding. 

He had been aided in this, by the arrival of Nick and Eric. Nick Fallon, the detective they had met in New York, and who had helped them clear Andrew’s name, had accepted Jeff ’s offer to become his business partner. Eric, unable to find a job right away had jumped at the chance to manage Peter’s gallery. Peter J.P. Bowie
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had been impressed by Eric’s quick learning curve, and felt very comfortable about leaving him in sole charge during the time he’d become involved with Olivia’s show. 

A major concern for Peter, working outside his studio, had been the lighting, but on seeing the huge windows that lined one wall of Olivia’s spacious living room, he had deemed it adequate. He had quite enjoyed their first session. 

Olivia had seemed pleased to see him, apologizing for her busy schedule and saying she hoped he was not too inconvenienced by the arrangement. Molli-fied, Peter had worked well as the cameramen and technicians Olivia had brought in to record the first sitting, hovered around and over his shoulder. 

Peter had explained to her that he really only needed the one sitting, as his photographic memory would take care of the rest, but Olivia had insisted on more, ‘for the sake of continuity’. 

“We have to show the portrait being created from the first few strokes to the finished product,” she’d told him. “That’s all part of the presentation.” Peter could sense in her tone that the lady was very used to getting her own way—in all things. Something he would become more and more aware of, as time went by. 



Orange County Times

Report by Mark Forrest

Laguna Beach will be agog this Tuesday when famed day talk show host Olivia Winters brings her production crew to town to film a segment for her new show featuring local artist Peter Brandon. Miss Winters will be seen out and about in Laguna before filming at the home Peter Brandon shares with Jeff Stevens, a private investigator…



On the day of the filming in Laguna, Olivia arrived with her entourage and took the town by storm. The town’s dignitaries came out in force to greet her and everywhere they went, crowds gathered to gape at the famous daytime TV

star. Over and over, Peter and Jeff had to suffer endless retakes of a simple stroll along the cliff tops where Olivia had to be seen, gazing down with rapture at J.P. Bowie
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the famous coastline, the subject of so many artists’ work. It was there that they got a first glimpse of Olivia’s almost as famous temper. 

After some of the more eager onlookers had spoiled yet another take, she gave vent with a string of expletives that would raise the hair on the back of a sailor’s neck. Peter had stared at her aghast, while Jeff smiled and winked at him. 

“Hey, that should spice the show up a bit, don’t you think?” 

Olivia had glared at him, then with a quick shifting of gears, she’d changed the glare to a winning smile. “Oh you,” she simpered. “The boys will cut that…” 

“Too bad,” Jeff had said dryly, causing Olivia to frown and bite her lip. She had spent the rest of the day being more careful around him, causing Peter to remark afterward, when they were alone, that he thought Olivia had become a little wary of him. 

“She probably thinks I have some influence over you, which of course, I don’t,” 

“Yes, you do.” 

“I do?” 

“Don’t get cute with me.” 

“You know you like me cute.” 

“True.” 

“So, if I told you I thought Olivia was a first-class bitch, you wouldn’t argue with me?” 

“She is, isn’t she? I’m beginning to wish this was all over.” 

“It will be soon babe,” Jeff had assured him, massaging the back of his neck. 

“You’re all tense. Are you OK?” 

“Yeah, fine—but I’ll give you all night to stop what you’re doing.” 



It was dark when Peter pulled into the driveway of his house, annoyed that Jeff ’s car was already there. “Damn,” he muttered. He had wanted to get there first, so he could have had time to prepare the surprise dinner he was giving Jeff for his birthday. He’d wanted to have the table set, candles lit—and himself, standing there, showered and shiny, ready to wrap himself in his lover’s arms. 

Oh well, he thought sourly, slamming the car door. The best laid plans…

“Hi,” he called as he entered the kitchen. “I’m home.” 
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“Hi, home. Does that make me Watson?” 

“Ouch,” Peter laughed. “Your jokes get cornier all the time.” He hugged his man tightly. “Sorry I’m late. I wanted to have everything ready. Happy Birthday…” Jeff silenced him with a kiss. 

When they came up for air, Peter said, “I thought we’d have dinner at home, just the two of us…” 

“Sounds great,” Jeff murmured, not letting him go. 

“I need to shower first though. I’m all sticky from the car. Then we’ll have some champagne.” He started to pull away, but Jeff held him fast. “Unhand me villain,” Peter said weakly. “I really need to shower…” 

“Okay,” Jeff said, with a quick grin. “I’ll bring the champagne up to the bedroom. See you there.” 

“I’ll be quick.” Peter flew up the stairs throwing off his clothes and dropping them in a heap on the bathroom floor. Stepping into the shower, he soaped himself vigorously, then stood letting the hot water beat down on him for a minute or two. He smiled as he heard the shower door open behind him and felt strong arms enfold him. 

“I couldn’t wait for my birthday gift,” Jeff whispered huskily in his ear. 

“It’s right here,” Peter said, leaning back against Jeff ’s powerful body. 

“Happy Birthday again.” 



c h a p t e r   2

s

“Let’s see now…” Peter perused the list of guests he had invited to Jeff ’s party. 

“Mom and Fred, Rod and ‘A’, Gloria and Johnny, Emily and Jerry, Justin and Anthony, Rob and Maggie, Dr. Ed and Kay, Nick and Eric—and you and David.” 

He looked at his friend Andrew Connor, who had come over early to help him set up. Andrew and his partner, David, had just returned from a vacation in Hawaii and Andrew, wearing a white tank top and shorts, was sporting a healthy tan. 

“Quite a crowd,” he said. “You’ll need at least five tables.” 

“I rented six just in case. They’re outside; let’s go arrange them and I can decide who sits with who.” 

“Why don’t you just let everyone choose who they want to sit with?” 

Andrew suggested. “We all know each other pretty well—but I want to sit with Rod and ‘A’. They’re always terrific company.” 

“And I’m not?” Peter sniffed. 

“You’re OK.” Andrew grinned at him. “But they know all the scandal.” 

“Huh, I’ve heard enough scandal recently,” Peter groused. “Olivia’s full of it. 

Always bad mouthing someone or other. What a bitch she is. Jeff can’t stand her.” 

“Who would have guessed? She comes over as such a great personality on the box.” 

“Oh, she’s that all right—a great public personality—but privately, she is one mean and bitter woman.” 

“All that money and success,” Andrew sighed. “You’d think that would make anyone happy.” 

- 16 -
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Peter glanced at his friend as he unfolded the legs of one of the tables. “I think you have to be complete before you can be happy. All the money in the world can’t fill the void she obviously has in her life.” 

“She’s not married?” 

“Divorced. Pretty messy from what she’s told me.” 

“She talks to you about this?” 

“Are you kidding? She never shuts up about how he slapped her around, humiliated her in public,  stole  from her…” 

“Wow. When did all this happen?” 

“When she lived in Nebraska. She was a weather woman there then she got her own talk show. He was a newscaster at the same station. According to Olivia, he was pissed when it happened. Never could forgive her for beating him at his game. He wanted the show, but the producers wanted a woman—someone glamorous, and of course, Olivia fitted the bill.” 

“She is gorgeous. Who was she married to?” 

“Charles somebody…she always refers to him as ‘fuckin’ Charlie’, so if she ever mentioned his last name, I didn’t catch it.” 

“Winters, maybe?” 

“Oh yeah,” Peter laughed. “I never thought of that.” 

“Where is he now?” 

“I don’t think she knows. She dumped him when she moved to LA.” 

“Can’t say I blame her,” Andrew said. “Here, where d’you want this table?” 

“We’ll just group them casually, close together. You know everyone’s going to want to talk. I’ve got some fun umbrellas—very loud and festive.” They began pulling the tables together and placing folding chairs at each one. “Anyway, I’ll be very glad when this next show is over with and I don’t have to keep running up to LA to finish her portrait. It’s become a real chore.” 

“And here I thought show biz was all fun and games,” Andrew chuckled. 

“Not the kind of fun and games we enjoy,” Peter said, frowning. “One thing for sure though; it has made me appreciate everything I have here all the more. 

I wouldn’t trade my life for hers for an instant.” 

“Doesn’t she have a boyfriend, or someone in her life to keep her happy?” 

“Not that I know of. Sometimes she alludes to some great love she had in the past, but she never goes into any details about him.” 

“Maybe it still hurts.” 

“Maybe…but I just don’t see Olivia as the type to pine after anyone for too long. She’s got that hard edge, you know?” 

“Morning, boys!” Peter’s mother called from her patio. 
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“Hi, Eve…” Andrew ran over and gave her a big hug. 

“Hawaii obviously agreed with you,” she said, admiring his tan. “You look very handsome, dear.” 

“Thanks.” He took her hand. “Come and supervise this set up. Who d’you want to sit with? Don’t say Rod and ‘A’ ’cause I’ve already reserved that table for David and me.” 

“Anyone. I have no preference.” 

“Well!” Peter huffed. “How about sitting with your son and  Jeff, the guest of honor?” 

“That would be nice, dear.” 

“Nice… nice? First Andrew snubs my company, now you just think it would be nice. I’m beginning to feel like chopped liver.” 

“My word,” Eve said as she watched Peter erect one of the table umbrellas. 

“They  are bright.” 

“Festive is the word,” Peter said tartly. “And I got balloons to match.” 

“Maybe we should all dress in black and white so we don’t clash with the decor,” Andrew teased him. 

“Well, I’m in,” Eve chuckled. “I was planning on wearing a white dress anyway.” 

“Fred will like that,” Peter remarked. “He’s been trying to get you into a white dress for years.” 

“Peter, let’s not bring that up again.” 

“Why not? You know Fred’s longing to hear you say ‘yes’.” 

“I know, but…I like our friendship the way it is.” 

“Mom, Fred is a great guy. You’ve know him as long as you knew Dad…” 

“Will you please stop trying to push me into getting married?” His mother’s eyes flashed as she regarded her son who now returned her glare with an assumed innocent expression. “And don’t give me that ‘butter-wouldn’t-melt-in-your-mouth look’ either, young man. I’ll be the one to decide when and if I get remarried.” 

“Yes, Mother…” Peter managed to look contrite. “Jeff thinks it’s a great idea,” he added with a sly smile. 

“And Jeff can mind his own business too…” 

“Mother,” Peter whispered aghast. “You’ve actually said something critical about Jeff? What are you thinking?” 

“Oh, stop it,” Eve laughed. 

“I mean, normally you think he walks on water, don’t you?” Peter baited her further. 
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“Well,” Eve said, her mouth twitching, “Compared to you…” 

Andrew burst out laughing. “You two are a riot. You should take this on the road.” 

“Huh…” Peter fixed Andrew with a wry look. “You think I’m kidding don’t you? Well, let me tell you that ever since Jeff and I have lived together, he has been Mom’s favorite. I mean, you should hear her sometimes. ‘Well, before you do that, you should talk to Jeff ’, or ‘I’ll see what Jeff thinks first, or ‘Maybe Jeff would have a better idea’. It’s like my opinion counts for naught.” 

“Peter,” Eve said, coloring slightly. “You do exaggerate…” 

“Only a little, Mommy dearest. But then…” He grinned at her, “I tend to agree with you.” 

Andrew shook his head and laughed. “You two…Not like any mother and son I’ve ever known.” 

“We’ll take that as a compliment,” Peter chuckled, giving his mother a hug. 

“I’ll make us some coffee,” Eve said, heading for the kitchen. 

Andrew watched her go. “Did I sense some kind of undercurrent in all that?” he asked Peter. 

“Not really, but…” he winked mischievously, “…if Jeff was straight and some years older, I’d worry about losing my boyfriend to my mother.” 

“If Jeff was straight, he wouldn’t  be your boyfriend!” 

“Oh right.” Peter pretended to rethink the situation for a moment. “Well then, there’s nothing to worry about, is there?” 

“You are an idiot,” Andrew laughed. “Okay, what’s next?” 



Olivia stalked through her living room, her face stiff with anger. “Whatdya mean you’re canceling?” she yelled into the phone she clutched tightly in her hand. “I’ve moved heaven and earth to keep this day clear for you—and now you’re  canceling, you son-of-a-bitch?” 

“Sweetie, calm down,” the voice on the other end tried to placate her. “I told you it might be difficult.” 

“Difficult? Difficult for who?” she screamed. “I’m the one with the career…I’m the one with people up my ass day and night.” She paused, gulp-ing for air. “Listen…” she finally continued in a deadly tone, “…you either get over here right now, or we are through, you understand? I’m not playing second fiddle to anyone—even it is your wife. Tell her you forgot you had an J.P. Bowie
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appointment. Tell her you have to see a man about a dog. Tell her…I don’t care what you tell her…Just get your white ass over here— now.” 

“Honey, I’m sorry, I can’t. I just can’t. We’ll do this another time, I promise…” 

“There will never be another time, you  putz. You spineless, ball-less poor excuse for a man…” Olivia’s voice hit the stratosphere as she exploded all over the phone. “You better hope I never see you in public you piece o’ shit, you dick-less bastard…” She was silenced by the sound of the dial tone in her ear. 

“Aaaah!’ she screamed, throwing the phone up against the wall. “That  fuck.” 

She marched over to the intercom. “Joyce!” she bellowed. “Get in here,  now.” 

The seconds ticked by and there was no sign of Joyce. “Joyce, you useless bitch,” she yelled. “Get in here!” 

Then she remembered…she had given Joyce the afternoon off so there would be no witness to her secret visitor. “Damn,” she muttered, her shoulders slumping. There was no one home but herself. There was no one on whom she could vent her spleen. She whirled suddenly on her heel and headed for the bar. A nice shot of Johnny Walker sounded good right about now. 

She poured herself a sizable amount, threw back about half the glass then plunked herself down on a barstool. Suddenly she felt, defeated, depressed and very alone. Why, why,  why  had she allowed herself to get involved with a married man? Not only married, but the father of three brats…

“Christ,” she muttered, resting her head in her hand and flicking the crystal glass with her thumbnail. Another failed romance. She sighed and stood up, looking around at the luxurious room, at the priceless paintings, the exquisite and original sculptures, the expensive furnishings and wall-coverings. She had so much, she thought, and yet so damned little. Ever since she’d got rid of Charlie, and that rat, Brad Kingman, she’d had no luck with any of the men she’d dated. Her name had been linked to quite a few in the past five years. The tabloids had covered almost every one—except this latest charade. No way would Mr. High and Mighty be caught in public with her. No, all their meetings had been clandestine. At first, Olivia had enjoyed the intrigue. It added a little zest to the sex, which, she now thought with a rueful grimace, hadn’t been all that terrific. 

“Let’s face it, Olivia…” she said to her reflection in the mirror behind the bar, “…you got involved with him because of who he is, not for his bedroom athletics.” Problem was, she thought, throwing back what was left of her drink, Brad Kingman had spoiled her for almost any other guy. 
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Brad…Against her will, she let her thoughts dwell on him as she sat, toying with her empty glass. She remembered the moment she had first laid eyes on him—on stage in a revival of ‘Oh, Calcutta’, a sixties musical that had caused a sensation in its day, mainly because it required the actors to appear nude in most of their scenes. She had been instantly attracted to the sheer confident swagger of the man as he dominated the stage with his ruggedly handsome looks. Sitting in the theatre, between Brenda and Charlie, Olivia had been mesmerized by Brad’s almost overpowering presence and sexual appeal—and she knew then that she had to have him. 

It had been sensational…

With an impatient sigh, she threw another shot in her glass and gulped it down. No point in thinking about that now…He was gone from her life for good. Trouble was, he’d left a space there that she’d never been able to fill. 

Pushing herself off the barstool, she made her way across the sea of thick white carpeting that covered most of the enormous living room, and flung open the door to her master suite. What the hell was she going to do for the rest of the day—now that she had totally depressed herself thinking of that son-of-bitch? She certainly could not call any of her friends and tell them she was suddenly at a loose end—hell no, what would they think? Someone ditched her at the last moment, that’s what they’d think…And they’d be right, dammit! 

Picking up the TV remote, she threw herself down on her silk covered bed, trying to concentrate on the images that flickered on the screen. Through the half open door, her restless gaze fell upon the easel and canvas that held her almost completed portrait. 

Hey, she thought, with a smirk. Peter Painter and his fag friends were throwing a bash for that hunky Jeff ’s birthday. He  had  invited her…those guys would love it if she just dropped in casually. It would most likely make their day…they could brag for weeks after how Olivia Winters had deigned to show at Jeff ’s party. Yeah, that’s what she’d do. 

“Hey Peter,” she’d say. “I freed up my day just so I could come celebrate with you and Jeff.” How  thrilled  they’d be. She slid of the bed and almost ran to the cavernous closet that housed the hundreds of outfits she had for every occasion. Swiftly, she shucked off the pale blue negligee she had chosen for her aborted liaison, and pulled a pair of white pants and a red shirt from their hangers. She’d go casual; Peter had said it would be laid back. No need to overdo it. Besides, she looked good in anything. 
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An hour or so later, she was gunning the engine of her Jaguar convertible down the Laguna Canyon Road, ready to give Peter and his buddies the surprise of their lives. 



Luke Taylor, the bartender Peter had hired for the party, gave Jeff a big smile as he approached him, empty glass in hand. “How’re you holding up?” he asked. 

“Not bad, for an old guy,” Jeff quipped. “I’m never quite sure what the purpose of throwing a birthday bash is. Is it to remind you you’re another year older, or help you forget?” 

Luke chuckled as he refilled Jeff ’s champagne glass. “You’re in pretty good shape for an ‘old guy’.” 

“Thanks.” Jeff sipped his drink, looking at Luke thoughtfully, taking in the young man’s well-honed physique, only partially concealed by the white shirt he wore. “You’re not the usual bartender the caterers use.” 

“No, that’s my brother, Wes. He had another gig, so he asked me to fill in for him. Hope that’s OK?” 

“Of course.” Jeff held out his hand. “I’m Jeff, by the way.” 

“Luke, Luke Taylor. Happy birthday,” he added, shaking Jeff ’s hand. “Looks like everyone’s having a great time.” 

“They always do. They’re party animals. They’ll keep you hopping all night.” Jeff grinned at him. “If you can survive this, you can chalk it up to experience…” He was cut short as two big arms crushed him in a bear hug from behind. Without turning round he yelled; “Rob!” 

“How’d you know it was me?” His old high school buddy laughed in his ear. 

“Sorry we’re late; the baby sitter kept us waiting.” 

“Happy birthday, Jeff.” Maggie, Rob’s wife stood on tiptoe to kiss his cheek. 

“Good to see you.” Jeff hugged them both. “Luke, these are my friends from high school, Rob and Maggie. Champagne, guys?” 

Smiling, they accepted their glasses from Luke and toasted Jeff ’s health. 

“Quite a shindig,” Rob remarked as they walked away from the bar. “Who are the two guys talking to Rod and ‘A’?” 

“Oh right,” Jeff said. “You haven’t met my business partner, Nick Fallon, yet. 

He’s the taller one. Eric’s his boyfriend. We met them in New York when we were there visiting Andrew and David. Come on, I’ll introduce you.” 
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They strolled over to where their English friends, Rod and ‘A’ (short for Arthur) were engaged in an animated discussion with Nick and Eric. Jeff made the introductions then left them to get acquainted, while he went looking for Peter. 

“Where’s Peter?” he asked Eve who was sitting at a table with Fred, Anthony and Justin. 

Eve shook her head. “I really don’t know, Jeff.” 

Emily, standing near him talking to her cousin Gloria, touched his arm. “He said he thought he heard the doorbell,” she said. “He went to investigate.” 

“Oh yeah? I thought everyone was here already…Well, if you lovely ladies will excuse me, I’ll just go find…” He stopped, his eyes widening in surprise as he saw Peter coming through the French doors, accompanied by the last person he expected to see that day. 

 Jesus…He groaned silently.  What the hell is she doing here? 

“Jeff, honey!” Olivia cried, brandishing a magnum of Dom Perignon. 

“Happy birthday, doll.” She thrust the bottle into Luke’s startled grasp, then opened her arms wide to accept Jeff ’s embrace as he started toward her, trying to look delighted, while behind her, Peter silently mouthed the words;  I’m so sorry. 

“Surprised to see me?” Olivia asked, bussing Jeff ’s cheek. 

“Totally,” Jeff said with the utmost conviction. “I’ve never had a bigger surprise.” He locked eyes with Peter for a millisecond then chuckled. “Peter, you scamp, why didn’t you tell me Olivia was coming?” 

Peter gave him a sickly smile, unable to come up with a smart quip in reply. 

Instead, he said to all assembled; “Everyone, this is so  great…Olivia Winters stopped by to wish Jeff a happy birthday.” 

Everyone crowded round, eager to shake the hand of so distinguished a surprise guest. Not all of them had heard Peter’s acerbic comments about working with Olivia, and knew of her only from what they had seen on TV or read about her in newspapers or magazines. 

Now Olivia was fussing over Eve as though they were old friends. “Eve, you look incredible,” she enthused. “That dress is so you.” 

“Thank you, Olivia.” Eve smiled at the daytime diva. “You look wonderful, as always.” Of course, Eve had heard some of Peter’s outbursts after he had returned from a session with Olivia, but had remained open-minded about her favorite TV personality. “This is my dear friend, Fred.” She indicated the silver haired gentleman by her side. “And these two handsome young men are Anthony and Justin.” 
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Olivia gasped. “Oh my,” she said, almost in awe. “The  Anthony from that incredible story Peter and Jeff told us on my show?” She grasped Anthony’s hand in both of hers. “How  brave  you were.” She looked around quickly. “Is Emily here? I must meet Emily too.” 

Emily found herself pushed forward by Gloria. She smiled shyly, blushing to the roots of her hair as Olivia embraced her. 

“Oh, you brave and wonderful child,” Olivia gushed. She stepped back, holding Emily’s hands in her own. “You’re just as pretty as the portrait Peter painted of you…what an honor to meet you.” She turned to the rest of the group. “To meet  all  of you. I envy Peter and Jeff having such wonderful friends.” 

“Can you believe her?” Peter whispered to Jeff as they stood watching their friends succumb to the magic Olivia wove over them. 

“She is incredible,” Jeff chuckled. “What an act.” He put his arm around Peter’s shoulders. “Did you invite her, then?” 

“Kind of,” Peter muttered, shame-faced. “But she said she was way too busy, so I never expected her to show.” 

“Wonder what happened…” Jeff frowned. “I can’t believe this was the best offer she got all day.” He fixed a smile on his face as he saw Olivia bearing down on them

“Okay, birthday boy,” she giggled, taking Jeff ’s arm. “Lead me to the bever-ages.” 

Luke had a champagne glass already filled as they approached the bar. He gazed with admiration at the beautiful woman who met his eyes with a seductive smile as she accepted the drink he proffered—with an almost steady hand. 

Wow, he thought, what I could do with that. 

He watched, his mouth slightly agape, as Olivia walked away from him, the curve of her hips swaying provocatively, as though she knew his eyes were following her. Then his heart leaped into his throat as she turned and looked back at him, a little smile playing around her full red lips. His face reddened as he felt his sudden arousal. Better stay behind this bar for a while, he thought, glancing down at the bulge in his pants. 

There was no doubt about it—Olivia was the hit of the party, and Peter was sure that this would be the topic of his friends’ conversation for some time to come. Oh well, he thought with a wry grimace as he watched Olivia hold forth to the large group gathered around her, they won’t forget this party for a while! 

He smiled as Emily and her husband Jerry, suddenly appeared at his side. 
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“We have to go,” Emily apologized. “We only have the baby-sitter till eight.” 

“We had a great time,” Jerry enthused. “Wait till I tell everyone at work who I met today.” 

Emily gave Peter a shrewd look. “You’re not crazy about her, are you?” 

“She’s OK,” Peter muttered. “A bit much at times…” 

“She’s larger than life, for sure,” Jerry said. “But that’s what makes her a star, I guess.” 

“I guess.” Peter hugged them both. “Thanks for coming. We’ll have dinner once this madness is all over.” 

“We’ve told Jeff our goodbyes.” Emily kissed his cheek. “Don’t worry so. The party is a great success.” 

Peter walked them to the door and waved them goodbye. He made a quick pit-stop in the bathroom. As he stood washing his hands, he gazed at his morose expression reflected in the mirror. Why was he so pissed by the fact that she’d shown up out of the blue? In a way, it was kind of refreshing that Olivia could be so spontaneous—and she had been extremely gracious to all his friends. She had an incredible charisma; of that there was no doubt. What was it then that made him distrust her? Why did he feel that every sincere sounding word she ever uttered was as hollow as a wooden drum? 

He sighed as he went back downstairs to the kitchen and stood for a moment looking out onto the patio at the festivities still in full swing. 

“Hey, Peter…” Andrew appeared in the doorway. “Whatcha doin’?” 

“Just seeing Emily and Jerry off.” He beckoned Andrew in. “So, what d’you think of her?” 

“She’s  wonderful,” Andrew replied, his eyes shining. “She’s so real. Not like a big star at all.” 

“You too, huh?” 

“What? You really don’t like her?” 

“In a word, no…Well, let’s put it this way. She is not a woman I would choose as a friend.” 

“But she seems so fond of you and Jeff…” 

“She’s as phony as the day is long, Andrew. Believe me, this is all an act. 

God, I’m sorry,” he said, seeing his friend’s face fall. “I’m ruining this for you, aren’t I?” 

Andrew looked out at where Olivia still stood, holding court. “David’s just nuts about her, and he’s never even seen one of her shows. He thinks she’s the most genuine celebrity he’s ever met.” 

“How many has he met?” Peter asked, laughing. 
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“You know what I mean…” 

“Yes, I do.” He squeezed Andrew’s shoulder. “I should keep my big mouth shut sometimes.” 

“I wouldn’t know who you were, if ’n you did,” Andrew teased him. 

“Brat.” Peter hugged his friend. “Come on, give me a hand with the cake.” 

“Did you remember candles?” 

“I got a big three and a five, instead of all those little ones.” 

“Jeff ’s fifty-three?” Andrew gasped. “God, he looks marvelous.” 

“Thirty-five, you chump!” Peter hooted. They both fell about laughing. 

“You guys are having way too much fun in here…” 

Peter and Andrew started guiltily, then grinned as they saw Nick watching them from the doorway. Jeff ’s business partner folded his arms and leaned against the doorframe, fixing them with a stern look. 

“Okay you two, fess up. What’s so funny?” 

“You had to be there, Nick.” Peter waved him over. “Give us a hand here.” 

“Gladly,” Nick said. He dropped his voice as he approached. “I’ll be happy to get away from all that phony baloney out there.” 

Peter looked at him with surprise. “You mean Olivia?” 

“The same. Man, she gets on my nerves with all that pseudo-sincerity stuff. 

She might get way with it on the TV, but it really gripes me the way she’s oozing all that phoniness here.” 

Peter gave Andrew an ‘I told you so’ look, but refrained from embellishing on his opinion. “As always Nick, your bluntness says it all,” he said. “We’re ready to take Jeff ’s cake out. Maybe she’ll hit the road once that’s done. Let’s go…oh, would you grab the camera there?” 

They marched out together, singing a lusty chorus of “Happy Birthday” at the tops of their voices, getting everyone’s attention and interrupting Olivia’s latest monologue. Jeff, looking suitably embarrassed, as he became the focus of the party once more, posed for a photograph blowing out the candles to wild applause from his friends. Peter chuckled with wry amusement as he watched Olivia almost elbow her way into the picture. 

“Okay, handsome,” she yelled at Nick. “Let’s get a group photo here…Peter, get over here.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” Peter said, grinning as he caught Nick’s grim expression. 

“Wait a minute…” Olivia waved her arms about. “We need you in the photo too,” she told Nick. “Hey bartender,” she yelled. “Get your cute ass over here and take this picture.” It was obvious Olivia was feeling the effects of too J.P. Bowie
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many glasses of champagne as the genteel facade she had been affecting, began to slip. “Okay everybody, big smiles. Say ‘shit’.” 

Behind him, Peter could hear Eric and Andrew giggling. This photo should be priceless, he thought. I bet there are some stunned expressions on there. He watched Olivia staggering after Luke as he headed for the safety of the bar. 

“Hey, bartender…” She was waving her empty glass at him. “You’re neglect-ing your duty, my man.” 

“Oh boy…” Jeff whispered in Peter’s ear. “Looks like we may have to do some damage control.” 

Peter gave him a glum look. “She can’t drive in that state, that’s for sure.” 

“You’d better suggest she stays here for the night.” 

“Oh, must I?” Peter moaned. 

“Yes,” Jeff said. “She’ll really need to sleep this off very soon.” 

“Come on boys,” Olivia was yelling at them. “Get over here and have some more bubbly. It’s Dom Perignon you know!” She blew Luke, the bartender, a kiss. “Have one too, sweetie. You’ve worked very hard.” 

Luke looked at Jeff and Peter. “Is that all right?” 

“Go ahead,” Jeff said. “You deserve it.” 

“Damn right he does,” Olivia agreed, hiccupping. “Woops,” she giggled, downing yet another glass of champagne. “Don’ go tellin’ anyone you saw me drunkie, now willya?” 

“Olivia,” Peter said. “Would you like to stay over? We have a very nice guest room upstairs…” 

“How sweet,” Olivia simpered. “But I was counting on Luke here to take care of me. Whatdya say, cowboy? How ’bout you’n’me ridin’ off into the sunset together?” 

Luke blushed, but Jeff was quick to notice that the young man’s eyes took on a slightly feral look. There was no doubt he was giving her offer serious consideration. 

Peter took Olivia’s arm. “Come on, why don’t we go inside? I’ll make you some coffee and…” 

“Take your damn hands off me,  faggot.” Olivia rasped, pulling away from Peter. “I’ll say when and where I go—no one else!” 

A total silence fell on the entire group as everyone looked at the once serene and engaging celebrity, now turned into a snarling harridan. Gloria, Emily’s cousin, stepped forward glaring at Olivia. 

“How dare you speak to Peter like that…” 
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Jeff, his face hard with anger, took her arm. “Thank you Gloria…please, let me deal with this.” He turned to the drunken Olivia, who stared back at him balefully. “It seems I have to remind you that you are a guest in this house, Miss Winters,” he said in a tightly controlled tone. “We will excuse your behavior this once—if you apologize to Peter right now.” 

“Go fuck yourself,” Olivia hissed. “You…who do you people think you are for Chrissakes? You’re nobodies, you’re nothin’. Christ, get me out of here…” 

She slithered from the barstool, staggered a few steps, then before everyone’s astounded eyes, almost in slow motion, she crumpled to the ground. 

“Oh my God,” Eve gasped, as everyone crowded round the fallen diva. 

“Who would have guessed she could be such a bitch?” 

“I could,” Peter said. “But I’ve been listening to it for weeks now.” 

“Told ya she was a big phony…” Nick chuckled, looking down at Olivia sprawled out on the ground. “What’re we gonna do with her?” 

“Get her upstairs, I guess,” Jeff said. “Here Nick, give me a hand, will you?” 

Between them they got her to her feet, then Jeff picked her up in his arms. 

“Perhaps one of you ladies would like to come up with me—you too, Dr. Ed. 

We’d better make sure she’s going to be all right.” 



Later, after Olivia had been safely tucked up in the guest bedroom and Dr. 

Ed had made sure she was suffering from no more than too much booze, some of the guests took their leave. 

“See you Monday at the office, Jeff,” Nick said as he and Eric headed for the door. “Great party, Peter!” 

“Yeah,” Eric laughed. “This is one we’ll remember for some time. I can’t think of another quite like it.” 

“You guys,” Peter groaned, accepting their hugs. “Please don’t hold this against me.” 

“We won’t,” Eric chuckled, patting his back. “Gives us lots to dish about later.” 

Anthony, Justin, Gloria and her husband Johnny, were the next to leave. 

Gloria was still fuming about Olivia’s rudeness. “Just as well she passed out,” 

she said, with just a hint of mockery. “Otherwise, I’d have socked her one.” 

Johnny grimaced. “She’s not kidding either. I can just see hear the announcement on TV. ‘Attorney’s wife arrested for laying out famous talk show host, Olivia Winters—story at ten!’” 
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“I wonder if she’ll remember any of this tomorrow,” Anthony remarked. 

“I think Peter will be happy to remind her,” Justin said, grinning at his host. 

After their guests left, Peter and Jeff walked slowly back outside. Andrew and David were deep in conversation with Rod and ‘A’. Eve and Fred were chatting with Dr. Ed and his wife, Kay. 

Luke had cleared off the bar and was tying up a large garbage bag. “That’s it for me then,” he said. “I gotta split.” 

“Oh, right.” Peter pulled an envelope containing Luke’s fee from his pants pocket and handed it to him. 

“Luke…” Jeff took the young man to one side. “We’d appreciate it if you didn’t spread this story around…You know, about Olivia Winters behavior here tonight.” 

“Don’t worry, boss. Discretion is my middle name.” 

“Good.” Jeff didn’t believe him for a minute, but knew there was not much he could do if Luke wanted to tell everyone he met from now on, just how he’d seen the famous Olivia Winters fall on her butt, dead drunk. 

Luke gave them both a sunny smile. “I can see myself out. Thanks again, guys.” 

Jeff grimaced as he watched him leave. “This is going to be all over town tomorrow, courtesy of Luke Taylor, bartender. Maybe we should have let Olivia ride off into the sunset with him,” he added half-seriously. 

Rod waved them over to their table. “Come and sit down, dear boys. It’s been quite an evening for you both.” 

“You can say that again,” Peter said, slumping down onto a chair. “Olivia really knows how to stage an exit.” 

‘A’ gave him an impish smile. “When Jeff picked her up in his arms and carried her off upstairs, it was as if Rhett Butler had come to life, carrying Scarlett from the fires of Atlanta…” 

“What an imagination you have,” Rod snorted. “It was more like he was carrying a bloody sack of potatoes. I shall never be able to watch that show again, without thinking of her being so bloody rude—and then falling on her face like the tart she obviously is. You were a real gentleman, Jeff,” he added. “And she’s lucky she’s in the home of those who will not blight her reputation. There are a lot of people who would have taken advantage of her drunken-ness—mark my words.” 

“Oh, he’s off,” ‘A’ sighed. “Has to put his tuppence-worth in…” 

Everyone laughed, then Eve said; “Rod’s right though. If she’d behaved like that in public, it would be all over the tabloids the next day.” 



 J.P. Bowie

30

“Just what she’d deserve,” Rod said, standing up. “Well ‘A’, its time I took you home. These good people have to get some rest in order to contend with the harridan in the morning.” 

“We should go too,” Andrew said. “Unless you need help with anything?” 

“We’re fine,” Peter assured him. “We’ll take care of the rest of it tomorrow.” 

They saw their guests to the door and waved them off, then Peter turned to Jeff and fell into his arms. “Oh babe, I am so sorry everything got so screwed up,” he said. “I have to learn to keep my big mouth shut and  not  invite undesir-ables to our home.” 

Jeff hugged Peter tightly to him. “Hey, you made my thirty-fifth birthday one I’ll always remember. Years from now, when people ask what was the most memorable occasion of my life—I will recall this evening with the greatest clarity.” Chuckling, they walked back into the kitchen where Eve and Fred were clearing up. 

“Leave all that, you two,” Peter said. “We can take care of it in the morning. 

Let’s have a nightcap and  gossip!” 



c h a p t e r   3

s

 It is inconceivable to me that Olivia Winters would be seen in public with the likes of those two—but there she was, as large as life, parading around Laguna Beach seemingly uncaring of the company she kept. 

 I was so excited when I heard she would be coming to Laguna, until I read the reason for her visit. To actually enter their home, that den of iniquity, where God alone knows what they do—how could she bear it? 

 Of course, it was on the pretext of seeing where the one that paints conducts his business, and creates his so-called masterpieces. Masterpieces indeed. They are mere symbols of much that is wrong with our society today— v anity and the self-aggrandizement of the rich and foolish. To set oneself up as worthy of being represented in oils, is to my mind, the height of pretentiousness. 

 There is no longer any humility among the masses. I was raised to be humble, to mind my manners and above all, to conform to the constraints of society. I tried so hard to instill those same mores in my own children, but obviously I failed. 

 These people have no conception of those values, wallowing, as they will in the sins of the flesh. The Devil has a strange attraction for the weak and insipid. 

 I actually drove down to Laguna to warn Miss Winters of the danger of keeping such company, but unfortunately such was the press around her I could not get near. So, I have written her again—this time using stronger language than before. 

 She must disassociate herself from the wicked and the licentious—or Heaven knows what may befall her. I am only doing this because I choose to believe that Miss Winters is still worth saving—she is, unfortunately, being misguided by those around her. 
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 Imagine giving thousands of dollars to those who whine about being abused by their own parents—as if such a thing could possibly happen! Liars, nothing but liars, all of them. Just like my children…. 



Olivia slouched into the make-up department, still hung over from the night before. Ernie, the man who had been responsible for making her look her best for the five years of the Olivia Winters Show, looked at her aghast. 

“Oh my word,” he twittered, his hands raised in mock horror. “What have we been doing to ourselves?” 

“Shut the fuck up,” Olivia growled, throwing herself into the make-up chair. 

“Charming, as always,” Ernie sighed, unfazed by Olivia’s vile mood. Over the years he’d become immune to her mood swings. He was well paid for his endeavors and accepted Olivia’s tantrums as just part of the job. Besides, she could be quite generous at times, slipping him a bonus check every now and then. 

“I have a hangover,” Olivia muttered. 

“No kidding. I thought you’d run face first into a bus.” 

“Cut that out. I’m in no mood for your bitchy comments.” 

“So I see, dearie. Well, was it worth it?” 

“No, it was not. I was with a bunch of losers—and the worst part of it is, I may have to apologize to one, if not several, of them. I just wish I could remember all that happened.” 

“Oh oh, that bad huh?” 

“I had to stay over, Ernie. They put me to bed…” 

“That was nice of them.” 

“If you say so. I’d rather they’d called a cab.” 

“Where was this?” 

“In Laguna—at that artist’s house. You know, the guy who was on the show about a month ago, Peter Brandon.” 

“Oooh yes, I remember him—what a doll—and that dishy guy of his, the PI. What I’d like to do with him. Yum!” 

“Aren’t you a bit old for that kind of thinking?” 

“Old? Honey, there might be snow on the roof, but there’s still a fire in the basement.” 

“You’re disgusting, Ernie.” 
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“I’m  disgusting?” Ernie’s hands went to his hips. “Listen sister, I’m not the one who got drunk and disorderly.” 

“I should fire you, you…you… queen.” 

Ernie burst out laughing. “Is that the best you can do this morning? My, my, we are not feeling up to par, are we?” 

“Oh, shut up and get on with my face, willya? I’m late as it is. Brenda will be in here yelling at me any minute.” 

“Like you care…Okay doll, let’s start the repairs.” He tutted like an old woman as he studied her reflection in the mirror. “Oh,  look  at those dark cir-cles under those eyes. Just as well I can work miracles.” 

Olivia ground her teeth but said nothing, knowing he was right. Ernie could work miracles, and had done so many times before when she’d come in after a hectic weekend of sex and booze. Only this time, she’d had to do without the sex. Too bad, she mused now. That bartender looked like he could have gone the stretch…nice muscles, and she particularly like that dirty-blond look. 

Christ…what was she going to do about Peter? She would have to apologize before he came up for the next portrait sitting. Maybe she shouldn’t have just snuck out of the house like she did, without even leaving a note. She had just been too mortified when she had awakened, and the full realization of what had happened the night before had dawned on her. 

I called him a  faggot. Jesus, what was I thinking? 

That was the problem, she hadn’t been thinking, all boozed up like that. 

Had they spiked her drinks? No, it was most likely those two Johnny Walkers she’s slammed down before she headed down there. An then all that champagne on top of that—no wonder she’d been blitzed. Maybe she should see about this drinking problem—or was it really a problem? She liked to drink and none of those at the party had been abstaining—but she’d been the only drunk. Oh God, she could still see Jeff ’s face; so mad at her. He looked like he might have decked her one. Of course, he wouldn’t—too much the gentleman—and Peter, looking so hurt. Well, she’d blown it with them, for sure. She could only hope they’d go through with the second show after all the money the production company had spent of the location shoots and all. She’d have to explain all this to them if Peter and Jeff bowed out. 

I can’t let that happen, she almost said aloud. 

“Relax doll,” Ernie murmured, gently massaging one of his miracle potions into her skin. 

“Feels good Ernie,” she sighed. “Do you ever wish you could go back a day or so and change some stuff?” 
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Ernie laughed. “Do I? I’d like to go back several  years  and change some stuff…Oh oh,” he muttered. “Here comes trouble.” 

“Hi Brenda,” Olivia said with resignation, knowing what was to come. 

“Hi yourself,” Brenda replied, her voice terse. “You’re an hour late—what gives?” 

“Never mind that…” Olivia gave a dismissive wave. “Just fill me in on what I’m doing this morning.” 

Later, as the women sat in Olivia’s dressing room, Brenda handed her a sheet of paper. “Read this.” 

Olivia scanned the first few lines, her mouth turning down as she read. “So it’s another anonymous letter complaining about ‘all the perverts and sodomites’ I’ve had on the show recently. What’s the big deal?” 

“This one, and several others like it are from the same person. That’s a copy. 

I’ve turned the originals over to the police.” 

“Oh, like they’ll do anything,” Olivia said, laughing. “Brenda, there are so many kooks out there capable of writing that shit—and who gives a damn? As long as the ratings are there—not me, nor the sponsors.” 

“But this one sounds crazy, Olivia. ‘The wrath of God will descend upon you unless you renounce your affiliation with the wicked’—that kind of stuff. 

Could be the religious right—they’ve put other shows out of business before.” 

“Let ’em try,” Olivia said, stifling a yawn. “Maybe I should get one of those crazies on the show. I could tie ’em up in knots. I know my Bible—I was brought up on that crap.” 

“Olivia…” Brenda wasn’t smiling. “Maybe it’s time to stop having so many controversial people on the show.” 

“Peter Brandon is hardly controversial, Brenda.” Olivia looked at her manager with faint amusement. “He’s a fag—there are millions of them out there, or haven’t you noticed? Seems, sometimes, like every decent looking guy is gay,” she groused. “The thing is—he’s news. He and his buddy Jeff—the ‘Gay Hardy Boys’. The public loves them. They’re like Queer Eye for the Bad Guy. So what if there’s a few nutcases threatening to boycott the show…” 

“This one isn’t threatening to boycott the show, Olivia.” Brenda took the letter from her. “This one is threatening your life. That’s why I turned all the letters over to the police.” 

“Brenda, Brenda,” Olivia chuckled. “I can’t be concerned about some screwball threats. Dozens of celebrities have had their lives threatened at some time J.P. Bowie
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or another. Off-the-hook fans running amok, believing they’re the soul mates Brad Pitt or Angelina is lookin’ for. The world is full of ’em.” 

“That’s true, but this is the first time anyone has ever said they would harm you. Frankly, I’m worried.” 

“Well, let’s hire a bodyguard.” Olivia gave her manager a sharp look as a thought suddenly occurred to her. “As a matter of fact, I may have the perfect guy.” 

“Who?” 

“Oh, someone I met last night.” 

“You met a bodyguard?” 

“No, a bartender—but he’s built like a bodyguard should be.” 

“Olivia, we need a professional…” 

“Let me take care of this, Brenda,” she said with a sly smile. “Yeah, this could be good…” 



Peter looked up from the Sunday newspaper as Jeff padded into the kitchen, wearing only a pair of boxer shorts. 

“What are you trying to do?” he exclaimed, grinning. “Trying to inflame me again this early in the morning?” 

“When do I have to try?” Jeff teased him, dropping a kiss on his forehead. 

“So our little drunken bird flew the coop?” 

“I’m not surprised,” Peter said, watching Jeff pour himself a cup of coffee. 

“If I’d made an ass of myself like that, I’d have snuck off too.” 

“Not that you ever would,” Jeff remarked. “You think she’ll call?” 

“She more or less has to if she wants her portrait finished—or us back on the show. She’s got to be mad at herself for allowing herself to lose it like that, last night.” 

“If she remembers half of it,” Jeff chuckled. He sat down at the table and took a sip of his coffee. “You know, I’ve never cared that much for the woman and last night, well it just sort of confirmed my opinion of her, yet…I can’t help feeling sorry for her in some strange way. All that fame, all those people running at her beck and call. What does it bring her really, when she’s obviously so unhappy within herself? That mean streak she displays at the drop of a hat—seems to me she is one sad and lonely woman.” 

Peter was about to agree, when the phone rang. “I’ll get it,” he said, getting up from the table. “Hi, this is Peter.” 
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“Peter, it’s Olivia…” 

“Oh…Hi, Olivia.” 

Jeff ’s eyebrows arched in surprise, and he sat back in his chair to listen to Peter’s half of the conversation. 

“Peter,” Olivia’s voice was husky with emotion. “I can’t begin to tell you how sorry I am for what happened last night. Will you ever forgive me? I don’t know what came over me. If I offended you, believe me, I am abjectly sorry.” 

“Oh, that’s all right Olivia,” Peter said, rolling his eyes at Jeff. “I guess you’d just had one too many. That happens…” 

“I’m so glad you see it that way,” Olivia sighed. “I did have too much to drink on an empty stomach. Silly of me; I should know better at my age.” Her laugh was brittle and nervous. “You’re not mad at me then?” 

“No…” 

“Oh, that’s wonderful,” she gushed. “And please give Eve my apologies too, won’t you?” 

“I will.” 

“So I can expect you on Tuesday for the sitting?” 

“Yes.” 

“Wonderful. I so look forward to our time together, you know.” A pause. 

“By the way, the guy who was your bartender…” 

“Luke?” 

“Right. Do you have his phone number handy? A friend of mine can use him next Saturday.” 

“Sure, I’ll get it for you. Hang on.” Peter picked up the number Luke had left him the night before and recited it to Olivia. 

“Thanks Peter,” she said. “Please say hello to Jeff and tell him I am so sorry—and tell him I will make all that up to him soon. I still want to take you guys out to dinner.” 

“Okay, Olivia. I’ll see you on Tuesday. Bye.” 

Jeff looked at him over the top of his coffee cup. “Well?” 

“Oh, she apologized, of course. Sounded as sincere as we’d expect, which is not at all.” Peter shrugged and poured himself another cup of coffee. “She’s anxious to have the portrait finished, I guess. Then she asked for Luke’s number.” 

“Yeah…What’s that about, d’you suppose?” 

“She said someone she knows needs a bartender on Saturday.” 

“There must be hundreds of able bartenders in LA,” Jeff said. “Methinks Miss Olivia has something else in mind for young Luke.” 
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“Mmm, I did see some looks going on between them last night.” Peter shook his head. “Boy, Olivia could make mincemeat out of him in no time. 

He’s hardly in her league.” 

“Whatever league that is,” Jeff laughed. “He’s probably used to drunks hitting on him.” 

“She said she’s going to make it all up to you. She wants to take you out for your birthday.” 

“I’d rather she didn’t,” Jeff said firmly. “Once this darned show is over with, I don’t think I’ll care if I never see her again. She’s way too much hard work.” 

“Yeah, well like you, I’ll be glad when this is all over. By the way,” Peter glanced around. “Have you seen my camera? I was looking for it earlier and couldn’t find it.” 

“Did you check outside?” 

“Uh huh. It’s not out there. Last time I remember seeing it was when Luke took that group photo.” 

“Well, if we don’t find it, you can call him and ask him if he remembers where he put it.” 

“Right. Maybe Mom picked it up when she was clearing up out there last night. I’ll ask her later.” 



“Well, that’s done,” Olivia muttered to herself, putting the phone down. She looked at the phone number she had scrawled on her desk pad. Brenda would be back in a few minutes with the itinerary for the day—she’d just have time to make a quick call. Quickly, she punched in the numbers and listened to the first three rings, tapping her fingers impatiently on her dressing table. 

“Hello?” Luke’s muffled voice sounded as if he were underneath a pile of blankets. 

“Sorry doll, did I wake you?” 

“Who’s this?” 

“Olivia Winters.” 

“Right.” Luke sounded disgusted. “Who the hell is this?” 

Olivia laughed gaily. “It’s me cowboy, from last night. Remember? You and I have some unfinished business to attend to.” 

There was a moment’s silence on the other end…then he asked; “Is this a joke?” 
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“No joke, big boy. Listen, I have a job for you. Let me fill you in, then we can arrange a meeting.” 

“Okay.” Luke sounded much more awake now. “What kind of job?” 

“I need a bodyguard.” Olivia gave a throaty laugh. “From what I remember, I think you’d fit the bill just nicely. You up for it?” 

Luke gave what he hoped was a sexy chuckle. “Oh, I’m up for it all right.” 

“That’s what I thought. Listen I’m at the studio…” 

“On a Sunday?” 

“Yes, on a Sunday. I have a tight schedule this week, so we had to take care of some pre-shoots today. I should be through around five. Here’s my address—got a pen handy?” 

“Sure, wait a second…Okay, shoot.” 

Olivia gave him her Beverly Hills address and directions. “Be there around six. We can…talk, get better acquainted and I can fill you in with the details then. OK?” 

“I’m your man,” Luke said, almost unable to contain his excitement. 

“That’s what I like to hear,” Olivia purred. “See you later.” 

“Yes!” Luke bounded from his bed with a cry of triumph. This day had suddenly become much more meaningful. He was going to be Olivia Winters’

bodyguard! 

Wow, he thought, as he made his way to the bathroom, this had to mean he’d be living in Beverly Hills, going to all the glittering functions she would attend. He’d be there with her, just a few feet away from all the celebrities and moneymakers in Hollywood. He’d get to meet beautiful women—lots and lots of them. He grinned at his reflection in the bathroom mirror, giving himself a critical inspection. 

“You look good kid,” he said aloud, admiring what he saw. He flexed his arms, watching with satisfaction the muscles that rippled beneath his smooth, tanned skin. A couple of hours in the gym and some sun time before he went up to LA for his interview, would make him look pretty spectacular. He ran his fingers through his sun-bleached hair, spiking it up a little. “Yep, you’ll do just fine.” 

He sauntered back into his bedroom and hunted around for his gym bag, pausing for a moment as his eyes fell on the camera he’d purloined the night before. Picking it up, he looked at it with a self-satisfied grin. This baby contained quite a few photographs he had taken, unseen by anyone, during Olivia’s drunken exhibition. Everyone had been so concerned with her actions J.P. Bowie
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that no one had noticed him picking up Peter’s camera and snapping a few

‘souvenirs’ for himself. 

Well, maybe now he wouldn’t have to use them for the original purpose he had stolen the camera. If all worked out well, he’d forget the notion of selling them to the tabloid willing to pay the highest price for pictures of the famous Miss Winters, sprawled out dead drunk on the ground, and subsequently being carried upstairs to sleep it off. He’d keep them though, as a kind of insurance against bad times. Still, if he played his cards right here, he just might be in the juice for a long time. 

Whistling happily, he slipped on a pair of shorts and a tank top, picked up his gym bag and headed for the door. Today was going to be  very interesting. 



c h a p t e r   4

s

Winfred Owen frowned as she looked down from her balcony and saw the man walking through the communal gardens below her. This was the second; no third  time she’d seen him in the last week or so. Winifred knew he didn’t live in the building—he looked like a vagrant or something in that ugly coat—and on such a beautiful day. How had he gotten in? How had he managed to circum-vent the security gates that led to the peaceful arbor she loved to sit in? There was no way she was going down there while this interloper was around. 

Grabbing her phone, she punched in the number for security. “Security? 

That guy’s here again. You need to be more on the ball. Please get him out of here.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” came the gruff reply. “We’re on it.” 

“Hurry, please.” She put the phone down then walking back out onto her balcony, she peered down into the lush grounds below. “No sign of him,” she muttered. “Thank goodness…” Her gaze was distracted as she glimpsed a long black limousine pulling around to the front of the building. 

There she is, she thought. Miss Olivia ‘I’m too good to talk to you ’cause I’m a star’ Winters. Shaking her head, she walked back into her living room, closing the sliding glass door behind her. She was still smarting from her first encounter with ‘the Dragon Lady upstairs’, as she now referred to Olivia. 

On the day Olivia had moved in, Winfred had tried to give her a neighbor’s welcome and tell her how much she enjoyed the ‘Olivia Winters Hour’. She’d been snubbed, first by some blond bimbo named Brenda, then by the great star herself. 

Didn’t they know who she was for gosh-sakes? Winifred Owen, star of many a feature film of the forties and fifties? Some not very good films, to be
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sure—but nevertheless, she’d been as big a star as Debra Paget and Julie Adams. She had written to Olivia, what she construed as a very civil letter, considering the circumstances, reminding her of this fact and saying she would be glad to appear on her show anytime Olivia might want to do a Hollywood ret-rospect. 

The answer had been total silence. It confirmed Winfred’s opinion that Olivia had no class, an opinion that was reaffirmed each time Winifred would accidentally bump into Olivia either in the lobby or the elevator. Olivia had been heard to remark, on more than one occasion, how she just hated having to share the elevator with the other occupants of the building, and why hadn’t they thought of putting in a private elevator for the penthouse owner’s exclusive use? It had taken every vestige of her self-control for Winifred not to give vent to a caustic remark or two of her own—something she was very capable of at times. 

Despite that, she had tuned into the show every now and then, and had been kind of intrigued by the two fellows from Laguna Beach—the artist and the private investigator. The dark-haired one, Jeff—so cute, she thought. So like Eduardo in many ways and the other one, the artist—just like her brother, Christopher. Winifred reckoned they had brought some much-needed class to the show. They were intelligent, amusing, good talkers—and so they were gay—so what? Christopher and Eduardo had been too. Oh, of course, she’d been mad when she discovered what was going on between them. She’d been so in love with Eduardo, but after they had confessed their love for each other—and for her, she’d forgiven them. They’d had a wonderful life until that awful skiing accident. Eduardo had been killed instantly and Christopher had languished in a hospital bed for weeks before he died, never knowing his lover had gone before him. 

Winfred sighed as those memories filled her mind like a black cloud. She’d had so much pain in her life. Losing all the men she loved, becoming too old for the ingénue roles she’d become type-cast playing and now, coming to the bitter realization that some two-bit daytime celebrity would not even give her the time of day. 

“Oh well,” she muttered, walking back out to her balcony. “Those are the breaks…” 

She looked down from her second-floor vantage point and was relieved to see the security guard patrolling the grounds. She could relax again, knowing her call had been heeded and that order had been restored in her world. 
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Olivia dashed through her living room yelling for Joyce at the top of her lungs. 

“Yes, ma’am?” Joyce darted into the room, giving her white starched apron a nervous twist. 

“Run my bath, pronto.” Olivia gave the pretty girl a cursory glance. “And lay out my lavender negligee…then get lost. I’m expecting company. Take the night off—go see a movie or somethin’. Get that loser boyfriend of yours to spend some money on you.” 

“Yes ma’am. Will you need anything else before I go?” 

“Uh uh, just hurry with the bath.” 

Joyce walked into the master bathroom and turned on the bath faucets full blast. She selected what she knew to be Olivia’s favorite bubble bath oil and poured it in. Then she went over to the dressing table and opened some of the bottles from the array of face and body lotions. With the kind of care only harsh criticism can produce, she laid out the make-up she knew Olivia would need, placing the lip-gloss and some tissues to the right hand side of the table. 

There, she thought. The old cow has everything she needs. 

She walked back to the tub and looked down into the scented bubbling water. For a moment she imagined herself, as she had done so many times since she had come to this job, grabbing her employer by the hair and forcing her head under the water. 

How dare she talk of Larry that way? Larry wasn’t a loser. He had a really good job as a sound technician on Olivia’s show. That’s how she’d gotten the job as Olivia’s maid, although personal assistant had been the job title when Joyce first started working for Olivia. 

Joyce had envisaged a job where she would answer the phone; take care of correspondence—that kind of thing. She had never dreamed she would end up being more or less Olivia’s  servant. But that’s what had happened over the months she had been in the woman’s employ. She had whined about it to Larry but he was not in a position to do anything about it. He’d suggested she quit, but Joyce knew she couldn’t make the kind of money Olivia was paying her anywhere else, so she’d decided to stay and bite the bullet. She could save a lot of money and then, when she and Larry married, she could tell the bitch to go to hell. 

“Is that bath ready yet?” 
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Joyce jumped a little as Olivia’s brittle voice jarred her nerves. “Yes ma’am. 

Shall I go now?” 

“Put out some warm towels, then beat it. Be back around ten or so.” 

Joyce gave the practiced little bob Olivia had insisted she do each time, before she left Olivia’s presence. 

“Just like you used to see those black maids do in the movies,” Olivia had told a couple of close friends. “Now, I’ve got a white maid curtsying to  me.” 

Olivia watched the young girl leave, and then stepped into the tub. She lay for a while luxuriating in the soft scented bubbles, letting the vestiges of her hangover and the stress of the long day at the studio gently ebb away. She closed her eyes and tried to empty her mind of all the petty annoyances that seemed to build up around her—all the decisions she had to make. What the hell did she employ all those people for if they couldn’t take the initiative sometimes? 

No, no Olivia, she thought with a little smile. Don’t get grouchy…in about fifteen minutes you’ll have a very edible piece of manhood come a-knocking at your door. He don’t know it yet, but he will have the best lay of his life—enough to blow his little cotton socks off. She giggled at the thought, then rose from the water and gently patted herself dry. Uh-huh! That young buck was in for the time of his life. 

After her toilet had been completed and she had slipped into the negligee of diaphanous lavender silk, she went to the bar and removed a bottle of chilled champagne from the fridge. Just then, the doorbell chimed, and with a little smile Olivia set the bottle on the bar top and glided to the door. 

Luke could not suppress a small gasp as a sultry Olivia stood before him, framed in the doorway, looking like almost every young man’s dream come true. 

“Wow,” was all he could say. “Wow.” 

“Wow yourself,” Olivia chuckled. “Come on in, cowboy.” 

Luke walked in, looking around him with awe. “W…” he stopped himself from uttering another wow, fearing he would appear too gauche. Olivia, however, seemed delighted. 

“You have a beautiful place, Miss Winters,” Luke managed at last. 

“And you have a beautiful ass,” Olivia said, leering at him. “Come on over here, bartender, and make yourself useful.” She pushed the bottle of champagne toward him. Luke, blushing, grabbed the bottle and twisted off the cork. 
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He poured the champagne into the two glasses Olivia indicated. She raised her glass to her lips, looking at him over the rim. 

“Here’s to you, cowboy,” she murmured, before taking a long slow sip, her eyes locked on his. Luke’s hand trembled with excitement as he raised his own glass. God, she is one beautiful woman, he thought, feeling his arousal build inside his tight Levi’s—and she really seems to like me…what a break! Feeling a little bolder, he smiled into her eyes as she took a step nearer him. He could smell the heady scent of jasmine on her skin as her fingers brushed his face with the lightest of touches. 

“Miss Winters…” he gasped, wanting to take her in his arms, yet nervous of making the first move. 

“Olivia,” she murmured, her lips close to his cheek. 

Luke groaned, his resolve gone. He set his glass down on the bar and pulled Olivia into his arms, his mouth seeking hers. He felt her full sensuous lips part beneath his, the sensation of her tongue darting into his mouth setting his senses on fire. Luke held her fast in his arms, while Olivia reveled in the feel of his hard, muscular body against her own and the heat of his skin on hers. 

“Slow down, baby,” she murmured in his ear. “Let’s not rush things…” She disengaged herself from his embrace, took his hand and led him to the master bedroom. Luke again stared about him in awe at the sumptuousness of the vast room. Hell, he thought, you could fit his entire apartment complex into this one room. Olivia was tugging at his shirt and he gladly shucked it off, flexing his amazing muscles for her benefit. She cooed gently against his chest, her tongue teasing his nipple, while her hands worked at unbuckling the belt from around his slim waist. He let her take the lead, falling back onto the bed as she pulled off his jeans releasing his erection for her to admire. She stood looking down at him for a moment, a little smile playing around her lips. At first, he thought she was laughing at him and he bridled slightly—then she was upon him, devouring him, her mouth and hands seemingly everywhere at once. 

Never had he experienced such a physical onslaught, and he gasped as her lips and tongue brought him to the brink of orgasm. 

“W…wait,” he muttered, pulling her head away from his throbbing cock. 

Jesus, he thought, she’s like a madwoman. He pulled her down on top of himself and held her fast in his arms, then he rolled her over onto her back. She gazed up at him, her eyes blazing with desire. 

“Fuck me,” she said, her voice thick and sensual. “Fuck me, Luke. Make me feel whole again.” Her hand guided him in, her legs wound around his slim J.P. Bowie
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hips as they began their rhythmic ritual. “Ah yes,” she cried against his shoulder. “Take me, cowboy…fill me up…” 

Afterward, as they lay spent in each other’s arms, Luke dozed off while Olivia lay gazing up at the bedroom ceiling. Not bad, she thought, not bad for a first time. He needs some refining. He’s no Brad Kingman, that’s for sure, but he’ll do—for a while. The corners of her mouth lifted in a lazy smile as she thought of just what she could teach him. Once she was through, he’d be doing things he never dreamed possible—never in his wildest imaginings. 



Peter pulled his Corvette into the assigned guest parking outside Olivia’s building and, after a deep sigh of resignation, climbed out of the car. It had been two days since the debacle at Jeff ’s birthday party, and despite her apology, he was not looking forward to seeing Olivia again. 

Still, at the moment he had no choice. Two more sittings were required for the portrait and then, the final shooting of the show. At least the camera crew would be there today, so he could avoid having to listen to any kind of deep confessions of contrition from Olivia—should she feel so inclined. Of course, Peter still felt that Olivia really didn’t give a rat’s ass about what had happened at the party, or for what she had called him. Somehow, he knew that just wasn’t really part of her character. 

As he stood patiently waiting for the elevator, he became aware of a presence at his elbow. Looking round, he saw a sweet-faced older lady gazing at him, a little smile working at her lips. 

“Hello,” Peter said, returning her smile. 

She looked up at him, coyly. “You’re the artist, aren’t you? The one on  her show.” 

Peter nodded. “Peter Brandon.” He held out his hand, which she touched with tiny, gloved fingers. 

“I’m Winifred Owen.” This was said as if Peter should immediately know the name. “I live below Miss Winters. We don’t speak though…She’s not what you’d call neighborly.” 

Peter could quite believe that. The elevator door opened and he stepped aside to let Winifred precede him. 

“Thank you,” she murmured. “Nice to meet a gentleman. So rare these days.” She winked at him. “I like your friend…Jeff, is it?” 

“That’s right.” Peter grinned. “I like him too.” 
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“I could tell. You both remind me of my brother and his friend…when they were alive. They were very close…” She paused as the elevator stopped at the second floor. “This is where I live. Would you like to come in for a moment? I’d like to show you their picture.” 

Peter glanced at his watch. “I am a little early—so sure, just for a minute.” 

“Oh good,” Winifred said, almost skipping out of the elevator. “I’m right here.” She indicated the door to the right, and handed him the key. He opened the door and she ushered him in, tugging lightly at his arm. 

Inside, Peter looked in amazement at the myriad of framed photographs that covered every wall. “What an incredible collection,” he said, gazing around him. Some of the faces appeared familiar, some not. 

“My friends,” Winifred said with pride. “All the years I was at Silver Screen Productions I got a photo from everyone I ever worked with—and some I didn’t,” she added, giggling. “See, there’s Rock and Tab and Bill Holden—so wonderful to work with—all of them—so much fun.” She pointed to a photograph of one of the many beautiful men and women. “That’s me there.” 

Peter took a closer look at the image of a young and pretty Winifred, wearing a one-piece bathing suit, her smile vivacious, her arm around the waist of a handsome young man. 

“That’s Rob Francis,” she explained. “He was my favorite of them all—such a gentleman. He would have been a great actor if only he had lived.” 

“What happened to him?” 

“He died doing one of his own stunts. He loved to do the dangerous stuff himself…said it made him feel worthy, somehow. His luck just ran out on him that day, though.” Winifred looked at Peter, wiping a tear from her eye. “I still have a hard time realizing he’s not around. He was so vibrant, so alive.” 

“You were close…?” 

“Mmm…we were teamed by the studio to be seen out on dates. Rob was so good-looking, some of the bosses said he looked gay, so he needed to be seen with a girl on his arm.” 

“Was  he gay?” 

“No. At least not with me.” She giggled again, her good humor returning. 

“We were very naughty you see. When we were working together, I would spend a lot of time in his trailer.” Her eyes sparkled at the memory. “He was so wonderful…” 

Peter realized he could spend a lot of time here, listening to Winifred remi-niscing, but Olivia would not take kindly to his being late. “Sorry, Miss Owen,” 

he said. “I must be going…” 
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“Oh, of course,” Winifred pouted. “Can’t keep the Dragon Lady waiting.” 

Peter chuckled. “You were going to show me a picture of your brother…” 

“Yes, he’s right here. He and Eduardo.” She handed him a gold metal-framed photograph of two young men smiling happily for the camera. Winifred had said he and Jeff reminded her of her brother and his friend, but apart from the fact that one was fair and the other dark haired, he could not see any resemblance. 

Almost as if she had read his mind, Winifred said; “It’s not as though you and your friend look like them so much, it’s just that your obvious happiness reminded me of the good days when  we were all so happy together.” 

“Were they in movies too?” 

“Eduardo was a stunt man and Chris, my brother, a sound technician. I was dating Eduardo and introduced them.” She took the picture from Peter’s hand and looked at it fondly. “I can still see the look on their faces as they shook hands. It was as if I had just disappeared. They had fallen in love right in front of me.” 

“How did you feel about that? Didn’t you say you and Eduardo were dating?” 

“Oh yes, but in those days lots of gay men dated women. Peer pressure and all that.” She gave a little laugh. “From what I read in the tabloids some of them still do… Anyhoo, that was the start of it, and they were together till the day they died.” 

“What happened?” 

“A skiing accident,” she replied, her voice suddenly bitter. “A stupid, stupid accident that should never have happened. But at least they had many good years together. I hope you and your friend are as happy as they were.” 

“Thank you,” Peter murmured, touched by the woman’s sincerity. “Jeff and I are very happy.” 

“I know.” She smiled up at him. “Now, I mustn’t keep you any longer, or that woman’s rage will be terrible.” 

Peter laughed and gave her a gentle hug. “It’s been a pleasure, Miss Owen. 

You’ve brightened my day considerably.” 

“It’s Winifred…and you must visit me again. Please bring Jeff—I would love to meet him too.” 

“I will,” Peter assured her as he left. 

Olivia’s penthouse was a sea of activity when Joyce ushered him into the living room. 
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“There you are!” Olivia stood in the center of the room, looking peeved. “I thought you had forgotten our appointment.” 

“Of course I wouldn’t forget,” Peter said, with an engaging smile. “I’m only a few minutes late.” 

She came forward and embraced him. “Was traffic awful?” 

“Not too bad. I ran into a neighbor of yours, and we chatted for a few minutes.” 

“Oh?” Olivia’s eyes narrowed. “Who would that be?” 

“Winifred Owen. She had seen me and Jeff on your show and…” 

“Oh… her.” Olivia’s mouth turned down with distaste. “That old bag is a pain in the butt.” 

“She seemed very nice…” 

“She’s typical of all the old has-beens that infest this town,” Olivia ranted. 

“She had the nerve to think I could be bothered listening to her boring tales of when she was a star. Huh, some star. She made a few B-movies back in the fifties that aren’t even shown on late night television anymore, for God’s sake. 

Those people get up my nose.” 

Peter had become uncomfortably aware that several members of the camera crew had stopped their work and were staring at Olivia as she gave vent. What a shrew, he thought, turning away and walking over to his easel to prepare for the sitting. Boy, would he be glad when this was all over. 

“So, what’s the deal here?” Olivia snapped at the technicians. “Let’s get this show on the road.” She sat down on the divan and glared around the room. 

“Joyce, get me some water, pronto. You need anything, Peter?” 

“No thanks.” 

“Jeff couldn’t make it?” 

“I’m sorry?” 

“You said he’d come up next time so we could celebrate his birthday.” 

“Oh that. Well, we figured as you had come to the party—that would be it.” 

“So, he hasn’t forgiven me.” 

“Nothing like that, Olivia. He and Nick are pretty busy right now. That’s all.” 

One of the cameramen tapped him on the shoulder. “Uh…Peter, we’d like to get a close up of your brushwork as you apply the paint. It’ll mean you have to be really still. Is that OK?” 

“Of course.” Peter smiled at him. “Just say when.” 
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“I was thinking…” Olivia’s voice cut in. “When we come back down to Laguna for the final shoot, I’d like to have Emily there with you guys. You think the brother could make it too?” 

“I really don’t know, Olivia.” Peter wasn’t about to commit either one of his friends without asking them first. “I’m seeing Emily tomorrow, as a matter of fact. I can ask her then.” 

“Do that. I think they’d add something to the story.” 

“They really don’t like talking about what happened,” Peter said. “They’ve tried to put all that behind them.” 

“Yeah, yeah. But it’s the human tragedy aspect…people lap it up. ‘Specially when there’s a happy ending.” Her laugh was almost a cackle. “Everyone loves a fucking happy ending.” 

“Okay, Peter…” The cameraman was at his shoulder. “Just hold it steady there for a moment, right there on her upper lip. Good, good…now continue the brush stroke…excellent. Thanks Peter.” He turned to the rest of the crew. 

“Okay guys, we’re done. Let’s leave the artist in peace.” He nodded to Olivia who looked at him without expression. 

“Those guys,” she sighed after the crew had packed up and left. “They think the world revolves around them.” 

“Well, they do work in a pretty specialized field,” Peter said. “Without their expertise, where would you be?” 

Olivia snorted. “Hell, you work at something long enough, you’re bound to get it right eventually.” 

Peter worked in silence for a time, trying not to let Olivia’s petty attitude spoil his concentration. It was obvious she was not about to give credit where it was due. He wondered if she ever did. In true diva fashion, it seemed she thought only of herself—how she would look and sound out there—and, to a certain extent, Peter could understand some of it. After all, it was Olivia who had to maintain the illusion of the beautiful and vivacious woman who appeared before millions of people, five days a week. People who, for the most part, were not interested in those behind the camera. The years of training and working in a highly competitive field meant very little to the masses. Most understood only what they could see from the comfort of their barca-loungers. 

“So, is Jeff still pissed at me?” Olivia was not about to let the subject drop. 

“No Olivia, he’s not pissed at you,” Peter replied, somewhat absently as he concentrated on the portrait. 

“But he didn’t want to come up with you.” 
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Peter sighed and put down his brush. “Look Olivia, I told you he is very busy. He can’t just drop things and run around with me. I learned that a long time ago. Also, he is not one to harbor a grudge. You apologized; that’s enough for him.” 

“Well, if you’re sure…” She paused as Luke walked into the room. “Hey baby,” she cooed. “You guys know each other, right?” 

Peter stiffened with surprise at seeing Luke there. His eyes widened as the young man strolled over to where Olivia reclined, planted a kiss on her lips, then turned and grinned at Peter. 

“Hey Pete…” He walked toward him with a cocky swagger and held out his hand for Peter to shake. “Nice seein’ you again.” 

“Likewise,” Peter said, shaking the proffered hand. “What brings you up to LA?” he asked pointedly. 

“I’m working for Olivia now,” Luke said, unable to hide the smugness in his voice. 

“He’s my big and brave bodyguard,” Olivia said, rising from the divan. 

“Brenda seemed to think I needed one, what with all the threatening letters I’ve been getting lately.” 

“You’ve been threatened?” Peter asked with interest. 

Olivia’s laugh was brittle. “Some kook who thinks I shouldn’t be interviewing the likes of you, sweetie. A religious nut from all accounts. Brenda didn’t like the tone of the last letter, so she suggested we hire protection—and who better than Mr. Atlas here?” 

Peter had to admit to himself that Luke looked pretty imposing. He was a picture of health and muscularity, his bulging biceps and well-developed pec-torals revealed to great effect by the thin cotton of his tight polo shirt. Too much for my taste, Peter thought, but definitely a candidate for the cover of a muscle magazine. 

“Thanks for hiring me for your party,” Luke said with a sunny smile. “I never would have met this lovely lady if it hadn’t been for you.” 

Peter wondered if Luke would still be saying that as time went by. 

“Listen Peter,” Olivia said. “I was thinking about those letters—I think I’d like Jeff to do some investigating into this. Would you ask him if he’d take this on, honey?” 

“Wait a minute,” Luke protested. “I’m the one who should be checkin’ this out…” 
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“Sweetie…” Olivia sighed with impatience. “Jeff is a private investigator. He and his partner…What’s his name—the good lookin’ dude with the sourpuss…?” She looked at Peter for clarification. 

“Uh, Nick?” he offered, trying not to chuckle. Wait till he told Jeff this one! 

“Nick, that’s him.” She turned back to Luke. “They’re private detectives, sugar—they were both  cops  for Chrissakes. A week ago you were a bartender. 

Who died and made you Sherlock Holmes…Hello?” 

Luke flushed angrily. “I just want to look after you.” 

“And you will, honey, you will,” Olivia said, her voice a provocative purr. 

“Believe me, you will.” 

“I should be going,” Peter said, feeling a surge of unease envelope him. 

Without bothering to clean his brushes, he threw them into his case and snapped it shut. “Well…” he managed a watery smile. “I’ll be back for the last session next week, Olivia.” 

“You bet—and don’t forget to ask Jeff if he’ll help me out here,” Olivia reminded him, as she kissed his cheek. “I’d feel safer knowing he was ‘on the case’, so to speak.” 

“I’ll have him call you,” Peter told her, heading for the door. “Bye.” 



c h a p t e r   5

s

On his way back to Laguna, Peter called Jeff on his cell phone to let him know what Olivia had asked. He winced as he heard Jeff ’s groan. 

“I’m sorry. She kind of took me by surprise when she asked if you’d consider handling it.” 

“That’s OK,” Jeff chuckled. “Your penance will be exacted later.” 

“Anything you want, O Master,” Peter said, his good humor returning under the salve of Jeff ’s warm reassurance. 

“Maybe I’ll let Nick handle it.” 

Peter giggled. “She thinks he’s a sour-puss.” 

“She said that?” Jeff ’s laugh was infectious. 

“Well, she did say, ‘the good-looking sour-puss’.” 

“Oh well then, he’s a shoo-in for her favor.” 

“I seem to recall he was totally unimpressed by her, at your party.” 

“All the better—he’ll cut through the bull-shit without any trouble. I’m beginning to think this is a great idea of mine.” 

“By the way,” Peter said. “Guess who was at Olivia’s pad today?” 

“Uh, Genghis Khan? Saddam Hussein? George W. Bush?” 

Peter laughed. “No…Luke!” 

“Luke who?” 

“Luke, the bartender—at your birthday party.” 

“That Luke?” 

“That Luke.” 

“Did you ask him if he has your camera?” 

“What?” 

“Your camera, Peter. Remember, the one we haven’t seen since the party?” 

- 52 -
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“Jeez, I forgot all about that. No, I didn’t ask him.” 

“What was Luke doing there?” 

“Olivia’s hired him as her bodyguard.” 

“Because of the threatening letters?” 

“Uh huh. Her manager, Brenda, is apparently paranoid about them.” 

“Has she been in touch with the police?” 

“Yeah. They’ve got the letters…said they’d investigate.” 

“Mmm…” Jeff was silent for a moment, then he said, “Maybe I’ll give Joe French a call, see if he can find out who’s handling it. Anyway, why don’t you drop by the office on your way home? Nick said Eric’s meeting him here. The four of us could grab some dinner.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Peter agreed happily. “I’ll see you in about a half-hour.” 

Jeff looked up from his desk as Nick, his partner, strode into the office. Nick waved the pile of papers he was carrying and flung himself into his chair. “That Monica,” he moaned. “She is way too efficient. Fire her and hire someone who can’t take messages.” 


Jeff grinned at him. “Keeping you busy, is she?” 

“I’ll say—and she gaily informs me I have additional messages on my voice mail.” 

“Well, at least it keeps you from being bored—that was your contention when I first asked you about being my partner.” 

“How was I to know Orange County was such a hot bed of crime and passion?” Nick chuckled. 

“Behind it’s oh-so-conservative facade,” Jeff intoned with melodramatic flair, “there lurk the secret desires of the profane and the perverse. Tonight, ladies and gentlemen, we will take you behind the closed doors of respectability and show you enough sex and sadism to make your eyeballs combust.” 

Nick laughed at his partner’s antics. “You’ve been around those television people too much.” 

“You’re right about that,” Jeff grumbled. “And if what Peter just told me is any indication, we’ll be around them  way  too much.” 

“Oh yeah? What’s the scoop?” 

“Apparently, Olivia’s been getting threatening letters.” 

“What a surprise,” Nick said, without a smile. “Someone see through all that phoniness?” 
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“According to what she told Peter, the letters have become increasingly threatening over time. They sound like they come from some religious nut, but her manager suggested she hire a bodyguard just in case—and get this—she hired the guy who was our bartender on Saturday.” 

“Mr. Muscles?” 

Jeff nodded. “The same. No doubt he’s built for the job, but he’s just a kid who might be way in over his head.” 

“I seem to recall she spent an inordinate amount of time at the bar.” Nick laughed as he added, “And here I thought it was the booze she wanted.” 

“She was attracted to him, that’s for sure. Even called us later and asked for his phone number. Anyway Nick, I was wondering if you’d consider handling this, if we decide to take it on.” 

“No way!” Nick blurted. “I can’t stand the woman.” 

“I was afraid you’d say that.” Jeff grinned at him. “What if I begged—and reminded you that I came to your rescue in New York when Bransky had a gun on you and…” 

“No fair, Jeff.” Nick looked at him with desperation. “Wait a minute, what about when I saved your ass from that Satanist cult…” 

“Peter saved both our asses, remember?” 

“Yeah,” Nick murmured. “Peter—and Phillip.” He leaned back in his chair. 

“Wow, all of that was so amazing. Okay, you got me. If you really want to pull in your markers, I guess I’ll have to submit to this ignominy.” 

Jeff laughed at his partner’s discomfort. “Forget it,” he chuckled. “I can’t stand to see you look like a whipped cur…you’ll be in tears in a minute. God knows, I can’t bear it when a grown man cries in my presence.” 

“Hey,” Nick said, rallying. “Watch it, buddy. I may be a tad overly sensitive, but I’m still all man.” 

They were still laughing themselves silly when Eric walked into the office. 

“What did I miss?” he asked. 

“Nick was trying to convince me he was all man,” Jeff told him, with a grin. 

“Well, I can attest to that,” Eric said, leering in Nick’s direction. 

“Do tell,” Jeff said, dryly. 

“No don’t,” Nick chuckled. “But thank you Eric, kind sir. I felt for a moment there, that my honor was in question.” 

“How were things at the gallery?” Jeff asked. 

“Pretty quiet.” Eric sat on the edge of Nick’s desk. “Gave me time to bone up on my sparse knowledge of the art world.” 

“Peter says you’re doing really well,” Jeff remarked. 
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“I love it a lot—that makes it easy.” 

Jeff nodded. “Well, your ‘boss’ will be here any minute. I thought we could go for dinner—the four of us.” 

“Sounds great.” Eric said. “Anywhere in particular?’

“I was thinking Cedar’s. We can walk there…Ah, here comes the love of my life now…” 

“Hey, guys.” Peter bounced into the room, and immediately threw himself onto Jeff ’s lap. 

“Jeez,” Jeff grunted. “What did you have for lunch?” 

“‘Scuse me?” Peter protested. “Only the other day, you told me I was sylph-like, remember?” 

“I said that?” Jeff gave him a teasing smile. “Come on—up with you. I’m starving.” 

“Me too.” Nick heaved himself out of his chair. “Lead me to the trough!” 

Over a pre-dinner cocktail, Peter filled them in on the conversation he’d had with Olivia. “Do you think she’s over-reacting? After all, celebrities seem to get this kind of nutty stuff all the time—especially if they’re at all controversial.” 

“So she thinks the letters were a result of you and Jeff being on the show?” 

Nick asked. 

“That’s what she said. One of the letters actually mentions us, not by name, but by profession—artist and private eye.” 

“What jerks,” Eric muttered, his light blue eyes clouding as he gazed at Peter. “Will they never leave us alone? Whatever happened to love thy neighbor? I am so sick and tired of these fanatics trying to break down everything the activists have accomplished in the last few years.” 

“Well, they have a lot of help from those in high places,” Nick said. “And I don’t mean in heaven. The religious right zealots spend a lot of money getting their point across—and an awful lot of politicians have benefited from that.” 

“And a lot of shows have been boycotted on their say-so,” Jeff added. “Olivia doesn’t necessarily have to be threatened physically. She could lose in the ratings if they set their sights on destroying her credibility.” 

Peter sighed unhappily. “I don’t get it. Why do so many people have to be so damned mean? Can’t they just live and let live? Why does it all have to get so ugly?” 

“Well, let’s not get too carried away,” Jeff said. “So far, it’s just some threatening letters. Like you said Peter, celebrities get these all the time. If the police can pinpoint their source, it could be all over very quickly.” 
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“What if the letters weren’t from a religious group at all?” Peter looked at his friends intently. “What if they were just using that kind of language as a cover?” 

“You mean, someone with a personal dislike of Olivia?” Jeff asked. 

“There’s gotta be hundreds of those.” Nick’s tone was decidedly sour. “I can’t see her topping a popularity poll among those who know her well.” 

“Nick is not a fan,” Eric chuckled. 

“Tell me,” Jeff laughed. “He almost wept when I asked him to handle this case if we take it.” 

“Don’t start that again,” Nick huffed. “All I’m saying is, if it involves an ex-friend or someone she works with—or worked with, we could be out there forever trying to find the guilty party. She’s got to have pissed off a lot of people in her time.” 

“I would agree with that,” Peter said. “Only today, I met this sweet old lady who used to be in the movies—she lives in Olivia’s building—and she made no bones about the fact she couldn’t stand Olivia. Then, when I mentioned her to Olivia, I got ‘oh, that old has-been’ or something similar.” He paused for a moment, thinking. “I couldn’t help noticing that when she was ranting on about poor Winifred, the camera crew just stopped dead and stood around kind of glaring at her.” 

“There you go…” Eric slapped the table with the palm of his hand. “Already you’ve got a whole bunch of likely suspects lined up…The religious right, an ageing movie star and a camera crew! This is going to be the TV movie of the week for sure.” 

Later, as they walked back to the office to pick up their cars, Peter remembered Olivia’s idea that Emily and Anthony both appear in the second show. 

“I can’t see Anthony agreeing to it though, can you?” 

“I doubt it,” Jeff replied. “And Emily might be too shy to want to appear on national television.” 

“Olivia wants the human tragedy element, as she calls it.” 

“I just bet she does,” Nick sneered. “That’s so in keeping with her own phi-losophy of caring and compassion.” 

“Oh babe, let it go,” Eric said, tugging Nick’s arm. 

“Sorry,” Nick muttered, putting his arm around Eric’s shoulder. “I just let her get up my nose, I guess.” 

“Well, it can only be Emily’s decision—and Anthony’s,” Jeff said. “Not even Olivia Winter’s can force them onto her show.” 

“You know she’ll try. I’m supposed to ask Emily tomorrow.” 
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“I don’t think you have to worry about Emily being browbeaten into doing something she doesn’t want any part of. That young lady is not a wimp, as we know. As for Anthony, he’ll just tell Olivia to go to hell if she pushes him too hard.” 

“You’re right, as usual. I told Olivia I’d ask them—the rest is up to them.” 

“Exactly. Okay Nick, I’ll see you in the morning. I guess I’ll have to at least call Olivia and talk to her about all this—but I won’t mention your name. I promise.” 

Nick chuckled sheepishly. “You’re never going to let me forget this, are you?” 

“Nope.” 

Eric grinned at them then took Nick’s arm. “C’mon, you. Take me home—and show me that you are indeed, all man!” 

Amid good-natured laughter, the friends bid each other goodnight. 



c h a p t e r   6

s

 I have just read, with anger, a newspaper report stating that Miss Olivia Winters intends to continue with the second part of her show featuring those two men whose lifestyle is, to put it mildly, ungodly. 

 I cannot believe it—has the woman no shame? I must confess that my earlier opinion of her—that she was simply misguided, has now changed. It is obvious to me that she is entirely without scruples of her own—and must be punished. Such indifference to the wishes of her viewers cannot be allowed to go unchallenged. If this horror is allowed to go on unchecked, it may become, due to the apathy of the general public, the norm. 

 I cannot allow such a thing to occur. These perverts must be stamped out—or at least not given the freedom to express themselves in public. That awful show was repeated yesterday—and I had to sit and endure an hour of it, listening to the twaddle they talk—and dare to call it ‘a life experience’. 

 What utter nonsense. Those men think they have endured tragedy and heartbreak. I could tell them about tragedy. When your own children turn against you and accuse their father of vile deeds—and the lies are believed—that is tragedy. 

 When the son you loved above all else throws his perversion in your face and then blames his father for his condition—that is heartbreak. 

 Oh, my darling Anthony—if only you would tell me you have freed yourself of the terrible life you chose, I would forgive you. Yes, even now, despite the sins you have committed with that awful Justin. How could you do this to me? How could you shame me so? But I would forgive you, my darling boy, if you would just tell me your were mistaken and that you would give up this life. I would forgive you…I would forgive you…
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Emily put down her coffee cup and looked at Peter, astonishment in her large blue eyes. “She wants me on your show? But why?” 

Peter grinned at her. “It’s not my show—it’s very much her show, as she would be the first to tell you. Just don’t feel pressured into doing it, if you don’t want to. I told Olivia I’d ask you and Anthony—that’s all.” 

“But what would we do?” 

“It would be pretty informal. She’d talk to you about your life before and after, if you know what I mean.” 

Emily looked dubious. “Oh, I don’t know if I want to rehash all that again. 

And Anthony…he never talks of it. I know he still feels bad about not seeing Mother anymore, so he wouldn’t want to talk about that, for sure.” 

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Peter said. “That she’d dig too deep, I mean. She wants to go for the human aspect of it, or so she said, but I know she likes to go for the drama first.” 

“You mean she’d ask some really searching questions?” 

Peter nodded. 

“Well, I don’t think I can do it.” Emily sighed unhappily. “There is really nothing to be gained from it, is there?” 

“Well, only that it highlights the problem of child abuse within the family structure. That’s probably the aspect Olivia’s looking for…” 

“What does Jeff think?” 

“Lord, you and my mother,” Peter laughed. “Jeff is rapidly becoming ‘the one who knows all’ around here.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry…” Emily said, blushing. “…I just figured you two had talked about it and I was curious to know what he thought. Did I upset you?” 

“No,” Peter replied, still laughing. “I value his opinion highly, you know that. You know he’s worked with abused children for years…?” 

Emily nodded. 

“Well, he said it might give some of those kids hope that there is a better life out there. If they had a chance to listen to you and hear how you have come out of it so well, with Jerry and the kids…how you’ve put it all behind you and have moved on…But, he said it had to be your decision alone—and being the strong-willed person you are, not even Olivia could persuade you if you didn’t want to do it.” 
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“Thank him for his high opinion of me,” Emily chuckled. “Well, I don’t know,” she added. “Maybe I should talk to Jerry first—see what he thinks.” 

“Good idea. Should I call Anthony, or do you want to tell him about this?” 

“I’ll tell him. If he has any questions he can call you.” 

“Okay…” They were interrupted by a wail from the intercom. 

“That’s Sarah,” Emily said, standing up. “Must be feeding time.” 

“Is little Jer still napping?” 

“Yeah, he kept us both up all night with tummy cramps—now he’s out like a light. Jerry was very grumpy when he left for work this morning.” 

Peter winked at her. “Jeff ’s just the same when I keep him up all night.” 



“Jesus H. Christ!” Olivia yelled when Brenda showed her the latest threatening letter. “Doesn’t this prick have anything better to do but plague me with this garbage?” 

“Olivia,” Brenda said, frowning. “You have to take this more serious. This letter is a definite death threat.” 

“Honey, I don’t have time for this. Give the damned thing to the police and let them deal with it.” She paused and thought for a moment. “Make a copy. I want Jeff Stevens to take a look at this. I told Peter to have him call me…Where’s Luke?” 

“I sent him to get us some coffee,” Brenda said with a smug expression. “I don’t think he liked it.” 

“Well, he’s not an errand boy, Brenda.” Her lips stretched in a wicked smile. 

“’Cept when  I want him to be.” 

“So, how is he?” 

“In what capacity exactly?” 

“You know what  capacity  exactly. In the sack, what else?” 

Olivia feigned disdain for a moment then let out a raucous laugh. “He’s got a ways to go in that department.” She lowered her voice a tad. “What’s with these guys that think they’re God’s gift? I mean, he’s cute and all, but he doesn’t have the first clue ’bout pleasuring a woman. I don’t know what he’s been fooling around with, but I’m going to have it’s gonna be hard work getting him up to standard.” 

“Who’s standard would that be?” Brenda asked, smirking

“You know who’s…Anyway, I’ll have my hands full…” 

“How full?” 
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“Oh, pretty full. He’s big in all the right places.” The two women giggled, their heads together. 

“What’s so funny?” Luke was standing in the doorway, holding a cup of coffee in each hand. 

“Why, just girl talk, sugar,” Olivia told him. “Nothin’ you’d be interested in. 

Come and sit your pretty butt next to me, while Brenda gives me the lowdown on the days happenin’s.” 

Luke, with a good-natured smile on his wholesome face, did as he was bid and Olivia draped herself over him, winking at Brenda. 

“Well, like I was saying…” Brenda consulted the list her secretary had printed up earlier. “You have Todd Graham, the writer, on the show—his new book is already making waves, and Renee—she’s gonna talk about her latest breakup.” 

“Jeez,” Olivia muttered. “Can’t these broads pick a man who’ll stay married to ’em.” She leaned against Luke. “Would you marry me, sugar?” 

“In a heartbeat,” Luke answered, his face lighting up. 

Brenda snorted rudely. “I can see the headlines now,” she said with a sneer. 

‘Daytime Diva Marries Penniless Nobody!’ Yeah, like  that’s gonna happen.” 

“Hey, that’s not very nice.” Luke flushed with anger as he glared at Brenda. 

“Oh, don’t kid yourself dearie,” Brenda rasped. “You’re just the flavor of the month.” 

“Brenda,” Olivia demurred. “Don’t put the kid down like that…” 

“I’m not a kid!” Luke exploded. 

“Calm down, sugar.” Olivia stroked Luke’s arm while shaking her head at Brenda. “Brenda’s just joshing with you—aren’t you Brenda, dear?” 

“Mmm, I guess,” her manager said, standing up. “Well, I got things to do.” 

She paused at the door. “Don’t forget what I said about those letters, Olivia.” 

“Oh, I won’t.” Olivia smiled broadly as if an idea had just occurred to her. 

“Let me have the copies when you make ’em.” 

“What letters?” Luke asked, after Brenda had left them alone. 

“Oh, more of the same threatening stuff. Nothin’ I have to worry about with you close by. You’ll take care of me, won’t you cowboy?” 

Luke put his arms around her and pulled her close to his hard body. “Yeah,” 

he said huskily. “And when we find out who’s screwing with you, I’ll make sure he can’t write another letter for a long time.” 

“That’s my boy,” Olivia crooned, fondling his crotch. “Mmm, that’s my big boy.” 
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“Jeff?” Monica, Jeff ’s secretary, buzzed him from the outer office. 

“Yes, Monica?” 

“There’s a Brenda Shapiro on the line for you—says it’s important.” 

“Oh God,” Jeff groaned, recognizing the name. “Okay, I’ll take it.” He put a smile in his voice as he answered. “Hi, Brenda. How are you?” 

“Just fine.” Brenda’s voice, as always, sounded brittle and without warmth. 

“Listen, Olivia wants you to do something about these letters she keeps getting. 

Are you up for it?” 

“I haven’t really given it much thought, Brenda.” Jeff maintained a civil tone despite his dislike for the woman. “I’ve been kind of busy here.” 

“Well,  this  is important!” Brenda rasped. “We’ve received another letter and this time it’s even more threatening than the others. Frankly, I’m worried that this screwball may be planning some kind of hit.” 

“Have you informed the police?” 

“Of course I have,” Brenda snapped. “Miss Winter’s  life is of the utmost importance to me. But she wants to get you involved too…seeing as how you’ve cracked so many cases,” she added, with just a trace of mockery. 

Jeff ignored the woman’s challenging manner. “Look Brenda, like I said, I’m very busy…but, because Olivia has some kind of vested interest in Peter, I will consider taking this on. I’ll need to see the letters and I’ll talk to a friend of mine at LAPD. Can you fax me copies?” 

“Yeah…” Brenda gave him the bored tone. “I’ll get right on it. What’s your number?” 

He gave her his fax number then quickly hung up. This was one case he could live without, he thought, as he put the receiver down. Too bad Nick wasn’t up to taking it on, but he couldn’t blame his partner for wanting to steer clear of Olivia—she was just too much hard work. 

“Why so glum, chum?” Nick stood in front of Jeff ’s desk looking down at him with a half smile on his handsome face. 

“Oh, Olivia’s watchdog was gnawing at my ankles,” Jeff replied. “Wants me to solve the mystery of the anonymous letters they keep getting.” 

“Better you than me,” Nick chuckled. 

“Hey, I haven’t entirely let you off the hook yet, buddy. What’s a partner for, after all?” 

“Come on,” Nick groaned. “You wouldn’t do this to me, would you?’
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Jeff laughed at his friend’s discomfort. “Probably not…” He broke off as Monica entered the office carrying the faxes Brenda had sent. “But let’s take a look at these together, shall we?” 



Olivia, looking as poised and beautiful as ever, smiled warmly at her audience as she accepted their riotous applause. She waited till the noise subsided then welcomed them to the taping of her new show. 

“We’re going to have a lot of fun today, ladies and gentlemen,” she told them, with a wink. She then reeled off the names of her guests, waiting for each celebrity name to get the desired ‘Oohs’ and ‘Aahs’ their individual star status merited. “But first,” she continued, “I want to take a moment for some serious stuff.” She walked to her desk with a stately tread and picked up a sheaf of papers that lay there. 

In the wings, Brenda gasped as she realized what Olivia was about to do. 

“Damn her,” she muttered, under her breath. They had not discussed this…

“I have here some correspondence I would like to share with you,” Olivia was saying. “Y’all probably think that all the mail I get is in the form of fan-mail—and for the most part that is true. However…” She paused for dramatic effect. “These, that I hold here, have been sent by someone who wishes me a great deal of harm.” 

A gasp went up from the audience. 

“I’m afraid it’s true, ladies and gentlemen,” Olivia continued. “Listen to this…‘Unless you refrain from exposing we God-fearing, law-abiding citizens to the depraved lifestyles of some of your guests, I will have no recourse other than to take matters into my own hands. If you will not stop paying lip-service to those whom our Lord has condemned to hell for their sins, you will find yourself punished by His decree.’” 

Olivia looked into the camera. “I say to you, whoever you are,” she said with a quiet drama, “That if you truly served the Lord, you would know that he advocated love for all men and women—and urged us not to judge others, 

‘Lest we too be judged’!” 

Wild applause greeted her statement. 

“I would also like to say that you’re not so damned law-abiding. Or don’t you know it’s a criminal offence to send anonymous threatening letters?” 

More applause. 



 J.P. Bowie

64

Olivia smiled sweetly at the camera. “Your threats, and there are many in these letters I hold, don’t frighten me for one moment. Trying to scare me with phrases like ‘You will suffer the wrath of the children of God’, and ‘Beware of those close to you, for they are of a like mind and will bring you down’—those threats are empty and meaningless. You should know, however, that we have handed these letters over to the police and I have engaged private investigators to find you and bring you to justice.” She cocked her head to one side then said; 

“Now, who should be afraid?” 

“What the hell were you thinking?” Brenda seethed as they sat in Olivia’s dressing room at the end of the segment. “The cops are going to be furious if that airs.” 

“There’s no ‘if ’ Brenda,” Olivia told her. “If you attempt to have that cut, I will personally fire your ass.” 

Brenda ignored the threat. “Are you crazy? I told you Jeff Stevens still hadn’t taken the case—and there you were, telling the audience you have ‘engaged private investigators’. The cops will love that.” 

“Jeff was a cop—he has connections. So has the other one—Nick.” Olivia yawned and stretched languidly. “Stop being such a bore, Brenda. This was the best thing I could have possibly done. Now it’s out in the open. The publicity will be great—and it might just scare off the asshole who’s sending the letters. 

When the show airs next week it just might give him something to think about, when he hears the cops are on it.” 

“I hope you’re right, girl. There’s just so much at risk here. I don’t want the sponsors getting nervous about this.” 

“Are you kidding?” Olivia gave a derisive snort. “They’ll love all the extra media attention. There is no such thing as bad free publicity.” 

“Yeah? Tell that to George Michael.” 

“Stop it, Brenda…” She broke off as Luke entered the room. “Hey, there’s my baby. Come over here and make Mama happy.” 

Luke trotted happily to her side and proceeded to lavish kisses on her neck and shoulders. 

“Christ,” Brenda muttered with distaste. “Can you at least wait till I’m out of here?” 

“You are the party-pooper of all time,” Olivia said, dismissing her manager with a wave. “Don’t forget to call Peter and remind him I want to interview that Emily what’s-her-name, and the brother too, for the show when we’re down there next week.” 
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“I’ll get right on it.” Brenda watched for a moment as Olivia pulled Luke’s head down to her breast and encouraged him to tease her nipple with his lips. 

The two women’s eyes met for a moment, then Brenda looked away from Olivia’s mocking gaze and left the room. 



“So, what d’you think?” 

Nick looked up from the letters Brenda had faxed over. “I think we have two suspects.” 

“My thoughts exactly.” Jeff stood and walked over to Nick’s desk. He perched himself on the edge and looked over Nick’s shoulder at the letter he held. “This one has a woman’s touch,” he said. “The phrasing is feminine.” He pointed to a line in the letter. ‘Such flagrant and cavalier indifference to the sensibilities of your audience is entirely unacceptable’. A man wouldn’t write that, would he?” 

“Not a straight man, anyway.” Nick grinned up at him. “And this one, although the typeset is different, seems to come from the same person. Same terminology.” 

“Right…” Jeff picked up another letter. “While this one…this one’s a lot rougher. ‘You better axe the pansies and homos from your show if you don’t want to burn in hell. God hates fags—and so should you’. Nice.” 

“A woman could write that,” Nick said. 

“But I’m guessing, not the same woman,” Jeff remarked walking back to his desk. “I’ll bet the cops are looking at this the same way.” 

“You heard from Joe yet?” 

“Not yet. I left him a message.” He gazed at the letter in his hand for a moment. “The religious aspect of both sets of letters is interesting. One threatens Olivia with hellfire and damnation…and you have to presume they mean when she dies of old age…while the other suggests a more immediate punishment. ‘I may have to take matters into my own hands’.” 

“Yeah, that’s a definite threat…” Nick mused. “And, if it is a woman writing some of these, she’s the one making the threats.” 



c h a p t e r   7

s

Emily smiled contentedly as she lay on the couch nestled in her husband’s arms. Dinner was over, the kids tucked up for the night, and for the moment at least, they were blessedly quiet. This, she thought, was as good a time as any to broach the subject of whether she should take part in Olivia’s interview with Peter and Jeff next week. Jerry listened quietly as she explained what Peter had told her. 

“Well honey,” he said when she was through, “it has to be your decision. As long as it isn’t going to cause you pain to talk about it that openly, I can’t see any harm in it. It might do some good to others who have suffered in the same way, to hear how well you’ve come through it all.” 

“That’s kind of what Peter said, too. I mentioned it to Anthony and he’s a bit more reticent about it. For one thing, he knows Mother watches that show and he said he’d feel really uncomfortable knowing she’d be watching and listening to him.” 

“That would be difficult,” Jerry agreed. “How do you feel about that aspect of it?” 

“Well, I was never close to her like Anthony. Frankly, after she was so willing to throw me to the wolves when my father was murdered, I tend to put any consideration I ever had for her to the back of my mind.” 

“Can’t say I blame you for that.” Jerry kissed the nape of her neck and hugged her more closely to him. “You know how I feel about the old…uh, about her. I’m just glad she’s not around here to cast her poisonous shadow over Jer and Sarah. I don’t think I’d even want her touching them, ever.” 

Emily sighed. She couldn’t blame Jerry for disliking her mother. He had been the victim of Patricia’s viciousness on more than one occasion, and had
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been appalled by her total lack of concern for both of her daughters’ safety and welfare. 

“So, you wouldn’t mind if I talked to Olivia?” 

“Not if you feel you want to,” Jerry replied. “I know Peter and Jeff won’t allow her to probe into areas you’re uncomfortable with. It’s good they’ll be there with you.” He groaned with impatience as the phone rang. 

“I’ll get it,” Emily said, unwrapping herself from Jerry’s arms. 

“If it’s a cold call, tell them I will sue for interrupting my trying to put the make on you.” 

Giggling, Emily picked up the phone. “Hello?” 

“You sound happy. Am I interrupting something?” 

“Hi, Anthony. Yes, as a matter of fact—and Jerry says he may sue.” 

“Sorry, Sis.” 

“He’s just kidding—I think.” Emily sat down on the couch and leaned back into Jerry’s arms again. “What’s up?” 

“I talked to Justin about that TV thing with Olivia Winters…” 

“Oh yes?” 

“He seems to think it might be a good thing for us to tell our story…you know, encourage other victims of abuse to rebuild their lives—and even be happy.” 

“Yes, Jerry feels the same way…So, I think I’m going to do it.” 

“Okay, then I will too.” He paused for a moment. “It’s just that it’ll be hard knowing Mom will almost for sure see the show.” 

“I know, Anthony, I know. But, it just might help change her mind about everything.” 

“If only I could believe that…Anyway, let Peter know, will you? I won’t keep you from your hubby any longer. Tell him ‘hi’ from me and Justin.” 

“Will do. He says ‘hi’ back. Bye.” 

“Bye, Sis.” 

Emily sighed as she put the phone down. “It just burns me up that Mother has refused to ever see Anthony as long as he’s with Justin. She has to know it broke his heart when she gave him that ultimatum.” 

“But, at least he made the right decision,” Jerry said. “He’s a helluva lot happier with Justin than he would be living alone with your mother, listening to her carping on about how you and Paula destroyed her life.” 

“Can’t argue with that. Justin has been very good for Anthony. He’s opened up a whole new life for him, especially being a part of Justin’s family. He just J.P. Bowie
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raves about how wonderful Justin’s mom is. If only we could have had that same nurturing when we were growing up…” 

Jerry tightened his arms around her. “But now you have your very own loving family around you. We’re going to make up for all the love you should have had.” 

“You already have,” Emily whispered, her lips close to his. 

“And we always will,” Jerry said, kissing her gently. “Little Jer, Sarah and me—your family.” 



The show featuring Olivia’s bombshell announcement aired the day before she was due to meet with Peter and Jeff at their home in Laguna. 

Peter and Eve watched it together in Eve’s apartment as Peter had hired a cleaning crew to go through the house with a fine-tooth comb before the interview scheduled for the next day. 

“Wow,” Peter murmured. “The cops aren’t going to like that one bit. They already asked her to keep it quiet till they had some kind of lead.” 

“How do you know that?” Eve asked, her eyes glued to the TV screen. 

“Jeff talked to Joe French. They shared some ideas about who the writer might be.” 

“Oh yes? Do they have someone in mind?” 

“Not yet.” Peter smiled to himself. He knew he had only half his mother’s attention. “They think it might be Donald Duck.” 

“Really?” Eve’s brow knitted in a slight frown. “Donald who…? Oh Peter!” 

She laughed out loud. “I really was listening.” 

“No, you were not,” Peter chuckled. “But that’s all right. Go right ahead and watch. I’ll shut up and let you enjoy your Olivia fix.” 

They watched the remainder of the show with conversation allowed only in the commercial breaks then Eve switched off the TV. “Well, that was interesting,” she said. “She is so different from the real-life Olivia, isn’t she?” 

“You can say that again. She is, as Jeff so succinctly put it, a ball-buster.” 

“But he’s taking the case?” 

“With reluctance…I think he feels he has to, more or less—you know, with us being caught up in the publicity of the show and everything.” 

“I’m surprised Emily and Anthony agreed to be interviewed.” 

“That just might be a good thing,” Peter said. “They are so darned cute, the pair of them. I’m sure there will be a lot of people out there who will be able to J.P. Bowie
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relate to their experiences, and perhaps, will get some comfort from knowing there can be a good life after the horror.” 

“If only it were true for everyone,” Eve sighed. “Sometimes, when I let myself think of what they went through for all those terrible years…it’s just too awful.” 

“I know…I feel guilty sometimes—my childhood being so different from theirs. Having you and Dad so warm and supportive, no matter what craziness I got involved in. Always there for me…” 

“Your father and I only did what parents should do for their children, Peter.” Eve looked at him with a fond expression. “You were never crazy,” she said, stroking his hair. “But, of course, Phillip kept you on the straight and narrow most of the time.” 

“When I let him,” Peter laughed. They were silent for a moment, each caught up in their own memories of the past. “Anyway, I know I’ve said this before many times, but you are the best mother a guy could have.” He smiled at her with a touch of slyness. “Now, if only you’d make Fred a happy man.” 

“Not again, Peter!” Eve said. “What is this? Do you want me to move out or something?” 

“Lord no, of course not. It’s just that I see you two together, and you  fit somehow. Know what I mean?” 

Eve gave a little sigh. “Yes, I know what you mean and, to be honest, I have given it some thought recently. As a matter of fact, Fred and I talked about it just the other night.” 

“You did? You mean he asked you again and you didn’t actually say no?” 

“I said…give me a little time….” 

“A little time? Fred must be the most patient man in the world,” Peter chuckled. “He’s been courting you for years and years, and has never given up hope. Well, if you want to know what I think…” 

“I know what you think, Peter,” his mother said with a light laugh. “If it were up to you, I’d have been Mrs. Olsen a long time ago.” 

“Darn right you would.” Peter grinned at her. “Don’t keep the poor man waiting too long, Mother. He just might get a roving eye.” 

“Hmm,” Eve mused. “I suppose that is a possibility…” 

“He is an attractive man…” 

“Yes, he is…” 

“Better not keep him waiting…” 

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Peter…” 
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They both laughed together, then Peter leaned over and kissed his mother’s cheek. “I can definitely assure you,” he said, taking her hand. “The married state can be a wonderful thing—with the right guy.” 



Orange County Times

Report by Mark Forrest

Olivia Winters will make her second appearance in Laguna Beach this week when she arrives to tape an upcoming show, which will feature the portrait that local artist Peter Brandon was commissioned to paint of the famous daytime talk show host. Rumor has it that there will be a couple of surprises on this show…



Olivia and her entourage descended upon Peter and Jeff ’s home the following day and turned it into a mess of cameras, lights, and snake-like cables that criss-crossed the entire ground floor, providing neat booby-traps for the unwary visitor. Peter had provided the tour of his studio, sweating under the heat of the television lights, while Olivia had stood, poised and elegant as ever, seemingly entranced by the many canvases that lined the walls. In center place, an easel housed the now finished portrait of Olivia that the camera lens had hovered over with loving attention. 

Now, the living room was being set up for the interview section of the show. 

Emily and Anthony stood nervously side-by-side in a corner of the room watching the proceedings. Eve, seeing them looking so lost, beckoned them into the kitchen. 

“Oh, thank goodness you’re here,” Emily exclaimed, hugging her. 

“Peter told me to look out for you both. Can I get you something to drink…a coke or tea…?” 

Anthony grinned at her. “How about a stiff Scotch and soda?” 

“Later,” Eve laughed with him. “Are you nervous? I would be.” 

“Horribly nervous,” Emily said. 

“Naw,” Anthony chuckled. “I always shake like this.” 

“Oh good, here’s Jeff,” Eve said. “Are they finished up there, dear?” 
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“Yeah, they’re on their way down. Hey, you two.” Jeff hugged them both. 

“Don’t worry,” he whispered. “We won’t let the scary woman get you.” 

One of the crew appeared in the doorway. “We’re ready for you guys. Please come with me.” 

Dutifully, they followed him into the living room and sat where he indicated. 

“Okay, everyone.” Grant Oliver, the director, tapped his board with his pen to gain attention. “Olivia and Peter will come down the stairs from the studio. 

Jeff, you’ll come forward and say, ‘Hi Olivia’ and then introduce Emily and Anthony. We’ll stop there and get you all seated then we’ll start with the interview. Okay, everybody got that?” 

A murmur of assent was heard, the lights flared up and Grant yelled, 

“Action!” 

Jeff watched as Peter and Olivia walked slowly down the stairs. He took Emily’s trembling hand in his own and started toward them. 

“Hi Olivia, I’d like you to meet two dear friends of ours, Emily Lambert and her brother Anthony Hastings.” 

“Oh my,” Olivia cooed, as she shook their hands and the camera zoomed in on them. “Oh, you’re so pretty,” she gushed at Emily. “And my, what a  stud your bro is, honey.” 

“Cut!” Grant yelled. “That was great, Olivia. Okay, everyone take their places for the interview.” 

Peter smiled encouragement at Emily as they walked to where the couch and armchairs had been rearranged for the benefit of camera angles. As they sat down, Olivia turned on her famous charm. 

“Let’s just chat a little before they start the shoot, shall we? It’ll help loosen you up.” She peered at Emily. “You look nervous, honey. Don’t be. Try and think of this as just another visit to your friends.” 

“We don’t usually have all these people running everywhere,” Emily replied, trying to laugh. 

“Eve, honey!” Olivia waved Peter’s mother over. “You should be a part of this, too. Let’s get spontaneous here, Grant. I don’t want this to look stiff and fake.” 

Eve hesitated for a moment until Peter smiled and patted the space on the couch between Jeff and himself. “Come on, Mom. Sit here with us.” He looked at Olivia. “We should have invited Rod and ‘A’ over, too. They always liven things up.” 

“The two old guys I met at your party?” Olivia asked. 
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“They used to be in show business, years ago,” Peter told her. 

Oh great, Olivia thought, keeping her smile in place, another couple of has-beens. That’s all we’d need. 

A sudden commotion behind them made everyone turn round to see what had happened. It was Luke tripping over some camera cables. 

“Quiet!” Grant barked, glaring at Luke who flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and anger at having been yelled at. 

“Sorry,” he mumbled, moving to a corner of the room. 

“Let’s try and keep this as professional as we can, people.” Grant drummed his clipboard with his pen and cast a withering glance at Luke. 

“Okay Grant,” Olivia snapped. “We get the point. Now let’s get on with it shall we?” She waggled her fingers at Luke who gave her a sheepish grin. 

“Right,” she continued. “Let’s go. Peter, how did you meet Emily and Anthony?” 

As Peter began his story, Grant signaled for the cameramen to start rolling. 

Olivia had told him she wanted this as informal as possible, and skillfully she kept the line of questioning going—Jeff being the only one who realized that they were actually being filmed.  Clever, he thought. This way Emily won’t be as intimidated as if they had told them this was a take. 

“…And so,” Peter was saying, “Jerry, Emily’s husband…except at that time, they had only just become engaged, asked me to paint Emily’s portrait. During that time we became friends…” 

Olivia turned her attention to Emily and her brother. With gentle persua-sion, she pulled from them the story of their devastating experiences at the hands of their father, of the years of painful loneliness when they felt there was no one to whom they could turn—not even their mother. 

“I believe you’re still estranged from your mother…is that correct?” Olivia asked. 

Emily nodded. “She could never bring herself to believe that my sister Paula and I were, in fact, the victims of my father’s perversion. She deluded herself into believing that we had seduced him.” 

“Little girls seducing their father?” Olivia assumed a shocked expression. 

“How could any loving mother think such a thing of her daughters?” 

Anthony cleared his throat uncomfortably and Olivia looked at him, a small smile on her lovely lips. 

“Did you want to add something, Anthony?” 

“Yes.” He looked down at his hands clasped in his lap as he spoke. “I think my mother…our mother…went through a terrible time of loneliness and J.P. Bowie
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despair. That she ignored what was going on, I’m sure is hard for most people to understand…but…she had no one to turn to, either. Our father threatened to throw her out of her own home…to publicly humiliate her if she so much as breathed a word of what she knew. She may have made the wrong choices, but…I am sure she regrets that to this day. I still love my mother, despite the fact she has turned her back on all of us…” 

Emily took his hand in hers as he spoke, and Olivia had to fight hard to not let her smile of sympathy turn to one of triumph as she imagined the public’s reaction to this scene. This pretty girl and her handsome brother, holding hands, their eyes glistening with tears of sadness for the lost love of their mother—oh, they would eat it up. Her show’s ratings would climb as never before. This was a slam-dunk! 

“Okay,” Grant was saying, “Let’s take a break, people.” He beamed at Olivia. 

“That was great.” 

“A break?” Peter asked, puzzled. “But we haven’t done anything yet.” 

“Oh yes, we have,” Jeff told him. “We’ve been ‘on’ for the last twenty minutes.” 

“You’re kidding…Olivia?” 

“Jeff ’s the sleuth all right,” Olivia laughed. “I wanted y’all to be as relaxed as possible, so we’ve been rolling since we sat down. Don’t worry,” she added as he frowned. “It’ll be great.” She rose and walked over to where Luke stood waiting for her to give him some attention. 

“Well, what do you make of that?” Peter gasped. 

“Sneaky,” Jeff chuckled. “But effective. You have to admit no one appeared to be nervous or tongue-tied.” 

“You mean the cameras were on the whole time?” Emily asked. 

“Uh huh.” Jeff smiled at her and Anthony. “And you were both terrific. Very real.” 

“Yes, you were,” Eve agreed. “I only hope your mother sees this show and realizes how wrong she’s been. It may very well be the encouragement she needs to get in touch again.” 

“Somehow, I doubt that,” Emily said. “What d’you think, Anthony?” 

“Well, she’ll at least hear we still love her…” 

“No, she’ll hear that  you  love her, Anthony. I could never go that far, after all that’s happened.” 

“I know, Sis. Still, I keep hoping that one day a miracle will occur and she will make amends.” 

“Don’t hold your breath,” Emily said, standing up. “I know I won’t.” 
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Peter stood for a moment by himself, as everyone returned to their places. 

He looked over to where Olivia and Luke were engaged in a display of affection that would have better suited in more private surroundings. Watching them, Peter felt a slight shiver ripple down his back. A feeling of nausea enveloped him as he turned away, heading for the door and some fresh air. 

He hated when this happened. He knew it was a presentiment of danger—but once more, he could not be certain for whom. He breathed a little more easily as the sick feeling passed. Not so bad this time, he thought. Maybe just too much going on, he tried to convince himself. Giving himself a shake, he walked back into the house. 

The rest of the interview went smoothly, despite the fact that now everyone was aware of the cameras being on them. Jeff found himself admiring the skillful way Olivia managed to draw out an answer to even the most loaded question. In spite of his own prejudices, he had to admit Olivia Winters did her job very well indeed. 

Later, as the camera technicians started to pack up their equipment, Olivia cornered him. “Brenda tells me you still haven’t given her an answer about taking on this situation with the threatening letters,” she said, getting straight to the point. “I really could use your help.” 

Jeff wondered how sincere was her tone of entreaty. “I’ve talked to a friend of mine with the LAPD,” he told her. “They don’t have a lot to go on so far. 

Have you had anymore threats since you outed the letter writer?” 

“No, but that only aired yesterday. I expect there will be some repercus-sions.” Her eyes scanned his face, trying to read his reaction. “So, you’ll help me?” 

He nodded. “Yes, Olivia. Nick and I took a good look at the letters Brenda faxed us. Seems to be the work of at least two people. The letters are similar in tone, but some are definitely the work of a more educated person than the others—and probably a woman.” 

“A woman?” Olivia reacted with surprise. “A  woman. It never occurred to me that a woman would write that stuff.” She managed a small smile. “Shows how naive I can be. I had it figured to be some right-wing loon—you know, like a preacher or somebody involved with those family values coalitions.” 

“You could be right,” Jeff agreed. “But there are a lot of women involved in those too. It isn’t a male prerogative to be a bigot.” 

“True…but would a woman actually carry out the threats? It’s one thing to sit at home and write a poison pen letter, and quite another to physically attack J.P. Bowie
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the person you’re writing to. Besides,” she added, as if trying to convince herself, “She isn’t really threatening me with bodily harm. More like hell-fire and eternal damnation.” She laughed as she continued. “I mean, c’mon—who believes in that shit anyway?” 

Her question must have been intended to be rhetorical, as she did not wait for Jeff to answer. Instead she beckoned Brenda over. “Jeff ’s just accepted the job of finding this lunatic who keeps sending those dumb letters. Give him everything he needs.” With that, she turned and strode off toward where Luke stood waiting. 

Brenda shook her head as she watched them walk to a far corner of the room. “She’s just not taking this serious enough,” she said. “It’s going to take something really awful to happen, before she sees this is not just some nut-case playing games.” 

“I think there are two nut-cases involved,” Jeff told her. “The letters seem to have been written by two distinctly different mind-sets,” he continued as Brenda’s face registered surprise. “One wants God to punish her—the other wants to do it him or herself.” 

Brenda groaned. “Oh, Jesus. So what else do you know?” 

“That’s it for now. I’ve asked my friend Joe—he’s with the LAPD—to fill me in on anything he hears from forensics or handwriting specialists. These cases are never easy in the beginning. Most times we have to wait for the perp to make a mistake.” 

“Great,” Brenda moaned. “Well, if I can be of any help, let me know.” 

“Just keep me informed,” Jeff said. “Let me know what fallout you have from yesterday’s show. If any more letters arrive, let me have copies.” 

“You got it.” Brenda turned to leave, then paused. “Hey, you and I got off to a bad start. I’m sorry about that. I’ve just been worried as hell about all this. 

Olivia’s not the easiest person in the world to deal with. She’s stubborn, hard-headed…but, it’s my job to make sure she’s looked after, you know…so, I hope you understand if I come off a bit like a bitch sometimes.” 

Jeff found himself admiring the woman’s honesty. “That’s OK, Brenda. I figured your job to be pretty stressful. You really don’t need all this added aggra-vation.” 

“Ain’t that the truth? Okay Jeff, thanks. I’ll be in touch. Caio.” 

Jeff watched as Olivia made her goodbyes to everyone. He breathed a sigh of relief as she and her entourage departed. Thank God she hadn’t suggested they all go out for dinner or drinks, he thought. He’d had quite enough of Olivia J.P. Bowie
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and her gang to last him a lifetime. He smiled as Emily and Anthony approached him. 

“Jeff,” Anthony said. “I just asked Peter if you’d both like to come up for dinner a week from this Saturday. Justin and I would love for you to see our new home. Emily and Jerry will be there too.” 

“Thanks, Anthony. What’d my ‘better half ’ say?” 

“‘Yes, but you’d better ask Jeff.’” 

“He knows to defer to me in all things, of course,” Jeff said, laughing. 

“Sounds great Anthony. We’ll look forward to it.” 

“Terrific,” Anthony said with enthusiasm. “And don’t worry, Justin’s a really good cook. Not like me…I can’t even fry an egg.” 

“Time you learned,” his sister kidded him. 

Anthony grinned at her. “Well, I pull my weight—and keep him happy in other ways, you know.” 

“Too much information,” Emily laughed. “Okay, we’d better get out of here. 

These guys have put up with enough commotion for one day.” 

“Right.” Anthony gave Jeff a hug. “See you next Saturday.” 

“You bet. Tell Justin ‘hi’.” 

“Will do. Hey Peter, we’re leaving…” 

“Okay guys.” Peter rushed over to hug them both goodbye. Eve walked them to the door, while Peter and Jeff began straightening the room. 

“Did she say when this epic would air?” Jeff asked. 

“Yeah…next Tuesday, unless there are editing problems. But they seemed pretty happy with everything.” 

“They should be. Those kids were great. I can’t imagine anyone not being totally moved by their stories. Even though I knew all about it, I felt myself getting choked up listening to them both. Hell…how could old man Hastings have been that evil?” 

“It is unbelievable, isn’t it? Thank God they’ve come through it all so well. 

They both seem to be very happy these days.” 

“Long may it last…” Jeff smiled at Eve as she came into the room. “We were just saying how well Emily and Anthony did today.” 

“Didn’t they? But I think Anthony’s very concerned about what his mother will think if she sees the show.” 

“The old bat should call him and beg his forgiveness, if you ask me,” Peter said, helping Jeff push the couch back into its former position. “As if he hadn’t suffered enough, she has to try and spoil his happiness with Justin, out of sheer spite.” 
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“She must be a very unhappy person herself,” Eve remarked. 

“A very vindictive person,” Peter said. “If she’s unhappy, she only has herself to blame.” 

“Can’t argue with that,” Jeff grunted, pulling the sofa into place by himself. 

“Well, I can’t help but feel sorry for her,” Eve sighed, watching him. 

“That’s because you’re a very sweet woman,” Jeff said. 

“Unlike Patricia Hastings,” Peter added. “Well, I don’t know about you two, but I need a drink after all that.” 

“Sounds like a plan.” Jeff threw himself down on the couch. “Bring on the libations, young man—and be quick about it!” He beckoned to Eve. “Come sit here, you sweet woman you, while we are waited upon by yonder lackey.” 

“Excuse me?” Peter affected indignation as Eve sat down beside Jeff. “Does talent count for naught around here?  I’m  the one who should be waited upon, hand and foot.” 

“Right!” Jeff scoffed. “Away with you, before I have to inflict dire punishment upon your person.” 

“Jeff, please…Not in front of my mother…” 

“Oh, you two, stop it,” Eve laughed, glad of the change in mood. “Just bring the drinks Peter…and be quick about it.” 

“Well!” Peter flounced from the room. “There’s gratitude for you.” 

It was later, while he and Jeff were climbing into bed, that Peter remembered his momentary sick spell earlier in the day, while the show was being taped. As he lay in Jeff ’s arms, he wondered if he should mention it. 

“Yes,” Jeff murmured. 

“Yes, what?” Peter asked, startled. 

“Yes, tell me what’s on your mind.” 

“What are you—a mind-reader now?” 

“When it comes to you, yes, I am. When you go quiet like that, I know something’s up.” Jeff pulled him closer. 

Peter smiled and ran his lips over Jeff ’s left nipple. “Okay, what am I thinking now?” 

“Mmm, let me see…Tut, you should be ashamed of yourself young man,” 

Jeff chuckled. “So tell me what’s on your mind…” 

“Oh, I had one of those damned premonitions earlier…” 

“What?” Jeff sat up and looked at him with concern. “Why didn’t you tell me about it sooner?” 

“I kind of forgot about it with all that was going on.” 
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“So who’s in trouble?” 

“Y’know—you’re a lot surer of these things than I am,” Peter said, sighing. 

“As usual it was just a feeling of something not quite right. A shivery, sick feeling.” 

“I’m sorry,” Jeff said, stroking Peter’s hair gently. “Sorry you have to put up with this sort of thing.” 

Peter tried to smile. “Some people call it a gift. I call it a giant pain.” 

Jeff nodded. “So who was it?” 

“Either Olivia or Luke, or someone standing close by, but I don’t know who that was.” 

“Jeez,” Jeff muttered, lying down again and pulling Peter back into his arms. 

He lay, silently thinking for a moment or two. “These threats she’s been getting…Maybe it’s time to take them more seriously. When  you  start getting those feelings, alarms bells start ringing in my head…” 

“Maybe it’s time for Olivia to take them more seriously too,” Peter said

“I think you’re right. I’ll call Joe in the morning and see if he’s got anything new.” 

“Good idea.” Peter nuzzled Jeff ’s chest. “I had another good idea…but I think I’m too sleepy…” 

“Here’s a  novel  idea,” Jeff teased him. “Seeing we’re in bed—let’s go to sleep.” 

“If you insist…” 

“Say Goodnight, Peter.” 

“Goodnight, Peter.” 



c h a p t e r   8

s

 If I was angry and perturbed before by Miss Winter’s obvious perverse delight in ignoring the requests of her viewing public, I am now beyond furious! 

 This latest broadcast in which she paraded my own children in front of the whole country was nothing short of scandalous. That slut of a girl, who calls herself my daughter, trying so hard to look demure and innocent as she poured forth her litany of lies. It was more than I could bear. And my own son, Anthony—how could he have agreed to share in her deceit? 

 I thought my heart would shatter into tiny pieces as I listened to him trying to place the blame for his shameful way of life on his father and myself. Blaming me for ignoring the lies his sisters told him about their so-called abuse at the hands of their father. All of these terrible, untrue accusations now made public knowledge—how shall I ever live down this shame? 

 And those preening homosexuals, pretending to be so concerned about the welfare of abused children. Do they think for one moment we are fooled by their superficial charm? It is the likes of them that are at the root of the problem.  Surely, everyone knows that.  Can I be the only one who is not duped by them? And that woman—the artist’s mother…sitting there looking so proud of her boy.  She must be as depraved as the rest of them. Well, I have taken steps to burst her little balloon of self-aggrandizement. Oh yes, she will certainly be most upset when she reads what I, and all decent Christian people, think of her and her boastful pride. 

 As for the purveyor of all this sleaze—Miss Winters—I have written to tell her of God’s judgment and how she will be afflicted. I have galvanized my allies into action and when Miss Winters feels the strength of our outrage, she will be forced to capitulate and humbly beg our forgiveness. She will be forced to retract every
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 inflammatory statement and apologize for all these grotesque episodes and promise to never again have that type of person on her show. Nothing less will suffice. 



The Reverend Jack Fellows smiled smugly as he looked at the sizeable check he held in his chubby fingers. That woman had certainly become a huge asset to his church in the last few weeks. True, she was extremely demanding; insist-ing on his declaiming against the content of the Olivia Winters Hour on his every television appearance, but if she kept sending this kind of donation, he was happy to oblige her. After all, it was the kind of fire and brimstone speech he was famous for, and what his followers wanted to hear. 

He had made a name for himself, and a deal of money into the bargain, with his fiery condemnation of homosexuality, child molestation, pornography and drug abuse. According to Fellows, all of these sins went hand-in-hand. 

Homosexuals were depraved child abusers who indulged in the vices of adult and child pornography while shooting up with all manner of drugs. He had become something of a must-watch guest on many talk shows. He would sit, his immense bulk filling every inch of his chair, his multiple chins wobbling as he shook his head with vehemence at every argument the talk show host would put to him. 

No matter how many statistics they would throw at him to prove him wrong in his allegations, he would simply sit, smile, shake his head and utter his now famous Jack Fellows axiom: “The Lord knows I am right—and I am right with the Lord!” Oh, how his fans would whoop and applaud each time they heard those words—so clever of him to have come up with them. 

He looked up as his wife appeared in the doorway. Christ, he thought with distaste, she looks like she’s been embalmed too early. Christina Fellows, approaching sixty, but dressed as someone much younger in what she liked to term her coquettish sense of fashion, frowned at him as she approached his desk, wobbling unsteadily on her high heels. 

“Been at the bottle already?” he snapped at her. “We’ve got that Hastings woman coming round here at two this afternoon. She’s not gonna want to see you in your cups!” 

“Fuck her,” his wife mumbled, slumping into a seat opposite him. “She doesn’t have to see me at all. She’s coming over here to rant about that goddam Olivia Winters again. That’s all she thinks about—she’s nuts if you ask me.” 
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“She’s also immensely rich,” Jack said, waving the check he still held in front of his wife’s face. Christina smoothed the frilly ruffles of her blouse and belched loudly. Jack closed his eyes in distaste and sighed. What on earth was he going to do with her? he thought. She was becoming more and more of a liability. He opened his eyes and wished he hadn’t. His wife stared back at him, a bleary look of boredom on her overly rouged face. Her hair, dyed to an unbelievable shade of Lucille Ball red had been teased and tortured to an attempt at fullness he could see straight through. Her eyebrows had been plucked to oblivion and painted over to match her hair color. Her eyelids were wrinkled and puckered under the blue eye shadow that had been applied it seemed, with a trowel. Her mouth was a red gash. She looks like a clown, he thought—a bloated, drunken clown. She was the object of derision every time anything was ever written or said about her. She was his Achilles heel; there was no doubt of that. The press had dubbed her ‘Fellows’ Folly’. 

Now, he grated his teeth in annoyance, as she seemed to fall asleep right in front of him. “Wake up, damn you!” he yelled at her in a fury. “Get up to your damned room if you’re going to pass out in the middle of the day. You’re a mess.” 

She mumbled something he couldn’t understand, then lurching to her feet, she staggered to the door and left him alone again. Fellows drew in a deep breath and looked again at the check in his hand. This almost made up for everything else he had to put up in his life—almost. There was no doubt in his mind that he had to do something about his wife, before she ruined him. It wasn’t going to look good if he divorced her. He had to appear to be without sin before his followers. What then—an accident? A drunken fall—an over-dose? He tried to shut those thoughts from his mind. He really could not harm her—could he? 



Patricia Hastings parked her Mercedes outside the Fellows’ mansion and walked up to the imposing entrance. She frowned with disapproval as she approached the solidly built oak and stained glass front door. It was not seemly for a man of the cloth to live in such luxury. In her opinion, men and women who served the Lord should live in more humble surroundings. They should not try to emulate the excesses of the Roman Catholic Church. Look where all that pomp and frippery had led their priests—into carnality and depravity. 

Patricia shuddered at the thought of the houses of God being defiled by J.P. Bowie
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debauchery and perversion. It was up to her and this Jack Fellows to turn people to the true church, and to persuade them to stop supporting those who turned a blind eye to what was being perpetrated in the name of religion. 

She tapped her foot with impatience as she waited for the door to be opened to her. Truth be told, she thought to herself as she waited, she was not completely comfortable in her association with the Reverend Fellows. He was not exactly what she had hoped for in a man of God. Too brash, too much the actor—and that wife of his was a disgraceful creature. So steeped in artifice and superficiality and, Patricia’s lips compressed into a tight line as she considered the most damning fault of all, she drank. 

However, Jack Fellows had been the only one to respond to her letters condemning Olivia Winters for her lack of integrity in inviting such unwholesome people onto her show. She had written to dozens of church leaders of the past few months. Most of them had ignored her call to arms. Some had answered in careful and guarded language. A few had agreed with her, but had not offered any solution to the problem. Only Fellows had appeared to understand her dread of what was being purveyed over the airwaves and into unsuspecting people’s homes. He alone had heeded her call and was prepared to do battle with her against the depraved ones. 

At last the door was flung open and Fellows’ large body loomed before her. 

“Mrs. Hastings,  Patricia,  how good to see you again.” His smile was expansive, but never really reached his eyes. “Come in, come in.” He stepped aside and Patricia entered, acknowledging Fellows with a slight nod of her head. 

“Did you receive my check, Reverend?” 

“Indeed I did, my dear lady.” Fellows ushered her into his office. “It will go a long way to further the cause, I can assure you.” 

“Are you receiving support from anyone else, or am I the only one willing to give in order to see this vulgarity ended?” 

“Sadly, I must confess, Patricia, that you are our sole benefactor in this endeavor.” Fellows gave her a look of contrition as he spoke. 

Patricia sighed as she took the seat Fellows offered her. “I guessed as much, of course. The people of this country are too complacent, too lazy, too self-satisfied to heed the warning signs of what is yet to come if we do not nip it in the bud.” She glared about her, then looked at Fellows through narrowing eyes. “I am relying on you, Reverend, to bring that woman to heel. On your next television appearance you will condemn her outright for her perversity, and encourage all her sponsors to withdraw from her show.” 

“Um…well, Patricia…we have to tread carefully you know…” 
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“No, Reverend!” Patricia jumped to her feet and leaned forward over Fellows’ desk, her eyes fixed on his. Her already pinched features grew sharper and her eyes narrowed to mere slits as she hissed; “We can no longer be careful. 

She does not heed our warnings. She continues in this vile manner despite my letters of warning. She even had the audacity to have my son and slut of a daughter on her show. I consider that to be an insult I will not endure. She must be stopped. Either you do as I say, or I shall take back my check and find someone else to help me.” 

“Now  now, dear lady…calm yourself.” Fellows had become extremely uncomfortable on seeing the glint of insanity in Patricia’s eyes as she ranted at him. My God, he thought, Christina was right—she  is nuts. 

“I have been calm too long,” Patricia said, her voice cold and brittle. “See what it has brought me… humiliation. No, I won’t stay calm any longer. Can I count on you or not? Make up your mind before I leave—with or without that check.” 

Fellows wiped the sweat from his brow as he nodded his agreement. “Very well, Patricia. It shall be as you ask. I have a guest spot on The Bible Today tomorrow night. I shall criticize Miss Winters and her show’s content then.” 

“Not  criticize, Reverend. Lambaste! Condemn! Tear her to shreds.  Ruin  her.” 

“My dear,” Fellows murmured. “One has to be careful of libel you know…” 

“How can the truth be libelous, Reverend?” 

“Well…um…it’s how the truth may be perceived by others.” 

“Nonsense. There is only one truth—God’s truth. And His condemnation will be terrible.” Her eyes narrowed to tiny slits as she stared at Fellows. “Not only on the depraved, Reverend Fellows, but on those who failed to put an end to it!” 

Without realizing it, Fellows had shrunk back in his chair as if to avoid the madwoman’s wrath. Now he struggled to pull himself together. “Well, dear lady…I, ah…I will most definitely be most vocal about the unsavory aspects of her show…without a doubt…yes, indeed.” 

Patricia regarded him with a skeptical look for a moment. “Very well,” she said finally. “See that you are strong in your attack. No holding back. No weak, half-hearted criticisms. Be the lion of God!” 

“Yes, dear lady.” Fellows rose to his feet, trying to ignore the nervous sweat that was coursing down his sides under his shirt. “Now, if you will excuse me, I have a sermon to prepare…” 

“Of course.” Patricia turned to go. Fellows lumbered to her side to walk her to the door. She looked up at him, her eyes narrowing. “Do not fail me, Rever-J.P. Bowie
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end. I shall be watching your performance tomorrow night with interest. 

Much depends on your testimony.” Her glance fell on the check he still held tightly in his fist. “If you know what I mean,” she added dryly. “Goodbye, Reverend.” 

“Goodbye, dear lady. Goodbye.” Fellows closed the door after her, then leaned heavily against it as if she might suddenly push her way back in. “Oh dear God,” he whispered to himself. “What have I gotten myself into? The woman is insane!” 



c h a p t e r   9

s

“Oh, this place is really neat,” Peter exclaimed after being given the grand tour of Anthony and Justin’s new home. He, Jeff, Emily and Jerry had driven up to Pasadena together to have dinner with their two friends. 

“This is the neatest part…” Justin pulled open the screen door and stepped out onto the patio. “Look at this view.” 

They all crowded outside to admire the city lights view the townhouse boasted. 

“Yeah, this is what sold us on the place really,” Anthony said. “I didn’t want to settle for looking at someone else’s bedroom window.” 

“Well, depends on who’s in the bedroom,” Jerry suggested, then yelped as Emily punched him on the arm. 

“Let’s have our drinks out here.” Justin pulled out a seat for Emily. “I’ll get us a couple of folding chairs. Give me a hand Jeff?” 

“Sure…” Jeff followed his host back into the living room. 

“We’ve got some in the garage,” Justin told him, looking over his shoulder to make sure they were alone. “Actually, I wanted to tell you something too.” 

“What’s up?” Jeff asked. 

“Anthony got a letter from his mother this morning, and it really upset him.” Justin’s eyes clouded as he spoke. “I thought we were gonna have to cancel this evening, but he insisted he was all right and wanted you guys over here.” 

“Is this the first time he’s heard from her since you and he moved in together?” 

“Yeah…and Jeff, this letter was really bad—almost threatening.” 

“In what way?” 
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“Well, telling him that he’s going to hell for being gay for starters…but it’s the last part that really got me…” 

“Go on.” 

“She says if he doesn’t repent and see the error of his ways she may just have to take matters into her own hands—or into the hands of others. It sounds so damned creepy and unloving.” 

Something stirred in Jeff ’s gut. “I know this is going to sound really pushy, but d’you think I could read the letter?” 

“Gee, Jeff, I don’t know.” Justin hesitated. “…I already feel I’m betraying a confidence, but I’m so worried about him, you know? I just had to tell someone about this, and Emily has enough on her plate with the kids and all…I think he’d freak if he knew I’d told you…” 

“I understand,” Jeff said. “Forget I asked.” 

“No, I know you’re trying to help.” Justin smiled at him. “And Anthony trusts you, so maybe if I ask him first…” 

“Good idea—but let’s skip it tonight. When you two are alone, you might find a way to bring it up.” 

Peter looked at them as they brought the folding chairs out onto the patio. 

Jeff caught his eye and Peter nodded. His intuition had told him that something was up, but he was content to wait until he and Jeff were alone before asking any questions. He had felt a strange reticence about Anthony this evening—something was troubling him, he could tell. 

“So, what did we all think of Olivia’s show?” Jerry asked. 

Peter cocked an eyebrow at him. “What did  you think, Jerry?” 

“I thought all of you were terrific…but then, I am totally biased.” 

“As well you should be,” Emily joked. 

“Right.” Jerry grinned at them. “But honestly, I thought it might have done a lot of good. You know, make some people who have suffered that same kind of abuse, realize that there can be a chance of leading a normal and happy life at the end of it all.” 

“If they’re lucky enough to meet someone as loving and caring as you,” 

Emily said, smiling at her husband. 

Anthony stood up suddenly. “Can I freshen anyone’s drink?” 

“Just mine, by the looks of it,” Peter said. “Here, I’ll come in with you.” He followed Anthony into the living room. “I’ll have some extra ice if you don’t mind, kind sir.” 

Anthony gave him a weak smile. “No problem.” 
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“What’s up, Doc?” Peter asked him. “Go on, you can tell me,” he coaxed, seeing his friend’s hesitation. 

“Oh God, Peter…” Anthony said, his eyes filling with tears. “My mother…she sent me a letter. It was horrible. Filled with recriminations about my relationship with Justin…and how I’m going to hell, if I don’t…” He broke off, unable to continue. 

Peter stared at him in shock. That miserable bitch, he thought. How could she do this to him? To the one person who had always defended her even when she had turned her back on him? He put a comforting arm around Anthony’s shoulders. 

“I’m so sorry,’ he whispered. “Does Justin know?” 

Anthony nodded. “He’s been wonderful, of course. So loving—I don’t know what I’d do without him. I just can’t believe she could be so cold, Peter. Like there’s no love there at all for me. She cut Emily and Paula off a long time ago, and I could never understand why she couldn’t see what all this was really about. She blames all of us for her unhappiness, saying we betrayed her and that God’s wrath will be terrible. She uses words like that…and then she ended by saying if the Lord did not strike us all down, she might have to take matters into her own hands!” 

“What?” Peter looked at him in amazement. “She can’t be serious…” 

“That’s what I told Justin, but he thinks she means every word.” 

“Oh, Anthony. We should let Jeff know about this…” 

“Know about what?” 

Both men turned round, startled by the voice behind them. 

“Jeez Jeff,” Peter protested. “You made me jump out of my skin.” 

“Sorry. I just came in for more ice. Am I interrupting something?” 

Peter nodded at Anthony, allowing him to speak. “I was telling Peter about a letter my mother sent me today…” 

Jeff remained silent. 

“She said some pretty damning things that I’ve had a hard time accepting.” 

He paused for a moment. “I probably shouldn’t spoil the evening with this, but perhaps you should see what I’m talking about.” He walked off toward the bedroom. 

Jeff sighed. “How do you do it?” he muttered. 

“Do what?” Peter looked at him, all innocence. 

“You know what.” They fell silent as Anthony came back into the room and handed the letter to Jeff. “You’re sure you want me to read this?” Jeff asked him. 

Anthony nodded. Jeff unfolded the letter and began to read. 



 J.P. Bowie

88

 My dearest Anthony, 

 Yes, I still think of you as my dearest, dearest child—your sisters being forgotten to me. Having said that, I must warn you that your appearance on that dreadful woman’s show has left me desolate and bereft. 

 All thoughts of saving you from your life of sin can no longer be entertained. 

 Your soul is in danger—your very life is in danger, for the Lord will not be mocked. 

 He has decreed that those men who lay down with other men must surely be put to death. Oh my son, why have you chosen this path of sin and degradation? Associating yourself with the wicked will be your undoing. Entering the homes of those who would seduce and pervert you with their licentiousness will bring you to the judgment call. Willingly giving into the carnal desires of the man you live with can only lead you to hell’s damnation. 

 I wish I could save you, but I am afraid that you have moved beyond the realm of forgiveness. You have given our Lord no option but to punish you and your kind. I would give anything to spare you pain, but if the Lord so decrees, it must be. 

 The Winters woman says we who complain about her show’s content are part of the lunatic fringe—her words. She should be aware that if the Lord does not punish those who defy his laws, then matters must be taken into the hands of his believers. 

 With regret, your Mother. 

Jeff felt his hand tremble slightly as he read those last words. There was no longer any doubt in his mind. What had been a seed of suspicion while he had talked with Justin, now become a full-blown realization—Patricia Hastings was the one who had sent Olivia the threatening letters. 

“Jeff?” Peter was looking at him, a giant question in his dark blue eyes. 

“Oh, sorry,” Jeff muttered. He started to hand the letter back to Anthony. 

“Let Peter read it too,” Anthony said. “I’m going to have to tell Emily about this, I guess.” He looked out toward the patio where his sister was still listening to Jerry and Justin discussing the merits of the Olivia Winters Show. “My greatest hope in doing that show was that perhaps my mother would understand what we had all been through and, somehow, come to realize that we still love her despite everything—and, if she could see that, we could still be a real family.” 
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Jeff hugged Anthony to him. He felt an incredible compassion toward his friend. He could totally relate to how Anthony felt. He had known the heartbreak of an uncaring parent—his father, and it had only been recently that he and his mother had come to a better understanding of each other. 

Thanks, in so small part to Peter. 

After they had both visited Jeff ’s mother in Arizona, Peter had felt that Rose needed to see Jeff in his own environment, so removed from the one in which he had been raised. Peter had guessed rightly, that Jeff ’s mother had been allowed very little say in her son’s upbringing, and that his father had ruled the roost, having little time for either his wife or his son. Instead of bringing mother and son closer together, the situation had driven a wedge between them. Jeff, on the one hand had been afraid to put his mother in the middle of his and his father’s feud, for fear that the man might take it out on his wife. 

She, on the other hand, had been afraid to show too much affection for her son in order to avoid more confrontations between the three of them. It had been many years before it had all been resolved—when Rose had come to stay with them for two weeks in Laguna…

Still, as difficult as his situation had been, he could not compare it to the one in which Anthony now found himself. Jeff looked at his young friend’s sad expression and, not for the first time, wished he could confront Patricia Hastings and make her realize the damage she was doing to her son—and herself. 

But this new development was going to be a hard one for him to explain to Anthony. To accuse his mother of writing threatening letters to Olivia Winters? 

How on earth could he broach the subject? 

He looked over at Peter who sat watching them both thoughtfully. 

“Anthony…” Peter began, “Have you thought perhaps that your mother needs some help? I mean, some kind of counseling?” Anthony looked at him but remained silent, so Peter pressed the point. “I’m talking psychological counseling. This letter is a bit scary, isn’t it? It sounds almost like she’s threatening you…” 

That’s putting it mildly, Jeff thought. “I think Peter’s right,” he said. “I want you to do me a favor, Anthony. Let me take this letter and compare it with some others we have in the office.” 

“She sent you letters?” Anthony looked at him with surprise. 

“Not exactly. We have letters that were sent to Olivia Winters that are very similar in tone and content…” 
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“Oh my God,” Anthony interrupted. “You think she sent Olivia Winters this same kind of letter? Surely not…she couldn’t be that crazy…” He stepped away from Jeff. “I have to call her before she gets into serious trouble.” 

“Wait, Anthony. There’s no proof that she’s threatening Olivia. It’s just a hunch I have right now.” 

“But you said the letters were similar…” Anthony turned away in anguish. 

“Oh Mom, what are you  doing?” 

“Okay, let’s not jump to any conclusions,” Jeff muttered, worried by Anthony’s reaction. “Let’s stay calm until we know for sure. Anthony, I’m sorry I’ve upset you…this was not cool of me.” 

“No, it’s OK, Jeff. Mom has been going off the rails for a long time. Justin and I have talked about it a lot…I just didn’t think she would go to these lengths.” 

“If it’s her,” Peter said. 

“Guys, look…” Anthony appeared to pull himself together as he picked up Peter’s glass. “Look at that, I totally forgot why we came in here. I’ll freshen up your drinks and we’ll go back outside. Don’t let this spoil our evening together. 

I don’t think Emily could take much more interference from our mother.” He glanced at Jeff as he threw ice in their glasses. “Take the letter Jeff. I don’t want to read it again anyway. If it’s helpful in your investigation, then so be it. Let’s just not tell Emily about this right now.” 

Jeff nodded and pushed the letter into the back pocket of his shorts. He took the proffered drink from Anthony. “I’ll speak to you before we do anything about this, don’t worry.” 

“Okay,” Anthony sighed. “Now, let’s join the others before they think something’s up.” 



c h a p t e r   1 0

s

Luke pulled up outside his apartment in Dana Point and jumped quickly from his brand new BMW Z4 convertible—a gift from Olivia. He smiled to himself as he strode to the front door. Things were going just so right for him, he thought, pushing the door open—especially now, as Olivia had asked him to move in with her. At first, he couldn’t believe she meant it. True, their relationship had become more intimate over the weeks they had been together, but deep down, Luke had always been preparing himself for the old heave-ho that bitch Brenda predicted would happen at any time. 

Well, she was wrong, wasn’t she? Luke smirked a little as he pictured Brenda’s face when Olivia told her he was moving in—bet she was pissed. He chuckled softly at the thought. He looked around the meager room he had lived in for the past two years. He would not be sorry to kiss this place goodbye. Grabbing a bag from the closet, he began throwing in a few personal possessions and dragging some of his favorite clothes from their hangers. 

Oh wait, he thought. What happened to that camera? 

So intent was he on searching through his dresser drawers that he did not hear the light footfall behind him. His first warning that all was not well was a sharp stinging sensation in his shoulder. He whirled round, his eyes wide with astonishment as he saw the person standing in front of him. 

“Hey, what are  you  doin’ here?” His eyes fell on the syringe held in the person’s hand. “What did you do?” Luke gasped, a sudden fear hitting the pit of his stomach as he felt his strength evaporate. “What’s happening?” he whim-pered, reaching out, trying to stop himself from falling over. The camera slipped from his nerveless grip and bounced on the floor by his feet. 

- 91 -
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“You’re dying, Luke. That’s what’s happening.” The voice was cold and uncaring. 

“No, please…Why?” Luke’s eyes filled with tears as he sank to his knees. 

“Why are you doing this?” 

“I don’t have to give you a reason, Luke. You were just in the way.” 

Luke felt his limbs go numb. His strength was ebbing away. He could no longer control the movements of his arms or legs. He couldn’t breathe. His mind screamed out for help, but his lips remained fast shut. He felt himself falling into a deep, dark chasm. He pitched forward, his big, muscular body hitting the floor with a loud thud. Searching fingers were placed on the side of his neck, feeling for a pulse. There was none. 

“Goodbye Luke,” the same cold voice muttered. But Luke could no longer hear anything at all. 



“So, what d’you think?” Jeff looked intently at Nick, after he had read the letter Patricia had sent to her son. 

“I think she’s one sick, demented woman,” his partner replied, his face hard with anger. “Jesus Christ…what kind of a mother would write something like that to her own son?” 

“Well, Patricia Hastings is not the mothering type,” Jeff told him. “Never was, from what I understand, even before old man Hastings was bumped off. 

Emily’s stories would make your hair stand on end. But, do you think there could be a connection between the letters Olivia’s getting, and this one?” 

“Could be,” Nick mused, looking at the letter again. “There’s certainly a similarity in the text—same kind of flowery, religioso ranting.” 

“Flowery, religioso ranting?” Jeff laughed. “Where did that come from?” 

“Right here…” Nick chuckled as he smacked the letter. “Definitely flowery, certainly religioso—and boy, is she ranting.” 

“Yeah, that she is…and threatening. That’s the part that gets me.” Jeff took the letter from Nick and glanced at it again. “The same sort of threats Olivia was getting.” 

“Jeff?” Monica’s voice on the intercom interrupted them. 

“Yes, Monica?” 

“Peter’s on the phone. Says it’s important.” 

“Thanks.” He picked up the office phone. “Hey babe, what’s up?” 
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“Hi. Thought you might be interested to know that some preacher guy was on TV last night, urging viewers to boycott Olivia’s show.” 

“Oh yeah? Who told you this?” 

“Andrew. He and David saw it. Andrew’s here—having coffee with me and Mom.” 

“He and David watch those shows?” 

“No. Andrew was channel surfing and pissing David off, so he happened to stop on this religious type show and this guy was just going off about Olivia being the devil’s spawn and all that guff and how decent god-fearing citizens should stop watching the show until she sees the error of her ways and stops having heathens and perverts on her show…Gee,” Peter paused for a breath. 

“D’you think he meant us?” 

“I don’t doubt it. Does Andrew know the guy’s name?” 

“Hang on…” 

Jeff listened for a moment to some mumbling going on in the background. 

“The Reverend Jack Fellows, Andrew says.” 

“Oh, that guy…” 

“You’ve heard of him?” 

“Uh huh. Used to have his own show some years back—kinda controversial. 

Then he came up with some really stupid stuff, saying that some of the Mup-pets were gay and something about Elmo and Ernie…Can’t remember what that was. Anyway, he lost a lot of credibility over that.” 

“What a surprise…” Peter laughed. “Well, anyway he must be back, ’cause he was on the box last night.” 

“I’ll give Brenda a call—see if she caught it. They usually have people reporting this kind of stuff to them. Okay, say hi to Andrew and Eve. I’ll see you later, babe.” 

“Bye. Love you.” 

“Love you too.” 

“Love you too…” Nick teased him, as Jeff put the phone down. “God, what a wuss you are.” 

“Hey, don’t start.” Jeff fixed him with a look. “I’ve heard you on the phone with Eric, you know. Talk about a wuss…” 

Nick chuckled. “Some of that stuff is definitely not for public consump-tion.” 

“Too right. God knows what Monica must think sometimes.” 

Nick reddened. “You think she hears us?” 
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Jeff laughed. “Nick, she is aware of the fact that you and Eric are lovers, you know. You might think you fool some of the people out there with your machoer than macho act, but not Monica.” 

“Yeah, but…Gee, now I’m embarrassed. You’ll have to fire her.” 

“I’d fire you first.” 

“Humph!” Nick pouted then started to laugh at himself. “I wonder what she calls her boyfriend?” 

“Pretty much the same kind of stuff. My favorite is ‘lambkins—and the guy’s built like a brick sh…Oh, hi Monica…” Jeff broke off as their secretary peeked in. 

“Just going to lunch,” she said, smiling at her employers. “Can I get you anything?” 

“Uh…no thanks.” 

“Okay. See you in an hour.” She winked at Jeff. “I’ll tell lambkins you said hi.” 

“Oh no,” Jeff groaned, after she closed the door. “She heard me.” 

“Now will you fire her?” 

The phone ringing in the outer office stilled their laughter. “I’ll get it,” Jeff said, sliding off Nick’s desk. “Stevens & Fallon Investigations. Jeff Stevens speaking.” 

“Just the guy I want.” The voice on the other end sounded familiar, but Jeff couldn’t quite place it. “Remember me? Louis McKenna. We worked together on the Hastings murder case, couple of years back?” 

“Right,” Jeff exclaimed. “Detective McKenna. How the hell are you?” 

“Oh, pretty good. You’ll be glad to hear I have a new partner. I remember Bob Sharpe got up your nose quite a bit.” 

Jeff laughed wryly. “Not one of my favorite people, for sure. So, how’s it goin’?” 

“Well, pretty quiet till recently. I’m investigating a homicide down in Dana Point.” He paused for a moment. “Know a guy, name of Luke Taylor?” 

“Yes…” Jeff said, startled. “Is he in trouble?” 

“Not anymore…he’s the victim.” 

“You’re kidding!” He cupped his hand over the phone and whispered to Nick, “Luke Taylor’s been murdered.” 

“Dead serious, Jeff. Reason I’m calling,” McKenna continued, “is a camera was found in the deceased’s room. When the film was developed there were photos of a party. Looks like  your  party—quite a shindig too, by the looks of things. I recognized the famous Olivia Winters among the happy revelers. 
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There’s a couple of them with her lying flat out on her back on the floor. Not a pretty sight. We figure the Taylor guy was blackmailing her…” 

“No, wait a minute,” Jeff interrupted. “Luke worked for Olivia as her bodyguard. In fact they are, or rather,  were  an item. She met him at the party where the photos were taken. She seemed crazy about him.” 

“Wow,” McKenna murmured. 

“I’m guessing Olivia doesn’t know about Luke then.” 

“Right. His folks have been notified, but they didn’t say anything about Olivia Winters.” 

“He mustn’t have got around to telling them.” Jeff suggested. 

“Mmm. So I’ll put a call into Miss Winters.” McKenna gave a heavy sigh. “I just love being the harbinger of bad news.” 

“She’s going to freak,” Jeff warned him. “Big time.” 

“So why would Taylor have photos of your party?” 

“Well, Peter’s camera was missing after everyone left. He thought he’d just misplaced it or it got thrown out with the garbage. Maybe Luke swiped it knowing it had those photos of Olivia…but I don’t remember anyone taking pictures of her when she was…uh, under the weather, so to speak.” 

“Under the table’s more like it,” McKenna said. “My guess is, Taylor took the photos himself, then stole the camera for future use.” 

“You could be right. He wasn’t working for Olivia at the time. She’d just met him, and called later for his phone number.” 

“So he could have changed his mind about blackmailing her when she offered him the job.” 

“Sounds right. So, how was he killed?” 

“Lethal injection. One of his neighbors happened by, found him on the floor and called 911. The medics saw no sign of a struggle or weapon, so they assumed it was a heart attack. It wasn’t till the autopsy that they found traces of curare in his bloodstream, and a puncture wound on his left shoulder. Must have happened so fast he didn’t have time to defend himself.” 

“Must have…Luke was a big boy. Not easy to take down.” 

“Right. That poison works really fast apparently. Paralyzes the nervous system almost immediately. He’d have had no chance.” 

“Poor kid,” Jeff muttered. 

“Yeah, well…I thought I’d touch base with you on this. We’ll have to keep the camera and the photographs for a while, of course.” 

“Oh great,” Jeff said with a rueful chuckle. “I bet we all look terrific.” 

“Y’all look… happy.” 
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“I bet. Okay, Detective. If I can be of any help, let me know.” 

“Will do. Have a nice day.” 

Jeff put the phone down and filled Nick in on all the details. 

“Oh, brother.” His partner whistled through his teeth as he leaned back in his chair. “That Winters broad is gonna come unglued.” 

“You got that right…” Jeff walked to the window and looked out at the busy street below him. “Now, who do you suppose would want to murder Luke Taylor?” he mused, almost to himself. “And not just murder him, but do so with a lot of premeditation.” He turned and looked at his partner. “A lethal injection, Nick. Whoever did this was taking no chances that Luke would be able to fight him off…Yet, he had to get close enough to deliver the dose. Could it have been someone he knew?” 

“Well, certainly someone who knew  him— and hate him enough to kill him.” Nick suggested. “Someone who was jealous maybe? Jealous of his closeness to Olivia?” 

“Jealous enough to kill him, Nick?” Jeff shook his head. “It’s one thing to be pissed because someone is getting too close, but to go out and do him in—you have to be pretty mad to carry that out.” 

“Mad—or insane,” Nick said. “Look at all the kooks out there writing letters of death and destruction and bringing God’s wrath down on the heads of those who’re different. Seems everyone’s going nuts these days.” 



The long anguished wail that came from inside Olivia’s dressing room was heard throughout the entire studio. The technical crew, preparing for the afternoon show, stopped in their tracks as they listened to the terrible keening that seemed to go on and on. 

One of the technicians grimaced. “What’s  that  all about, d’you suppose,” he muttered. 

“Oh, probably Ernie got her hair color wrong, or somethin’…” Larry, Joyce’s boyfriend, joked. 

Grant Oliver, the show’s director, glared at him. “That’s not funny. It sounds as though something terrible has happened.” He strode off in the direction of Olivia’s dressing room. 

“He’s right,” Larry said with a grin. “It’s gotta be at least a broken finger-nail.” 
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Grant knocked on Olivia’s dressing room door. The wailing had stopped but he could hear loud sobbing from inside. Brenda swung the door open. 

Behind her he could see Olivia lying face down on her chaise, her shoulders shaking with the effort to control her weeping. 

“What on earth is wrong?” he demanded. 

“That kid, Luke, her bodyguard…” Brenda looked at him without expression. “He’s been killed.” 

“Murdered!” Olivia shrieked, sitting up and staring at them both with wild eyes. “Murdered—because of  me. Oh my God, I will never forgive myself for this. Poor, poor Luke.” 

Grant rolled his eyes at Brenda as he entered the room and sat down beside Olivia. “There, there…” he murmured. “You can’t go blaming yourself for this…” 

“But I do,” Olivia moaned. “His being my bodyguard put him in danger from those nuts who’ve been threatening me with all kinds of punishment. It must have been one of them.” She jumped to her feet. “Call Jeff now, Brenda. 

Tell him I need his help. He has to find Luke’s killer before he can get to me…oh my God—I could be next!” She sat down again, trembling. 

“Pull yourself together, girl,” Brenda said. “The cops are on it…” 

“Cops.” Olivia spat the word out. “They don’t know shit from shinola!” 

“Olivia…” Grant put his hand on her arm in an effort to calm her. “Take it easy. There might not be a connection between those letters and Luke’s death. 

He could have been into a lot of stuff down there…” 

“What does that mean?” Olivia glared at him. 

“Well, you know…He was a bit of a hustler…a surfer dude, into the stuff they do…” he finished lamely. 

Olivia looked at him with contempt. “You are so full of crap. If this is an attempt to make me feel better, then don’t bother. Get the hell out of here. 

Brenda, get Jeff on the phone,  now.” 

Grant glared at her. “Excuse me, but I came in here concerned for your well-being. I…” 

“I said get out,” Olivia barked at him. “When I need your services I’ll send for you.” She waved her hand, dismissing him. 

Clenching his fists in anger, Grant stood and strode from the room without another word. 

“That putz!” Olivia snarled. “He better watch his mouth or he’s outta here.” 
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“Olivia…” Brenda sighed. “Calm down. He was just trying to help. Everyone’s going to be jumpy when they hear this news.” She picked up the phone and punched in Jeff ’s number. 

“Hello Brenda,” Jeff said, recognizing the raspy voice. “You’ve heard about Luke?” 

“You too, huh?” 

“Yeah, the Orange County police were on the phone this morning,” Jeff replied. “They found Peter’s camera at Luke’s apartment. It had photos of my birthday party on it. The investigating detective recognized me and some of the guests so he called me to let me know—and to question my involvement with Luke.” 

“Why would Luke have Peter’s camera?” 

“Good question. I’m figuring he took pictures of Olivia then swiped the camera for whatever he could get out of it.” 

Brenda snorted with derision. “That rat…I knew that kid was no good. 

Here, tell Olivia this…” She handed the phone over to Olivia who had been staring at her with ever widening eyes. 

“I can’t believe this,” she moaned, after Jeff had repeated his information. 

“You think Luke was planning to blackmail me?” 

“That, or sell the photos to the tabloids. Why else would he steal the camera?” Jeff paused, realizing this was more bad news for her. “I guess when you offered him the job of bodyguard he put those plans on hold—or maybe he’d forgotten all about the camera, now that things were going his way.” 

“Well, isn’t that just peachy,” Olivia said, her voice hardening. “And I thought it was all my charm that held him here. That son-of-a bitch.” 

Brenda smiled to herself. It hadn’t taken long for Olivia to get over Luke’s demise. Nobody got to play that lady for a sucker. Any minute now she was going to forget she ever knew him. 

“Okay Jeff…” Olivia tapped her foot impatiently. “What do you have on those letters?’

“I’m following up on a lead I got over the weekend,” Jeff told her. “I’ll let you know if it pans out.” 

“Fine. Keep me informed. By the way,” she managed to slip a smile into her voice. “Tell Peter he’s going to get an offer for my portrait. One of my fans wants to buy it. I’m telling the guy ‘no chance’. I want it for myself. It’s terrific, and I’ll beat any offer he gets.” 

“Right, I’ll tell him,” Jeff replied. “I’ll be in touch. Bye, Olivia.” 
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Jeff ’s expression was grim as he put the phone down. 

“What’s the problem?” Nick asked him. 

“Olivia—that’s the problem,” Jeff groused. “I don’t want to be dealing with her. She sets my teeth on edge. I don’t know…there’s something so damned cold and callous about her.” 

“Makes you glad you’re gay, huh?” Nick chuckled. 

“It’s not that so much, Nick.” Jeff sighed as he picked up the copies of the letters that had been sent to Olivia. “Usually, I won’t do business with people I don’t click with. They can offer me twice my usual fee, but if I don’t like

’em…well, there’s the door. I just feel I got dragged into this thing with her, because of what was happening at the time.” 

“You mean the interviews and all.” 

“Right. It would have seemed downright rude, I guess, if I’d refused to help—but now…Jeez, I’d just really love to tell her to take a hike. She was just so damned cold about Luke all of a sudden. Like he didn’t mean a thing to her. 

Starts talking about her damned portrait like it’s the most important thing in her life.” 

“Well, be fair Jeff,” Nick said. “The kid was using her.” 

“And she was using him! I’m not saying he wasn’t blameless here. The fact he had the camera… stole  the camera, probably means he had the idea of using the photos against her. But I’ll bet he hadn’t really thought that through. It was most likely a foolish impulse and may very well have come to nothing. I mean, did Luke strike you as the nefarious type?” 

Nick shrugged. “How would I know? He was the bartender at your party. I don’t think I spoke one word to him. The only time I really noticed him was when Olivia made such a big thing of having him take a picture of all of us. 

Even then, I was watching her most of the time and wondering when she was going to fall on her ass.” 

“I’ve seen him two or three times since,” Jeff said. “With Olivia. He seemed smitten—but he did look kinda out of place with that crowd.” 

“I’m sure he was. Let’s face it, the kid was a beach bum looking for a lucky break. He found it in Olivia Winters—but somebody had it in for him. Maybe somebody he owed money to—maybe nothing to do with the Winters dame at all…” 

“But it does seem strange that he ends up dead shortly after she takes an interest in him. I’m beginning to think your first thought was right—that it was someone who didn’t like his involvement with Olivia.” 
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Nick nodded. “Maybe your buddy McKenna can fill you in after he’s talked with Olivia’s crowd.” 

“Yeah, I’ll call him later and see if he’s come up with anything.” Jeff stood and stretched. “Okay, I’m gonna head home. We’re going out with Eve and Fred tonight. You got plans?” 

“Uh uh…Just a quiet evening at home with Eric. He said he was cooking up somethin’ special.” 

“Tell him ‘hi’, won’t you?” 

“Will do. See ya tomorrow.” 

“Later.” 

Nick pulled into his parking space outside the apartment Eric and he were renting, until they found a more permanent home. He felt a twinge of disappointment on seeing Eric’s space still empty. 

“Must be working late,” he muttered, climbing out of his car. 

During the year and a half he and Eric had been living together, he’d found it a real source of comfort whenever Eric was home before him. Eric was an innate homemaker, and invariably had lighted candles, soft music and a glass of wine ready when Nick came home at the end of the day. Nick had playfully teased him about it on several occasions, even though he was very touched and warmed by Eric’s thoughtfulness. Now, as he trudged up the steps to the apartment, he felt an emptiness inside, thinking that there would be no welcoming smile and warm embrace waiting for him. Boy, he thought, shaking his head as he fumbled with the door key, who knew I’d become so damned needy after all those years alone after Martin? He’d always thought of himself as a resilient loner after Martin’s death, but then along came Eric and changed all of that…

He pushed the door open and stepped into the darkened apartment, flicking on the light switch as he did so. There on the carpet lay a line of sheets of paper with the outline of a bare foot drawn on each one. They were all headed in the direction of the bedroom, the door to which was closed. 

His lips twitched…“Hmm, Eric’s in a playful mood.” The bedroom door was locked. 

“Eric?” 

“What is the password?” a voice intoned from behind the door. 

“Let me in.” 

“Wrong…” 

“Now!” 

“Wrong again…” 
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“Eric Jamieson…” Nick rattled the doorknob impatiently. “Let me  in.” 

“Oh, come on Nick,” Eric whined. “Play along…believe me—it’s gonna be worth it!” 

Nick leaned his forehead on the door and sighed. “Okay. The password is…uh, sex…?” 

“Wrong…” 

“Oh, for Pete’s sake. Okay, it’s…it’s I love you.” 

“And I love you too—but it’s still wrong…” 

“Eric…if you don’t open this door right now, I’m gonna break it down and…and spank your behind.” 

“You got it…” The door was quickly unlocked and Eric jumped into Nick’s arms. He was naked, save for a very brief pair of shorts. The room smelled of a tantalizing mixture of fragrances none of which Nick recognized, but all of which seemed to increase his sexual desire—or was it simply this hot man he held in his arms and who now showered him with sensual kisses? At that moment, he didn’t care as he propelled Eric across the room and threw him onto the bed. 

Eric smiled up at him. “How did you guess the password was ‘spank me’?” 

“You drive me crazy,” Nick murmured, before crushing Eric’s lips with his own. Eric wrapped himself around him, pulling at Nick’s shirt and unbuckling his belt with skillful fingers. 

“Oh my man, I love you so,” Eric crooned in his ear. “Look what I have for you…” 

“I can feel what you have for me,” Nick said huskily, grasping Eric’s erection. 

“Wait, wait—something special.” He reached over and grabbed a bottle from the nightstand. “Close your eyes and relax…” 

“Relax? After you’ve got me all riled up? Oooh, what’s that?” he whispered as Eric gently massaged something smooth and warm across the ridges of his abdomen and up over his chest. “Oh god, that feels so good…” 

“It’s…aroma…therapy…oil,” Eric told him between strokes. “It’s supposed to inflame the animal in you…” 

“You do that all by yourself,” Nick said, kissing him. “Give me some of that…” 

Eric poured some into the palm of Nick’s hand then lay back as his lover gently rubbed it into the smooth skin of his chest and stomach. He writhed with sensual abandon under Nick’s touch. At the same time he reached for the J.P. Bowie
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condom he had tucked under the pillow. Tearing the wrapper with his teeth, he slipped the latex sheath over Nick’s engorged penis. 

“Oh baby,” he sighed as Nick entered him with a slow rhythmic motion. He lifted his legs over Nick’s shoulders and gave in to the sheer wanton joy of their joining. His hands caressed Nick’s chest, teasing his nipples, smoothing the residue of the oil deeper into his skin. Nick gasped as he gazed into Eric’s light blue eyes, and a feeling of almost rapturous intoxication overcame him. It was as if love, desire and lust had manifested itself into one incredible sensual sensation. They were not sure what brought them both so quickly to an almost tumultuous orgasm, but as they lay basking in the afterglow of great sex, Nick asked, panting slightly; “Just what’s in this oil, anyway?” 

“Essence of Nick,” Eric teased him. “All I need to keep me up all night.” 

“First thing in the morning—go order a case.” 



c h a p t e r   1 1

s

Olivia kicked off her shoes and sprawled face down on her giant bed. Waves of depression swamped her as she buried her face into the deep pile of the silk comforter that enveloped her. 

“Luke, Luke,” she whispered, her eyes filling with tears. Since the news of Luke’s death, her mind had been consumed with so many conflicting emo-tions. 

 Anger.  He had meant to betray her, had he not?  Frustration.  She had let herself be duped by him, hadn’t she ? Loss— she felt so damned alone again—and worse, fear .  Yes, she had to admit to herself she was afraid. Afraid that whoever had killed Luke meant it as a warning to her. 

Could it be those religious crazies? Surely they wouldn’t go so far as to actually kill someone—and why Luke? She rolled over onto her back and gazed at the ceiling above her. Perhaps Luke would never have used those photographs against her. He may have taken the camera in a weak moment, but…after what they had experienced together—surely he could never have sold them to some scurrilous tabloid? No, most likely as Jeff had suggested—he must have forgotten all about the camera and those photographs of her lying dead drunk on the ground. 

She was startled from her reverie by the shrilling of the phone by her bed. 

Probably Brenda checking up on her, she thought. Sighing, she reached for the receiver. “Hello?’

“Hi Olivia, guess who?” 

She recognized the voice immediately. “What the hell do  you want?” 

“Is that any way to greet an old friend?’

- 103 -
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“Old friend? Old friend?” Olivia’s voice rose in volume. “You no-good-son-of-a…You have your nerve calling me. How did you get this number? 

Her caller let out a quiet chuckle. “I still have connections.” 

“Well, where are you? As if I care.” 

“Closer than you think—and you will care, eventually.” 

“Those days are over.” 

“Not quite, Olivia. You and me—we’re not through yet.” 

“Listen to me, you jerk…you try and screw with me now—I’ll boil your balls in oil!” 

“Still the lady, I see…” 

“Listen, fool…” Olivia was near breathless as she railed at the caller. “You get the hell out of my life. There’s no more money coming your way—ever. 

Got it? Don’t even try asking. You and I are through…” 

“I don’t think so…” 

“Well, I know so. You had your chance and you blew it.” 

“Olivia, you know you’re not over me—you never will be. Having affairs with young studs is no way to forget me and what we had together.” 

Olivia could feel her pulses race as she listened to his deep seductive voice. 

Yes, she could remember the long lustful nights she’d spent in his arms, the closeness she’d felt, and the love she thought they had shared. Where had it all gone so wrong? 

“Is Brenda there?” he asked. 

“No.” 

“Good. She’d just be blackballing me all over again. It was all her fault you know…” 

“You blackmailed me!” Olivia cried, snapping out of her reverie. 

“Only because you listened to her and her twisted notion of what happened. 

Nothing we did was supposed to hurt you, you know that.” 

“But you videoed the whole thing, Brad. You set me up and then blackmailed me.” 

“It wasn’t supposed to be like that…” 

“Bullshit! Don’t give me none of that jive. There’ll be no more blackmail. 

I’m too big now to be hurt by your wimpy stories. You’re a small time loser—you always were and you always will be. There’ll be no more hand-outs—and you can take that to the bank!” She threw the phone back on its cra-dle and fell back onto her pillow with a loud cry of exasperation. 

“God damn him!” A thousand memories crashed in on her as she lay, blinking back tears of anger and frustration. Why had he called her after all this J.P. Bowie
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time, just when she felt that she was finally over him? What perverse sense of humor could possibly have initiated that call? Just to torment her again? To remind her of the past they had shared? Those incredible years when she’d been madly in love with him, when all she’d thought of was Brad Kingman and the days and nights of passion they shared. Never before, and certainly never since, had she met a lover who had fulfilled her needs as he had. She could see him now, so damned handsome and masculine, exuding a sensuality that far too few men possessed. 

Why then had it all fallen apart? 

Her head jerked round as the phone shrilled again. She lay unmoving, allowing the answering machine to pick up. No way was she going to talk to that bastard again…

“Miss Winters…” A man’s voice, flat and hollow sounding, caused Olivia to shiver with a sudden fear. “Miss Winters…you have been weighed in the balance and found wanting.” 

“What the hell?” she gasped. 

“You have ignored our counsel…you have chosen to walk in the path of the unrighteous. This is your final warning. Publicly renounce those whose lives are an abomination in the eyes of the Lord, or suffer the punishment that will be meted unto you.” 

Olivia grabbed the phone. “Who the hell is this?” she screamed into the mouthpiece. “Who are you crazy people? I’m calling the police!” A sharp click sounded in her ear as the caller hung up. “Oh my god,” she moaned. “This can’t be happening. Why is this happening to me?” Panicked, she reached for Jeff ’s office number. Her hands were trembling as she listened to the phone ring. 

“Stevens and Fallon Investigations…” 

“Let me speak to Jeff,” Olivia rasped. 

“I’m sorry ma’am,” Monica, Jeff ’s secretary replied. “Mr. Stevens is out on an appointment. “Mr. Fallon is in the office. Would you care to speak with him?” 

“Yeah. Put me through…” She sighed—the sourpuss would have to do. 

“Nick Fallon.” 

“Nick, this is Olivia Winters…” 

“Uh…Miss Winters. What can I do for you?” 


“I’ve just had a threatening anonymous call. Some bastard spouting religious quotes at me—telling me I’m going to be punished by the Lord or some crap. You guys have got to do somethin’ about this. The cops are useless—they J.P. Bowie
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haven’t dug anything up on these jerks. Now I’m being threatened in my own home. I need help—this is scaring me to death.” 

“Okay, try to stay calm, Miss Winters…” 

“How can I be calm, you schmuck, when some creepy-voiced-son-of-a-bitch who has my  private  number is threatening my life?” There was silence. 

“Are you still there?” Olivia’s voice was rattled. 

“Yes, I’m still here, Miss Winters.” Nick answered, his tone cold. “But might I suggest you call Jeff. You’re his client, not mine.” 

“Why you…didn’t you hear what I said? I’m being threatened, you big jerk. 

You’re his partner, right? I’m scared for my life and you’re telling me to make another call? What kind of asshole are you?” 

“The kind that’s hanging up.” And he did. 

Olivia looked at the phone in disbelief—then she hit redial. 

“Stevens and Fall….” 

“Never mind that,” Olivia snarled, interrupting Monica’s greeting. “Get that jerk back on the line,  now.” 

A moment of music then; “Nick Fallon.” 

“Listen to me…” Olivia growled. “Nobody hangs up on me, you hear? 

Nobody! I’ve hired you guys to…” 

“Miss Winters,” Nick interrupted, “if you don’t put a decidedly more civil tone in your voice, I will hang up again. I may be Jeff ’s partner, and as such concerned with each and every client on our books—but my interest goes out the window when I’m railed at by someone who puts a great deal of store in their own self-importance. Let me assure you I am not impressed by your so-called celebrity, Miss Winters. If you’d like to give me the details of these threats, I’ll pass the information onto Jeff when he gets here.” 

“I don’t believe this…” Olivia hissed, beside herself with rage. 

“Believe it,” Nick said, his voice flat and impersonal. “Now, do you want to tell me about this call you had?” 

Olivia took a deep breath to steady herself, then she chuckled softly. “My my, you’re quite the man in charge, aren’t you?” 

She heard Nick sigh. “Miss Winters…” 

“Okay, okay…The phone rang—I let the machine pick it up, then this guy with the creepiest damn voice I ever heard—apart from my ex-husband, said that I had been weighed in the balance and found wanting and if I didn’t quit associating with abominations I’d be punished. Somethin’ like that anyway…” 

“It’s still on the tape?” 

“Yeah.” 
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“Okay, play it back for me.” 

Olivia pressed the replay button and put the phone next to the speaker. She shuddered as she listened to the man’s cold voice repeating his threat. When it had finished she picked up the phone. “So what do you think?” 

“Well, as corny and clichéd as he sounds, maybe he believes what he’s saying, so we should take it seriously…” 

“You’re damned right we should,” Olivia interrupted. “He sounds like one of those religious nuts that’s been sending me those letters.” 

“Right. Anyway…” Nick continued, “I’ve taped it and I’ll let Jeff hear it. 

He’ll be here any minute. Keep that recording. The police will want to hear it, too.” He paused for a moment. “Do you have someone there with you?” 

“No. It’s the maid’s day off and…after what happened to Luke…You think I might be in danger?” Her voice grew panicky. 

“Don’t be alarmed, Miss Winters. I’ll call Joe French at LAPD and have him send a surveillance car round. I’ll have Jeff call you soon as he gets here.” 

“Well, thank you Nick,” Olivia responded. “Sorry I came on like the bitch from hell, earlier.” 

“No problem…Just take it easy.” 

It was after Olivia put the phone down that she realized Nick had not argued with her on her ‘bitch from hell’ description of herself. “That son-of-a….” She shook her head ruefully, then walked into the living room and headed for the bar. She needed a friend at this moment and Johnny Walker would do just fine! 

Jeff ’s face registered disbelief as he listened to the message Nick had taped earlier. “Jeez,” he muttered. “This is not good. The lunatic fringe is really out to get her. Did you get a hold of Joe?” 

Nick nodded. “Yeah, I told him about the tape and how jumpy Olivia was, so he’s going over to talk to her and listen to the tape. He was just a tad pissed she hadn’t called him first.” 

“I’ll bet,” Jeff said, hitting the rewind button on the tape machine. “Good thing he’s a friend.” 

“Right—but you’re going to owe him after this one.” 

Jeff pressed the play button again and listened intently to the man’s voice. 

Then he said, “Do you get the feeling that the guy on this tape sounds a lot like the letters she was getting? I mean, the ones we thought were written by a woman? The tape has the same kind of pattern—‘weighed in the balance’, ‘path J.P. Bowie
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of the unrighteous’—that kind of thing. Whoever wrote the letters could have written this dialogue.” 

“You could be right,” Nick agreed. “Are you thinking Patricia Hastings?” 

“Yes, I am.” Jeff stood up and paced about the office. “God, I am having a hard time believing that she’d go this far…and yet, my gut tells me she’s in this thing up to her neck. I faxed Joe a copy of that letter she sent to Anthony. He agreed with me that there is a similarity to the letters Olivia’s been getting. Not enough to go on though, he says. Not enough to bring her in for questioning…” 

Nick shook his head. “Those kids are going to be devastated if it turns out you’re right—especially Anthony. He still thinks his mother will come around one day.” 

“It’s hard to believe isn’t it?” Jeff sat on the edge of his desk and looked at his partner, his face bleak. “I thought I had it rough with my father—but this…it’s just plain sick.” He paused as his cell phone rang. He glanced at the caller ID

screen. “Hi Peter, what’s up?” 

“Just checking in with you,” Peter said. “How’s it going? You sound tense.” 

“Nick and I were just going over some stuff here, but it’s time to call it a day, I think. What you doin’? Want to meet me for a drink at Cedars?” 

“Love to. I’m just closing the gallery. I’ll see you there in about fifteen minutes.” 

“Okay, babe.” He closed his cell phone and looked at his partner. “I’m outta here, Nick. I’ll call Olivia later—and Joe. I’m interested to see what he might make of this tape.” He stood and stretched. “How’s Eric? What did he cook up for you last night?” 

“‘Scuse me?” 

“You said he was making something special last night, remember?” 

“Uh, oh right…It was good…” Nick swung himself round and started staring into his computer screen. 

“Well, what was it?” 

“What was it? Uh, let me think…” 

Jeff watched with fascination as the back of Nick’s ears turned bright red. 

He started to laugh. “Oh, I get it…” 

“No you don’t,” Nick huffed, swinging his chair round again to face Jeff. 

“You just caught me by surprise is all. It was…it was…” He started to laugh too. “It was great.” 
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The Cedars Tavern on Coast Highway had become a favorite meeting place for Jeff and Peter over the years they had been together. It was quiet—no loud music and a mostly mixed crowd—a place where they could catch up and unwind after the rigors of the day. Jeff smiled as he watched Peter make his way through the crowd toward him. It was a source of wonder to Jeff that the sight of his lover never failed to make his heart lift—even when they had been apart for only a few hours. If anyone had told him he would find this kind of happiness with another man after his first few disastrous attempts at relationships, he would have laughed in that person’s face. But, here he was now in a committed and loving relationship; one, which he felt grew stronger with each passing day. They had their disagreements once in a while—usually because of the amount of time Jeff spent at work—but that had been less of a problem since Peter had opened the gallery and he’d found that the time needed to run one’s own business was challenging, to say the least. 

Peter waved and smiled at Jeff as he espied him in the corner table near the fireplace. “This is nice,” he said, sliding into the booth and squeezing Jeff ’s thigh. “Almost like a date.” 

“You’re right,” Jeff agreed. “We don’t get to do this enough anymore…too many people and distractions.” He nudged Peter’s Scotch and water toward him. “Cheers. Here’s to you and me having a lot more time together—alone.” 

“I’ll drink to that.” Peter winked at him over the rim of his glass. “So, how’s Miss Olivia?” 

“Freaked—but I can’t say I blame her. Some loony left a message on her answering machine threatening her with God’s punishment.” 

“She’s having a rough time, isn’t she?” Peter said quietly. “All those threatening letters, Luke’s murder and now this…” 

“You getting any more vibes?” Jeff asked. 

“No, not since that day of the taping…” He was quiet for a moment. “Poor Luke. He had so much going for him. I wish I could have prevented his death…” 

“Well, that’s something only the murderer could have prevented.” 

“Have you mentioned to Joe the possibility that Patricia Hastings wrote some of those letters to Olivia?” 

“Yeah. I faxed him a copy.” Jeff frowned into his glass as he continued. “He feels it’s a bit early to be looking at her as a suspect, but he agreed the letters J.P. Bowie
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were similar in tone. I keep thinking about Anthony’s reaction if it turns out she really is involved—she could go to jail, and I just don’t know how he would handle that.” 

“It’d be rough for sure,” Peter agreed. “For all of them—but Jeff, if she  is involved she’s got to be stopped somehow.” He shook his head. “It’s hard to believe she’d stoop this low. She has to know she’s breaking the law by threatening someone’s life.” 

“I have a feeling Patricia Hastings thinks she’s above the law, somehow. I’ve never felt she’s dealing with a full deck. All that pent-up hatred she has for her daughters, all that denial of her husband’s perversions, all these years of it…it’s bound to have sent her over the edge. Look how she reacted when Charles Hastings was murdered—she wanted to see Emily arrested. What kind of woman would want to inflict that on her own daughter?” 

Peter nodded. “She is a sick woman. Those poor kids—it seems there’s just no end to the horror for them.” His fingers brushed the back of Jeff ’s hand. 

“We are so lucky, you know…you and I. Even though we don’t always see eye to eye, and despite everything that we’ve gone through, we’ve had so much happiness in our lives to compensate for the rough times. I know Emily has Jerry and the kids, and Anthony has Justin—and for that I am truly thankful. 

But, there always seems to be this shadow hanging over their lives…” 

“In the form of their mother,” Jeff said with a grimace. “Their mother—the one who should be giving them love and support. Instead, it’s as if she has gone out of her way to try and destroy their lives. You know, you’re right. We are darned lucky in so many ways. Everyday I find myself thanking the gods that I found you—that we found each other…” 

Peter smiled. “I second that emotion. I wish I had the words to tell you just how much I love you, and how happy you’ve made me.” 

They were silent for a moment as they looked into each other’s eyes, then Jeff took Peter’s hand in his and said with a wry chuckle; “We’d better get out of here before we make a public spectacle of ourselves.” 

“Yeah…” Peter rose from the table. “I know of a much better place for where I want this conversation to go.” 



Reaction to Emily and Anthony’s appearance on the Olivia Winter’s Show was nothing short of sensational. Despite all her problems, Olivia was on a high as she read the reviews and letters from critics and viewers. 
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“I knew that show would blow ’em away,” she crowed as she and Brenda pored over the papers spread before them. “The ratings have never been better. 

What is it about controversial shit that brings ’em out of the woodwork? I wish I had a dozen more like them with horror stories to tell. Jesus…we should do a follow-up with more kids from dysfunctional families…kids raised by drug-gies and the like. What d’ya think?” 

“A follow-up might be a good idea,” Brenda said, putting one of the reviews aside. “But I think the shock value was so great because Emily and Anthony both came from a supposedly decent and respectable family. People kind of expect drunks and drug-addicts to abuse their kids. What made that story so astounding was the wall of respectability that surrounded the family. The father, a successful and well-known businessman and the mother involved in social and charitable affairs. And it didn’t hurt a bit that both those kids looked great on camera.” 

“Yeah, that’s true…” Olivia paused, fixing Brenda with a calculating look. 

“Wait…the mother…” 

“What are thinking?” 

“What if we got  her  story?” She stood and walked around the dressing room while Brenda gaped at her. 

“Are you kidding?’ she gasped. “You think for one moment she’d even entertain such an idea, after the way she was portrayed on your last show? The woman has got to hate your guts.” 

“But I’ll give her a shot at vindicating herself,” Olivia replied with a self-satisfied smirk. “I’ll offer her the chance to answer the criticism and make up with her son and daughter. Think of it, Brenda. The reconciliation, the forgiveness, the tears…it’ll be even better than the last one…” 

“No Olivia,” Brenda interrupted. “It has the smell of disaster all over it…” 

She stopped and sighed. “What am I saying? The woman will never agree to appear on the show anyway. She doesn’t strike me as being the sort who wants millions of viewers to witness any part of her personal life.” 

“You just might be wrong there, Brenda. Let’s send out feelers anyway. Find out where the old bat lives and send the usual letter of invitation to appear on the show. Make it sympathetic—make her think we feel her pain. She just might fall for it. Better still—why don’t you call her personally? She just might go for the personal approach.” 

“Okay,” Brenda said. “I’ll get right on it—but don’t be surprised if she turns you down flat.” 
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Justin paused as he walked into the kitchen, glad to be home after a tough day at work. Usually, he loved his position at Walker Entertainment, dealing with the many celebrities the agency represented, but today he’d had to deal with a new star’s over-inflated ego, and it had left him drained and disappointed. Still, as he now gazed at the young man he had fallen in love with three years before, he felt his heart lift. 

He and Anthony had met in Los Angeles, shortly before Anthony had been almost raped by a madman who had broken into his house and held him, tied to a bed, for hours. Justin had relived that tortuous day many times over in his mind. If it had not been for Peter and Jeff alerting him to the danger Anthony faced, they might never have had the life together they now shared. 

“Rough day?” Anthony asked him as he stepped into his arms and held him tightly. 

“Yeah, just a tad. How about you?” 

“So-so…” He kissed Justin’s ear. “Better now you’re home.” 

Justin held him close. He knew Anthony was still depressed about the situation with his mother. Even the mostly positive reviews and letters concerning his appearance on Olivia’s show had not removed the deep sorrow he felt because of the strained relationship he now had with her. Strained? Justin thought. Not even the right word—non-existent was more like it. For Patricia refused to speak to her son when he tried to call her and did not return any of his messages. She had obviously chosen cold and contemptuous silence with which to punish him. He sighed and tightened his arms around his lover, kissing him gently on the lips. 

“I love you,” he murmured. 

Anthony trembled in his arms. “I don’t know what I’d do without you, Justin. I’m sorry for being such a…such a drudge. I know this has got to be such a downer for you…me, moping around like this all the time…” 

“Hush,” Justin said, putting a finger lightly on Anthony’s lips. “You are not being a drudge—whatever that is. You are being a loving son.” He did not add what he was thinking, that Patricia did not deserve her son’s love and if he, Justin, would ever come face-to-face with the woman, he would tell her just that. 

So many times he had wanted to confront her and demand that she listen to him while he told her exactly what he thought of her and how he detested her for the suffering she had inflicted on her family. But he knew that would solve J.P. Bowie
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nothing and would, in fact, only make matters worse—if that were possible. It hurt him to see Anthony so sad and depressed. He was such a beautiful man, so warm and compassionate, so ready to forgive her for all her coldness and un-motherly behavior. 

“How was school?” he asked, releasing Anthony and walking to the fridge. 

He pulled out two beers and held one up for Anthony who nodded and took the proffered bottle. 

“Pretty good,” Anthony replied. He had been attending law-school for the past two years, encouraged by his cousin Gloria’s husband, Johnny. “I have a ton of text to study over the weekend though. Looks like I’ll be the proverbial dull boy.” 

Justin grinned at him. “You’ll never be a dull boy.” 

“Glad you think so.” He looked at Justin and managed a small smile. “You are the best, Justin.” 

“Well, I’m glad we have a mutual admiration society going here,” Justin chuckled. “Now look,” he added, growing serious; “I know this situation with your mother has you all stressed out, but you mustn’t lose sight of what is important to you. You need to be concentrating on your studies and not worrying about what she might be up to next. Whatever it is, it can’t really harm us—not the way we feel for each other, I mean. She is not going to destroy what we have, no matter how hard she tries. If she would only see that she’s the real loser here—not you. You’re surrounded by people who love you, Anthony, and if those letters from Olivia’s viewers are anything to go by, Patricia has got to eventually realize she is in the wrong. She’ll come around one day—I know she will.” He had to admit to himself that he didn’t really know anything of the kind, but he wasn’t about to let Anthony hear any doubt in his voice. He took Anthony’s hand in his own. “Try to put it aside, won’t you?” he coaxed. 

“I’ll try,” Anthony replied, curling his fingers around Justin’s. “Crazy as it may sound, I sometimes feel I’d like to lock her in a room with your mom and Peter’s. Maybe they’d manage to talk some sense into her. Maybe if she saw just how loving they are, she’d know what she’s been missing all these years.” 

“Yes,” Justin sighed. “There’s the problem, in just what you said. She’s never been able to love her children the way she should, has she? Yes, she loved you in her way, but what about Emily and Paula? All those years of allowing that horror to happen…those are not the actions of a loving mother.” He stopped abruptly as he saw the look of anguish on Anthony’s face. “Jeez, I’m sorry. I’m not helping here, am I?” 



 J.P. Bowie

114

Anthony shook his head. “I know it’s hard for you and practically everyone else to understand why she did what she did. I’ve blamed my father for that for years, but recently I’ve come to realize that I’ve been fooling myself believing it was all his fault. He was a monster, yes…but she had free will…she could’ve taken us away from that hell if she’d really wanted to. That’s what I’m trying to deal with now—the fact that she just didn’t care enough.” 

“Anthony, please don’t torture yourself with this.” He stood and pulled Anthony into a protective embrace. “Do you know how much I love you—and how much I hate to see you so unhappy? Please, just for tonight at least, try to put this aside…” 

Anthony sighed against Justin’s chest and held him close. “Knowing you love me is the greatest feeling in the world…I want us to go on loving each other forever. I don’t want this to ever end.” He looked at Justin as if for further assurance. “Tell me that what is going on won’t make you change your mind about us.” 

Justin tightened his arms around him. “Now you’re being silly.” He kissed him tenderly. “I think you need to come upstairs with me and let me show you, in every way I can, just how crazy I am about you.” 

Anthony returned his kiss, then murmured against his lips; “I think I’d like that.” 



c h a p t e r   1 2

s

The Reverend Jack Fellows was worried—worried that he had gotten himself into a very tricky situation with the Hastings woman. Nor was he certain that he could extricate himself from it without causing his already shaky reputation severe damage. He had cursed himself several times already for being so quick to take the madwoman’s money. He should have thought this through more carefully. 

At first, he’d thought she was just another ultra-conservative woman without a sense of humor—a bit on the nutty side but one he could easily handle with his usual charm and dexterity. Now, he realized that the woman was in fact, insane, and liable to lead him into trouble with the police if he continued to do her bidding. He knew he had to tell her he could no longer be associated with her harebrained schemes. He also knew that she was not going to take it well—not well at all—but this latest episode still had him sweating at the mere thought of it. Hiring some out of work actor to intone words of warning onto a tape and then playing it over the phone. My God, if he were ever linked to it, he would be ruined. 

No, he must disassociate himself from her immediately! He only had a little time before she’d be knocking at his door again with yet another list of people for him to contact and conscript to her ‘holy cause’. He groaned and put his head in his hands. If she ever found out he had not once contacted any of those people she’d referred to him…But he could not! He knew what their answer would be, and his credibility—what little he had left—would be out the window forever. 

“What’s botherin’ you now?” The slurred voice caused him to jerk his head up and glare with dislike at his wife who stood, hands on hips, leering down at
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him through blood-shot eyes. “Somebody shove a plank up your ass?” She cackled at what she regarded as high wit. “You look like hell, hubby-mine. 

Must be that Hastings broad is on her way over. Why the hell don’t you just tell her to fuck off?” 

“Shut up, Christina,” Fellows growled. He was in no mood for his wife’s mockery. “She’ll be here any minute. I don’t want you anywhere she can see you in this state—got that?” 

Christina cackled again. “Oh my, my, my. She’s really got you by the balls hasn’t she? Not that she’d know what to do with ’em. Ha, ha!” 

“Christina, for the love of God, go to your room and stay there till she’s gone…” 

“Naw, I think I’ll give the old gal a little treat when she gets here. She and I have never really had a good heart-to-heart, y’know? Do her the world of good to have someone like me listen to her ‘stead of you offering her all that bullshit. 

Time she found out the truth ’bout what you’re doin’ with her money…” 

“Don’t you  dare,” Fellows roared. 

Christina shrieked with laughter at the sight of her furious husband, his flabby jowls shaking with wrath, his face a mottled red. “You should just see yourself!” she screamed, doubled over with laughter. “Oh my Gawd, what a hoot you are.” 

“Get out of here…you…you… harridan.” Fellows was practically foaming at the mouth as he screamed at his wife, who enraged him even more by flipping him off before she wobbled from the room, still laughing. Fellows glared at her retreating back, a murderous expression on his face. He had to get rid of her—he just had to. 

The chiming of the front door bell brought him back to his senses with a jolt. “Christ help me,” he muttered. “She’s here…” 

“I’ll get it!” 

He blanched as he heard his wife call out. No! She must not. He lumbered from the room trying to head her off, but he was a microsecond too late. 

Christina flung the door open with a drunken flourish and opened her arms expansively. 

“Patricia—how great to see you,” she crowed. “Jack and I were just talking about you. Come on in, sweetheart.” She led the startled woman into the hall and smiled brightly at her husband. “Jack, why don’t you take Patricia into the den? Would you like a drinkie, dear? Scotch, Vodka…?” 

Patricia’s face stiffened with shock. “I don’t drink,” she snapped. “And I would have thought that in this house, those excesses would not be tolerated.” 
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Christina guffawed loudly. “Are you kiddin’? If you lived with this asshole you’d be as big a lush as I am. Ha, ha, ha…” 

Patricia turned her shocked expression on Fellows. “Reverend Fellows, I really must…” She stammered to a halt as she saw the look of pure hatred on Fellow’s face. 

With an effort that Fellows himself did not know he was capable of, he pulled himself together long enough to say in an almost controlled tone; 

“Christina, please go to your room and lie down for a while. You are not yourself.” He turned to Patricia, the oily charm oozing to the surface. “Forgive my wife, dear Mrs. Hastings, she has not been herself of late, I’m afraid. The doctors are quite worried about her…” 

“Shut the fuck up!” Christina sneered at her husband. Then, to Patricia’s horror, she reached out and slapped him hard across the face. Patricia staggered back, unable to believe the scene in front of her. Christina fixed her with a malevolent leer. “You poor deluded bitch…You think this moron’s a man of God don’t you? Well, let me tell you somethin’. He’s a thief and a liar is what he is. He’s bilking you like he’s bilked dozens more like you—stupid bitches with more money than sense.” 

“Christina, I’m warning you…” Fellows grabbed his wife by the arm to silence her. She swung at him again, but this time he blocked the slap and twisted his wife’s arm behind her back. 

“Reverend Fellows, enough of this.” Patricia stared at the couple, appalled. 

“You are obviously not the man I thought you were—and as for this…this creature, you call your wife—I just can’t believe any of it. It’s too grotesque.” 

Turning on her heel, she rushed toward the door. 

“Mrs. Hastings,” Fellows panted, trying to block the exit. “I beg you, please do not leave in such haste—I can explain everything.” 

“No explanation you could give me about what I have just witnessed—and I may add, have long suspected—could deter me from leaving this house of horrors. Stand aside,  Mr. Fellows—I no longer require your services. Good-day.” 

She pushed past him, wrenched the door open and stumbled outside. Ignoring Fellows’ entreaties that she stay, Patricia hurried to her car and drove away. Fellows stood in the doorway watching the Mercedes burn rubber down his driveway, then with murder in his heart, he turned to face his wife. 

Christina returned his look of fury with a satisfied smirk. “Told ya I’d get rid of her, didn’t I?” 
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Patricia was still in a state of shock as she entered her home in Newport Beach. How could that man bear to be around that horrendous drunken Jezebel? She had pondered this for the umpteenth time since she’d driven away from the Fellows’ house. How could a so-called man of the cloth ignore what was going on under his very nose? And to try to pretend the woman was not well…did he take me for an idiot? The only thing wrong with that woman was a lack of abstinence! What a disgusting person—and such vile language. 

Nancy, her housekeeper, came into the living room at that moment. “D’you need anything, Mrs. Hastings?” she enquired. 

“Just some hot tea, please.” 

“You look a bit shaken.” Nancy peered at her. “Is everything all right?” 

“No it is  not.” Patricia felt very close to tears at that moment, but she was not about to discuss what had just happened with the help. It would be all over the neighborhood before the day was out. Patricia had never been the type of woman who could confide easily with others—not even with her sister—and in this particular situation the fewer people who knew about it, the better. 

Nancy was now frowning at her. 

“Just the tea please, Nancy.” She turned away and walked to the windows to look out onto the lush gardens that surrounded her home. She sighed with relief as she heard the housekeeper leave, heading for the kitchen. Nancy had only been with her for six months and already the woman was getting on her nerves. Patricia had never been able to keep household staff very long. When her husband was alive and the children all at home, she’d had a live-in housekeeper, a cook, a gardener and various handymen around the place. Over the years, the turnover in staff had been prodigious and the rehiring time consuming. But now that she was alone in this big house, she’d shut up several of the rooms and made do with Nancy who arrived at nine and left at five. She’d kept on the gardener, although she liked to tend some of the flowering shrubs and bushes herself. It gave her something to do—helped ease the loneliness…

She glanced at the answering machine and sighed as she saw the message light blinking. “Anthony,” she murmured, pressing the play button. Her son called her every single day. It still pained her to listen to his voice, especially when he would sign off with, “I love you, Mom—please return my call.” She had not returned any of his calls—ever. Often she had wanted to, but she knew the conversation would go badly. As long as Anthony lived with Justin and J.P. Bowie
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indulged in that sinful choice of lifestyle there would be no reconciliation between mother and son. True, she felt the estrangement from her son more sharply than that from her daughters—they were after all, the cause of her unhappiness. Poor Anthony had been seduced by the evil charm of a man who had pulled him into a life of licentiousness and depravity. She would still forgive him, if he would only renounce his sinful ways and come home to her. 

“You have two new messages,” the electronic voice intoned. Sure enough the first message was from Anthony and as she listened to his young and earnest voice, Patricia felt a pang of sadness that what had happened could not somehow be resolved. She looked up as she suddenly realized Nancy was standing watching her, a tea tray in her hands. From the look on her face she had obviously overheard Anthony’s message. Patricia turned off the machine. “Just put it here, thank you.” 

Nancy put the tray down on the side-table with a clatter and Patricia glanced at her, annoyed by her carelessness. “Take better care, please—that is very expensive china.” 

“It’s a pity you care more about your damned china than you do your own kids.” 

“I beg your pardon?” Patricia glared at the housekeeper who was staring at her with a defiant expression. 

“You heard me. What kind of a mother turns her back on her kids when they need her love and support? I watched that Olivia Winters show and listened to your son say he still loves you, despite the fact that you threw him and his sister out of their home…” 

“This is none of your business…” 

“You’re right. But I just wanted to let you know, before I quit, what I think of you. You’re a heartless, cold, unfeeling old cow…” 

“How  dare  you.” Patricia sprang to her feet. “Get out of my house immediately!” 

“It’ll be a pleasure, Mrs. Hastings, I can assure you.” Nancy turned to go, then paused for a moment. “You know you should try and get some help.  Mental  help I mean. There must be something very wrong with a mother who can’t love her own kids. That boy of yours—so personable and well spoken…So he’s gay—so what? He loves you—heaven knows why.” 

“I said, get out of here!” Patricia screamed. 

“I’m going, don’t worry,” Nancy said. “You’d better find another employ-ment agency, by the way. I’m going to spread the word about what a heartless J.P. Bowie
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bitch you are. No one’s going to want to work for you when I’m finished, believe me.” With that, she turned and left the room. 

For a long moment Patricia stood stock still, almost unable to breathe. 

What on earth is happening all around me? she thought. Has everyone gone completely mad? Her orderly and tractable way of life was suddenly being turned upside down. People’s ignorance and vileness were being thrown into her face no matter which way she turned. She sat down and tried to lift her cup of tea to her lips, but her hand was trembling too much. I am surrounded by treachery, she told herself. Was there no one out there who could understand she was only obeying God’s commands? Why did everyone take sides against her when all she was doing was taking a stand against sinners? Why was she being vilified, rather than being praised for trying to do God’s work and uphold the standards of decency and morality? 

As she sank back into the soft cushions of her chair she heard the front door slam, signaling Nancy’s departure. The silence that then filled the house seemed heavy and oppressive. Patricia shuddered as an unexpected feeling of loneliness and depression swept over her. Perhaps she should return Anthony’s call…She glanced at the phone and noticed that the message light was still flashing. Of course, she thought, there had been two messages. She pressed the play button and listened to an unfamiliar voice:

“Hi, Mrs. Hastings—my name is Brenda Shapiro and I represent Olivia Winters, the host of the Olivia Winters’ Hour. I don’t know if you are familiar with the television talk show, but recently your estranged son and daughter were guests of Miss Winters…” 

Patricia’s eyes bulged and she gasped with anger as she listened to the message. 

“…Anyway, Miss Winters feels that there are always two sides to a story, and wanted to give you a chance to repudiate the charges made against you by your kids. If you are interested in being interviewed by Miss Winters, please contact me at the number I shall leave at the end of this message. I will arrange a meeting with you so we can go over the content of the interview and determine whether it is suitable for airing. Please understand, this would be a completely unbiased and fair-minded discussion and, of course, would only be aired with your complete approval and cooperation. If you have any questions please call me at…” 

Patricia pressed the stop button and lurched angrily to her feet. Was there to be no end to this? Was she always to be surrounded by fools and charlatans ready to bring her down? Did those dreadful television people think for one J.P. Bowie
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moment that she would entertain such foolishness—to go before thousands of people and bare her soul for their enjoyment? 

And yet, what if she could actually reach them with her message of moral values and integrity? What if they could be made to see the crassness and superficiality of mainstream television entertainment? She could beat Olivia Winters at her own game—she could turn the tide of popular opinion and destroy the woman’s position as a credible and unbiased interviewer. She would make everyone see just what a dangerous person Olivia Winters really is—someone who worshipped at the altar of false gods and prophets and toad-ied to left-wing extremists. 

Yes! She could do all of that by simply accepting the challenge of facing Olivia Winters and sending out her message of truth and righteousness. With a determined step she returned to the answering machine and pressed ‘replay’. 



“Tell me again how I let you talk me into this.” Jeff was leaning against the marble wall by the elevator that was about to take him and Peter up to Olivia’s penthouse apartment. He fixed his partner with a not altogether friendly look as Peter shifted uncomfortably from one foot to the other. 

“I whined a lot,” he said, “and you finally said; ‘Okay, okay, I give in. Stop whining.’ That’s how it happened.” 

Jeff shook his head, the corner of his wide mouth lifted in the beginning of a smile. “You just say ‘Jump’ and expect me to say ‘How high’—right?” 

“I promise I’ll make this up to you,” Peter said, looking contrite. “She just pushed so hard about taking us out for dinner and I ran out of excuses. Even my creativity was running low in the end.” 

Jeff chuckled and squeezed Peter’s shoulder. “She must feel she owes us this—after the crap she threw at us at my birthday bash. Why then, do I get the feeling that we’re the ones having to do penance?” 

“I know what you mean,” Peter said as the elevator doors slid open and they stepped in. “Press two—that’s Winifred’s floor. At least this part of the evening will be fun.” 

Peter had promised the aging screen actress that he’d bring Jeff by the next time he was at Olivia’s and he’d phoned her to let her know of his and Jeff ’s dinner date. Winifred had been delighted and had insisted they come early so she could spend a little more time with them both. “I’ll mix you some of my famous martoonis,” she’d told Peter, with obvious pleasure. 
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Winifred opened her door at their knock, her face beaming with a welcoming smile. “Come on in,” she exclaimed. “It’s great to finally meet you, Jeff. Boy, you look even better in person.” 

“Thank you,” Jeff chuckled. 

“You two,” she sighed, gazing up at them. “Gosh, the dames would have gone crazy for you if you’d been in the movies.” She pulled them into the living room and clapped her hands together. “So what’s it to be? Name your poison, boys.” 

“What happened to Winifred’s famous martinis?” Peter teased her. 

“Well, they’re pretty lethal…” 

“Maybe a Scotch and water then,” Jeff said. “Light—we don’t want to arrive at Olivia’s hammered.” 

Winifred giggled at the idea. “Peter?” 

“I’ll play it safe too, thanks. Scotch and water sounds good.” 

As Winifred made the drinks, Jeff looked around at the myriad of photographs that covered the walls of her apartment. Peter pointed out the one of Winifred with Rob Francis. 

“I’ve seen him on late-night television,” Jeff remarked. “He must have made a bunch of westerns.” 

“He did,” Winifred said. “And he did all his own stunts in ’em.” She brought their drinks over. “Here you go, boys.” She nodded in the direction of the photograph. “They did a bio of Rob on A&E the other night. It was so great to see him brought back to life—so handsome and vital.” 

“Winifred and Rob were an item,” Peter told Jeff. 

Winifred slapped his arm playfully. “Don’t go giving away my secrets now, naughty boy,” she reproved him, with a wink. “But, I have to tell you, he was the best—in all things. They don’t make ’em like that anymore.” 

“Oh, I don’t know about that…” Peter chuckled. 

“Well, you know what I mean…The so-called stars of today—they’re like bums some of them. I guess women don’t like gentlemen anymore. Me—I always liked to have doors opened and men to stand up when I came into a room.” 

“I’m sure they did,” Jeff murmured. 

“And I’m sure  you  would.” Winifred smiled up at him. “I get the feeling you two are very good to one another.” 

“Yeah,” Peter said, laughing. “Jeff is always standing up when I enter the room.” 

“Peter…” Jeff threw him a reproving look while Winifred laughed aloud. 



 J.P. Bowie

123

“Oh, you boys…I really miss having a good laugh like this. Some of the guys I knew in the old days could always be relied on for a good comment or two. 

Don’t worry Jeff, it takes a lot to shock me.” 

“Peter loses his sense of decorum sometimes,” Jeff said, not letting his friend off the hook too easily. “I think he needs a tad more discipline.” 

“Ooh,” Winifred squeaked. “Do you sell tickets? Come on, let me show you around. You think there’s a lot of stuff out here—wait till you see the den.” She led them into the hall and then into a paneled room the walls of which were covered in more photographs, plaques, framed letters and autographs. “One of these days I gotta sell some of this junk,” she said almost to herself. “Some of it’s just gotta go.” 

Peter peered into a glass case that housed a Colt ’45. “Is that real or just a prop?” he asked. 

“Oh it’s real, honey.” Winifred raised the glass and picked up the gun. 

“Heavy mother,” she muttered. “It was Rob’s. He had quite a collection, but I thought this was the most beautiful. I bought it when his estate went to auc-tion.” She handed it to Jeff. “You probably know all about guns, being a cop.” 

Jeff chuckled. “Not too many cops carry these.” He examined it closely. “It’s a beauty though.” 

“I got the bullets to go with it,” Winifred said, with some satisfaction. 

“It’s not loaded is it?” Peter asked, trying not to look nervous. Having been on the wrong end of a gun a couple of times had made him leery of them. 

“Uh uh. Don’t worry, honey. I keep them in a safe place.” She took the gun from Jeff and replaced it in its case. They then spent a pleasant hour listening to some of Winifred’s stories of her early career, and how she decided at the age of forty to quit the business. “There just weren’t enough good parts for women my age,” she told them without bitterness. “And I didn’t want to start playing

‘mother’ to all the up and coming stars. I decided it was time to call it a day. I had made enough dough to live on quite comfortably—so what the heck?” 

“You never married?” Peter asked. 

“No—I came close a couple of times, but I just couldn’t find anyone as wonderful as Rob. You see, once you’ve had the best, you don’t care about the rest.” 

On the way up to Olivia’s penthouse, Jeff was strangely quiet. “Something wrong?” Peter asked, taking his hand. “Did my off-color remark piss you off that much?” 
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“No…” Jeff smiled at him. “I was just thinking of what Winifred said about once you’ve had the best.” He looked intently at Peter. “How do you feel about that?” 

“I’m not following you…” 

“You and Phillip…” 

“Jeff, you don’t think that I consider you ‘the rest’ do you?” Peter put his finger on the ‘close door’ button as the elevator stopped at the penthouse floor. 

“You can’t think that, surely. If I’ve ever given you that impression…” 

“No, you haven’t.” Jeff sighed. “I’m sorry I mentioned it. It was stupid of me—it was just that I got to thinking there was probably some truth in what she said.” 

“For her, maybe.” Peter put his arms around Jeff. “God, you know how much I love you, don’t you?” 

“Yes, I do. I’m being a jerk…sorry.” 

“We’ll talk about this later. When we’re all alone, and I can assure you that you mean everything in the world to me.” 

“Can we cancel dinner?” 

“I wish,” Peter said, fervently. 

They stepped out of the elevator into Olivia’s marbled hallway where Joyce stood waiting to escort them to their hostess. 

“Hi Joyce,” Peter said. “How are you?” 

“Very well, sir.” She gave them a practiced little bob. 

“Don’t do that for us Joyce,” Jeff whispered. “We’re just the peons, you know.” 

Joyce giggled and led them into the living room, where Olivia stood by the bar holding a glass of champagne. 

“Hi boys,” she exclaimed. They could tell she’d been at the bubbly for a while as they greeted her with a perfunctory kiss on her cheek. “You both look swell.” 

“So do you, Olivia.” Peter stepped back to admire the ice-blue silk sheath dress that clung to every curve of Olivia’s gym-toned body. “You look sensational.” 

Olivia beamed with pleasure. “I’ve booked a table at Sardi’s for eight o’clock; so we have time for a drinkie or two. What’ll it be?” 

“I’ll wait till we’re at the restaurant, if you don’t mind,” Jeff said. 

“Me too,” Peter added. 

“We’ve got the limo,” Olivia pouted. “You don’t have to worry ’bout driving.” 
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“That’s OK,” Jeff murmured. “We’ll pass.” 

Olivia shrugged her indifference and poured herself another drink. “You won’t believe who I’ve just gotten for my show…” Without waiting to be asked who, she yelled with a degree of triumph, “Patricia Hastings.” 

“What?” Jeff gaped at her. “You must be kidding.” 

“Why on earth would you want that bitch on your show?” Peter asked. 

“Because it’ll be another sure-fire hit,” Olivia crowed. “Everyone’s gonna want to see her—the mother who turned her back on her kids in their darkest hours. Everyone will hate her and I can take her apart, bit-by-bit. Show the world what a prize bitch she is.” 

Peter could not believe his ears. Patricia Hastings on television, spewing out her vitriol and hatred like some demented lunatic. “Oh, Olivia—I don’t know if this is such a good idea. The woman’s not dealing with a full deck.” 

Olivia frowned. “Well fortunately, you’re not in charge of who’s on my show, now are you? I think it’s a great idea. I can show her for what she is—a hard, cold woman without an ounce of compassion in her soul.” 

Peter chose to ignore the rebuke, though he saw Jeff ’s fists clench in anger. 

“Olivia, think about this for a moment. Patricia Hastings is almost certifiably insane. She’s a religious nut. Do you really think you’re going to get an intelligent conversation out of her? It’s going to be a disaster.” 

“Hey, listen to me…” Olivia swayed slightly on her heels. “This is  my  show we’re talking about…” 

“I think we’ve got that, Olivia,” Jeff said. “I think Peter is more concerned about the effect this may have on Emily and Anthony.” 

“Exactly,” Peter agreed. “They’ve been through enough hell already without you bringing the mother back into the equation. All you’re doing is nailing the coffin shut on any chance of a reconciliation—slim though that might be.” 

“What are talking about?” Olivia fumed. “I’m giving the old broad a shot at vindicating herself, and showing that she is capable of motherly compassion.” 

“Olivia,” Jeff said, trying to hold back his anger. “By doing this, you are opening up a whole viper’s nest of hatred. Patricia Hastings is not interested in showing herself as a compassionate mother. She let that go a long time ago. 

What she wants is to further her agenda by closing down your show.” 

“What?” Olivia looked dumbstruck. 

“Jeff thinks she’s the one writing you those threatening letters,” Peter told her. “She’s been writing similar letters to Anthony—threatening him with God’s wrath if he doesn’t leave Justin, his boyfriend, and give up his ‘perverted’

ways.” 
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For a moment Olivia looked from Peter to Jeff, her mind working overtime, then she threw up her arms and yelled; “Oh, but this is great…” She turned from them and paced about the living room. “I’ll lull her into a false sense of security and then spring the fact that I know she’s been writing those damn letters. She’ll go to pieces, cry and scream about hell and damnation—the audience will love it. It’ll be the greatest show on television—the news will be full of it—I’ll be on…on 60 Minutes. I’ll be fielding all the major networks. This is going to be the greatest. Brenda hated this idea, but I knew it would work. 

Thanks guys, you’ve just made my day.” 

“Olivia,” Peter groaned, “You can’t be serious…” 

“Are you kidding?” Olivia rasped. “I’ve never been more serious—this is going to make me more famous than Oprah.” 

Jeff looked at her coldly. “You do this and you’re on your own, lady. We don’t know for sure that Patricia is sending you those letters. It’s just a hunch…” 

“Sorry Jeff,” Peter muttered. 

“No, no. That’s OK, Peter. I was going to tell Olivia anyway once we got some firm evidence. Nick and I are pretty sure it’s Patricia. But that’s not the point. What’s at stake here is a couple of kid’s emotional state. Emily and Anthony have come a long way since the days of abuse—but all this—seeing their mother on television blaming them for the shitty lives they’ve had…” 

“They don’t have to watch, for Chrissakes!” Olivia said, throwing back her drink. 

“You know, Olivia,” Jeff said. “It’s always been my considered opinion that you are a heartless bitch—and you’ve just confirmed it.” He looked at Peter. 

“Let’s go, babe.” 

“Wait a minute,” Olivia yelled as they made for the door. “Where d’you get off talking to me like that. I’m  employing  you, Mr. Fag Detective.” 

“Not anymore, you’re not.” Jeff opened the door. 

Peter, his face pale with anger, took one last look at the furious diva. “You just don’t know when to stop, do you? You don’t care who you destroy as long as you get what you want. I’ll bet you haven’t given a second thought to how this may affect Anthony and Emily—all you care about is ratings and how you look to your adoring fans. Well, I’ll tell you what you like right now…” 

Jeff took his arm. “Don’t Peter. She’s not worth it. Let’s go.” 

“Yeah,  get out,” Olivia seethed. “And be sure to tune in and hear me agree with every little thing the Hastings woman has to say about the pair of  you.” 
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“That’ll give you a lot of credibility,” Peter laughed. “Agreeing with the madwoman of Newport Beach—way to go, Olivia.” 

Joyce, who had watching the entire scene bug-eyed, opened the door for them. 

“Can you believe those guys?” Olivia glared at Joyce as she closed the door behind them. “Fuckin’ faggots…ingrates…after all I did for them. He can take his portrait and shove it up his ass. That no-talent queer and his prissy P.I. son-of-a-bitch boyfriend…I’ll ruin the pair of ’em. Call me a heartless bitch? They don’t know the half of it.” She fixed Joyce with a baleful look. “What are you doing hanging around anyway? Go clean somethin’—make yourself useful for Chrissakes.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” Joyce turned and headed for the kitchen, a smirk on her face. 

Boy, did she have something to tell Larry later. 



“So, what do you think?” Peter asked as he and Jeff drove back down the 405

freeway toward Laguna Beach. “Will we ever hear from her again?” 

“I sincerely hope not,” Jeff replied, without smiling. “That woman is someone I am very glad to call a non-friend of mine.” 

“I think she’s finally gone off the deep-end. To actually want Patricia Hastings on her show…it just kind of shows what a no-class act she really is.” 

“Tell me…” Jeff muttered. 

“Who could have put her up to this, d’you suppose?” 

Jeff glanced at Peter. “Why would you think someone put her up to it? I think she is very capable of thinking this crap up all by herself. She doesn’t give a damn who she hurts along the way.” 

“I guess there isn’t anything we can do to stop her. God, Anthony is going to be so destroyed if his mother spouts all that hatred on national TV. Maybe the network won’t allow it…” 

“All they care about is ratings. Olivia’s people can put a spin on this that’ll make everyone want to watch.” 

They were quiet for a time, each one lost in thought. Then Peter said; “Earlier, when you and I had just left Winifred’s apartment…you said something I think we need to talk about.” 

“I’m sorry, babe.” Jeff squeezed Peter’s knee. “It was just what she said—it kind of caught me off-guard.” 
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“But you must know it could never apply to you and me.” Peter turned in his seat to look at Jeff ’s profile illuminated by the freeway lights. “You and I—we’ve come through so much together. We’ve almost lost each other a couple of times, what with one nutcase or another trying to get in the way. But in all this time, I have never compared what I have with you to what I had with Phillip. I have never said to myself, ‘It was better then’. You do believe me, don’t you?” 

“Yes, I believe you.” Jeff stared straight ahead as he spoke. “It’s just that I know your relationship with Phillip was very special…” 

“As is my relationship with you,” Peter interrupted. 

“Let me finish.” Jeff sighed, and looked at Peter for a moment before focus-ing on the road again. “I’ve never thought of myself as an insecure person—or at least, not in a long time. You’re right…we’ve been through a lot together, come a long way together—but still I get that feeling sometimes that this isn’t how it was supposed to be.” 

“What?” Peter stared at him, astounded by what he had just heard. “You can’t be serious!” 

“I think I’m saying this all wrong,” Jeff muttered. His jaw clenched as he pulled off the freeway. 

“Where are we going?” Peter asked him. 

“Just around the corner…” He pulled into a dark, deserted parking lot, killed the engine and turned to look at Peter. “I’m sorry…I’m kinda messing this up. What I’m trying to say is…you and Phillip were the perfect couple. 

You and he were first loves, and if it hadn’t been for that murdering bastard, Frank Meeks, you would still be lovers. You and Phillip would still be together—still in love…” 

“But Phillip is dead, Jeff,” Peter said, his voice gentle. “And as much as I loved him for all those years, and truthfully, never thought I could love anyone else, now I’m with you—in love with  you…” 

Jeff took Peter’s hand in his and held it tightly. “Yes, I know you love me—and I love you—but sometimes I feel as if you have been really cheated out of something that was meant to last forever.” 

“Oh, Jeff…” Peter’s eyes misted as he gazed at the face of the man he loved. 

“Maybe this is why I love you so much. Only you could think that somehow I’ve been cheated by having you in my life. You have given me something I thought I never could have again—don’t you see that? How could you think for one moment that I could ever consider you less than what you are—the most wonderful guy in the world? That’s my humble opinion, of course, but J.P. Bowie
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nothing will ever change it. You and I were meant to be. Phillip saw to that. I have always been convinced that this is what he intended.” Peter managed a little smile as he added; “He went to a lot of trouble to bring us together, so let’s not screw it up.” 

Jeff returned Peter’s smile, then leaned over and kissed him gently on the lips. “Sorry, I’m being an idiot.” 

“Yes, you are,” Peter murmured against his lips. “But the idiot I love.” They moved into each other’s arms. Peter chuckled as he slipped his hand inside Jeff ’s shirt. “We’ve never made out in a car before.” 

“There’s a first time for everything…” Jeff grinned at him. “Let’s start by having you move over here with me.” 



c h a p t e r   1 3

s

Brenda’s phone was ringing as she entered her apartment. For a moment she was tempted to let the message machine pick it up. She was so damned tired, and any more pressure at the end of this long day was not something she cared to think about. 

“What the hell,” she muttered, shrugging and picking up the receiver. “Yes?” 

“Brenda—how’s it going for you these days?” 

For a moment she could not believe her ears. That voice…it could only be…“What the hell do you want?” she rasped. 

“Now, is that anyway to greet an old friend?” 

“Skip the crap, Brad. What d’you want?” 

“Always the business woman, eh Brenda?” 

“I said, cut it or I hang up. Now, for the last time—what do you want?” 

“I want back in, Brenda. I want to be a part of the team again…” He was silenced by Brenda’s raucous laughter. 

“Are you out of your mind?” she brayed. “Are you serious? Do you think for one moment that Olivia would ever consider you back in her life? Do you really think that the most famous daytime talk show host in America would stoop to having some longtime loser mess up her life?” 

“Brenda dear, do you remember what happened the last time you called me a loser?” 

“Yes, I remember,  loser! And if you try any of that shit again, I’ll have you locked up for good. Things have changed around here  loser, or haven’t you noticed? Me and Olivia don’t get scared like we used to. Now, we have the power to put little losers like you out of commission for good. You try anything—anything at all and you will be finished. I will personally see to it!” 
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There was silence on the line for a moment, then he said; “I’m very sorry to hear you say all that, Brenda…” Despite herself, Brenda felt a chill run down her spine at the menace in his voice. “You must remember that I know all about you Brenda— all  about you. Somehow, I don’t think that even you have risen so high that those past indiscretions couldn’t bring you down.  All  the way down, Brenda. If the press got hold of just who and what you are…well, let’s say that life wouldn’t be quite so rosy for you anymore.” 

“You wouldn’t…” 

“Oh, but I would.” She heard the man sigh. “Yeah, there would be repercus-sions for Olivia too, of course. She’d probably get canned. I mean, there’s just so much the public can stand, even from the rich and famous. You know I’m right, Brenda. What I know could ruin you both for all time.” 

Brenda breathed hard. She had to play for time. “Okay, so what do you want me to do?” 

“That’s better. Arrange a meeting with me and Olivia—alone. I don’t want you there, understand?” 

“She’ll never agree to it.” 

“She’d better agree to it. That’s why I’m calling you, Brenda. You’ll make sure she agrees.” 

“Okay. When?” 

“Saturday—at her place in LA.” 

“Christ,” Brenda muttered. “What time?” 

“Say around three.” 

“I’ll see what I can do…” 

“No Brenda. I’m not fooling around here. If this isn’t set up for Saturday, I’m selling the story to the highest bidder—and believe me, there will be lots of

’em.” 

“Bastard,” she fumed. 

Brad laughed. “That’s me, Brenda—bastard to your bitch. I’ll be there on Saturday. She’d better be there too.” The line went dead. 

Brenda sat down heavily and put her head in her hands. What the hell was she going to do? Olivia was going to come unglued when she heard about this. 

There was no way she’d agree to meet him— no way. She would just have to make sure it didn’t happen. The phone ringing again startled her. She let the answer machine pick up. 

“Brenda?” It was Olivia’s brittle voice. “Are you there? Pick up!” 

“Hi, Olivia—what’s up?” 
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“Those two faggots I was taking out to dinner just walked out on me—that’s what’s up.” 

“You told them about the Hastings woman being on your show, right?” 

“They had the nerve to tell me who I should and should not have on my show— my show,” Olivia seethed. 

“Well…they are pretty close to all of this…” 

“Don’t you dare side with them, Brenda.” 

“I’m not siding with them…” 

“I’m not going to be told by anyone—and I mean  anyone  who I can or cannot have on my show. Those two fags are ‘oh so worried’ about the ‘oh so fragile’ psyches of their dear friends, Emily and Anthony. Those kids might just be thanking me for this after their mother is on the show…” 

“I think that’s a bit of a stretch, Olivia…” 

“Brenda…” She could almost hear Olivia grind her teeth as she spoke her name. “Are you on my side or not? Because if you’re not, you better start looking for someone else to live off of.” 

“Live  off of?” Brenda could not hide the anger in her voice. “I’m your manager, for God’s sake—and I earn every damned nickel I get paid. Don’t even try to sell me short, lady—because I won’t stand for it. You were nothing before me and with what I know, you’d be nothing again.” 

There was a deafening silence on the line for a long moment. Then Olivia’s voice, flat and deadly, hissed; “Are you really threatening me, Brenda? This can go both ways, you know. What I know about you could send you to fuckin’ jail! 

How’d you like that, Brenda honey? In there with all those dykes? Come to think if it though…” Olivia sniggered. “…You just might like that.” 

“Stop it Olivia,” Brenda said, shaken by the other woman’s tone. “This is no time for us to fall out.” She decided to tell Olivia of her recent conversation. 

Why should she be the only one to sweat this one? “Brad was just on the phone—he wants to see you.” 

“You must be joking,” Olivia raged. “Tell him to go to hell.” 

“I told him that—but he’s threatening to go to the tabloids with what he knows if he doesn’t get to see you.” 

“Damn him—just pay him off, Brenda.” 

“He wants more than that…he wants back in…to be part of the team again. 

That’s what he said.” 

“I cannot believe this.” Olivia sounded like she was going to lose it at any moment, and Brenda felt a vicious thrill of victory, knowing that she had pen-etrated Olivia’s hard, egotistical shell with this bit of news. 
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“He sounded really serious,” Brenda said, turning the knife just a little. “I think we may have to pay attention.” 

“Brenda, we have to find a way out of this. The son-of-a-bitch called me the other night. We have to shut him up somehow. I can’t let him back into my life…I can’t! Think of something…You know I’ve always relied on you to look after things.” 

Brenda had to fight to keep the triumph out of her voice as she replied; 

“Don’t worry, Olivia, I’ll take care of it.” 



Patricia Hastings glared at the young man who sat in the chair opposite her in the green room of the television studio. He had introduced himself as Greg Mathis, Miss Brenda Shapiro’s assistant, and had been instructed to go over the list of topics that might be discussed during her interview with Olivia. 

“So, Patricia…” he began, then halted as he saw the look of outrage on the woman’s face. 

“Young man, your over-familiarity is not to my liking. You will address me as Mrs. Hastings.” Patricia looked away from Greg’s reddening face with distaste. 

“I do beg your pardon,  Mrs. Hastings,” Brenda’s assistant said, in a voice as cold as ice. If he’d hoped to embarrass her, however, he had just wasted his time. The woman looked at him coolly and told him to continue with his ques-tionnaire. 

“Why don’t you just look it over,  Mrs. Hastings?” Greg handed her the list, which Patricia immediately threw back at him. 

“I am not in the least interested in your list,” she said, looking through him. 

“I know very well what the topic will be and who will be conducting the interview. You are of no consequence.” 

Greg gaped at her, his mouth open. Then he rose quickly and left the room. 

“Good luck in there,” he muttered to Brenda and Olivia as they passed him on the way to the green room. “That woman is a prize  c-u-n-t!” 

“Yeah, we know, Greg.” Brenda patted his shoulder. “Go lie down till you’re over it.” 

Olivia and she both giggled at Greg’s huffy expression. “Oh, this is going to be a doozy of an interview,” Brenda said. “I hope you know what you’re doing, my girl.” 



 J.P. Bowie

134

“I can handle her, don’t worry.” Olivia pushed open the green room door and sashayed in, her face wearing the big, fixed smile she used on all her guests. 

Patricia rose from her chair but did not return Olivia’s smile. She stood, hands clasped in front of her, her body language saying—‘Don’t even try a hand-shake’. 

“Mrs. Hastings…May I call you Patricia?” Olivia gushed. 

“No, you may not,” Patricia replied with a sneer. “I have just had to repri-mand your lackey for his bad manners…” 

“Suit yourself,” Olivia snapped, the smile disappearing from her face. “So, you ready for this? Got all your answers well rehearsed, have you?” 

“Miss Winters…” Patricia’s lips were set in a tight, hard line of displeasure. 

“This may be some form of charade to you, but I can assure you that everything you hear from me will be nothing but the absolute truth. You may want to play games with my beliefs, but you will see that I am nothing but sincere in all I say and do.” 

“Well, we can’t ask for anything more than that, now can we?” Brenda remarked, turning to Olivia and rolling her eyes. “Let’s get started then, shall we?” 

The two women stepped aside to let Patricia precede them to the sound stage. It had been decided that because of the seriousness of the proposed discussion there would be no amusing monologue from the show’s star. The audience consisted mostly of studio staff and their families. The network had told Olivia that if the interview did not come off well, they would not air it. 

Although she was not happy with that decision, Olivia felt pretty certain that, with a certain amount of editing, the interview would be great television and would indeed become the topic picked for discussion on the major news networks. 

As she walked toward the podium where she was to address the audience, Olivia had to admit to herself that she felt apprehensive as to how this would go. The Hastings woman was unknown territory for her—and Olivia was astute enough to know that behind that icy exterior, Patricia Hastings temperament was like a coiled spring, ready to unwind in a flash at the least provoca-tion. 

After a very brief warm-up, Olivia reminded the audience of the interview she had previously done with Anthony and Emily. “You may remember,” she said in a subdued voice, “that those young people were extremely critical of their mother’s role in the years they suffered from their father’s abusive ten-dencies—Emily more-so than Anthony. That young man was still trying to J.P. Bowie
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reach out to his mother for acceptance. Well, as we all know there are always two sides to a story, so I have invited Mrs. Hastings here today to tell us in her own words why she has disowned her children, and if she sees the future holding any chance of reconciliation. Ladies and gentlemen, Mrs. Patricia Hastings.” 

To a smattering of applause, Patricia made her unsmiling way to the seat Olivia indicated for her. Olivia had wisely not offered her hand in greeting, figuring Patricia would ignore it. As it was, Patricia sat in stony silence, staring at Olivia with undisguised contempt. 

“So, Mrs. Hastings,” Olivia began. “How are you today?” 

“I am well, thank you…” Patricia continued to stare at Olivia. “However I don’t think we are here to exchange pleasantries, now are we?” 

Olivia grinned at the audience. “Okaaay…I can see this is going to go well.” 

The audience reacted with some nervous laughter. 

“Miss Winters,” Patricia said with a sneer. “Please do not try to inject humor into these proceedings. There is nothing amusing about what has been happening in my life for the past eighteen years. I came here today with your promise that I would be allowed to show the people—or should I say, those God-fearing people who seek the truth—just how vile and indiscriminately treacherous my two daughters have been.” 

There was a collective gasp from the audience members and one woman yelled “Shame!” 

Olivia held up her hand. “That’s okay, folks. Mrs. Hastings is quite right. I did indeed tell her we would listen to her side of the story. So, go on Mrs. Hastings, tell us how you perceived all of this.” 

“It is not how I  perceived  what happened, Miss Winters. It is, as I shall recount for you now, the absolute truth.” 

“Go right ahead,” Olivia murmured, sitting back in her chair. This woman is going to hang herself in front of everyone, she thought with a malicious shiver. You go, girl! 

“I think it was Paula, my eldest child, who first came to me with these absurd allegations of her father’s—shall we say—more than paternal interest in her. I was horrified of course and approached my husband on the matter. He vehemently denied any such aberration…” 

“And you believed him?” Olivia asked. 

“Of course I believed him. Charles was a loving and doting father. He loved his daughters—but in the purest way. However, Emily—the one you interviewed on this show and who lied her way through the entire thing—she and J.P. Bowie
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her sister concocted the story of how their father had abused both of them. 

They even told their brother Anthony. They lied to him too, and he, being the compassionate soul he was, believed them and came to me with tears in his eyes and asked me to save them. I told him that they were imagining all of this—dreaming of it perhaps, but that none of it ever happened.” 

“Both of your daughters were having the same dreams?” 

“Of course not. They were telling the same  lies.” 

“So, in all the time that this alleged abuse was going on, you never saw any sign of it?” 

“Oh, I saw lots of things going on. I was witness to lots of heinous things being hatched by those nasty little girls. Whispering in corners, refusing to eat their meals, being sent home from school because of inattentiveness. They were always tired— tired. Young girls should have endless energy, but these two were listless and, I may say, extremely irritating.” 

“Did you not wonder why they were always so tired?” Olivia asked. “Could it have been that their sleep patterns were being interrupted by something—or someone?” 

“I have no idea what you mean by that.” 

“Well, let me ask you this…” Olivia drove the point home. “Did you take them to a doctor or specialist in order to find out why they were always so tired?” 

“I took them to our family doctor many times, and he said there was nothing wrong with them. Which was just as I suspected. They were merely play-acting.” 

“But why, Mrs. Hastings? Why would two young girls accuse their father of such a hideous crime?” 

“Because they wanted to destroy him.” 

“That just doesn’t make any sense,” Olivia said flatly. “There had to be more…” 

“You were not  there,” Patricia almost screeched, rising from her seat. “You could never understand the horrors I went through living with those two sluts.” 

“Mrs. Hastings, calm down.” Olivia rose and faced her while the audience reacted with some name-calling. 

Patricia turned and glared at them. “None of you will judge me. Only God can do that—and He knows I am speaking the truth.” 

“Yeah—your version of the truth,” someone yelled. 
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“Okay everyone, calm down,” Olivia said, appealing for quiet. “Let Mrs. 

Hastings continue.” Once they were seated again, she asked; “How did the circumstances of your husband’s death—murder actually—tie in with your belief that he had not molested your daughters. He was preying on young girls, was he not?” 

Patricia looked at a place over Olivia’s head. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“It was in the newspapers, Mrs. Hastings.” 

“Lies—all of it lies.” 

“So, everyone is lying—except you. Is that right?” 

“That is correct.” 

Several titters broke out from the audience. Olivia turned to them with a raised eyebrow, before asking Patricia; “And your son, Anthony—is he a liar too?” 

Patricia’s veneer of disdain crumbled a little and she looked down at her hands clasped in her lap as she answered; “My son meant the world to me. He was the most darling little boy and I loved him with all my heart.” 

“You speak as though he’s not around anymore…” 

“He chose a lifestyle that is abhorrent to me…” 

“You mean he’s gay.” 

“Gay?” Patricia suddenly threw back her head and let out what most people would later describe as a cackle. “What an absurd word to use. How could that word be used to describe all that is vile in human nature? Those two you had on your show—that artist and that other— they  are the cause of my son’s fall from grace. They, and that  wretch  he lives with, destroyed all my hopes that he would find favor in the Lord’s eyes. I have prayed night and day for my son’s redemption, but the evildoers have him under their spell. The first time he brought his sodomite to my home, I gave him a choice—never see him again or leave my sight forever.” She fixed a baleful gaze on Olivia. “And people like you, Miss Winters, with your liberal views and so-called acceptance of all that is immoral and unnatural—you and your ilk are to blame also. God will punish you, Miss Winters. He will bring damnation upon your head!” 

Now the audience was in an uproar. Someone yelled; “Get that stupid bitch out of here!” Two security guards jumped onto the stage and stood by Olivia as she confronted the ranting woman. “Mrs. Hastings,” Olivia said, her voice calm and controlled. “That just sounded an awful lot like the letters I’ve been getting—anonymous letters. Usually an unsigned letter is the sign of a coward…” 
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“I am not a coward,” Patricia screamed. “Yes, I sent you those letters. I am acting on God’s will!” She lunged at Olivia and in front of everyone’s horrified eyes, struck her hard across the face. Olivia reeled back as the security guards grabbed Patricia and hustled her off the stage. Olivia collapsed onto her chair as Brenda rushed to her side. 

“Are you OK?” 

Olivia nodded, holding her hand to her bruised cheek. 

“I told you having that bitch on your show would be a disaster!” Brenda seethed. 

Olivia looked up at her. “Are you kiddin’?” she laughed. “That woman just gave us the greatest show ever!” 



c h a p t e r   1 4

s

“You seen this?” Nick tossed the newspaper onto Jeff ’s desk. 

Jeff whistled softly as he read the headline: OLIVIA WINTERS ASSAULTED BY SHOW GUEST! 

He let out a low chuckle. “Oh, my God. Wait till Peter hears about this…” 

“Eric heard it on the news this morning on his way to the gallery—he’s probably called Peter by now.” Nick grinned at his partner. “You look mighty pleased.” 

“Well, it’s just that sense of satisfaction you get when somebody you’ve come to really dislike gets theirs. We tried to talk her out of having Patricia Hastings on her show and she more or less told us to fuck off—so we did.” Jeff raised his arms in a parody of the daytime diva and crowed; “‘It’s my show and no one tells me what to do.’ Well, now she’s bit off more than her big mouth can chew.” 

“Wonder what Anthony’s going to feel about it,” Nick said. 

“That poor kid will be upset big-time,” Jeff replied, the smile leaving his face. “I better call Peter and have him get in touch…” 

“Jeff…” Monica called from the outer office. “Peter’s on line one.” 

Jeff picked up the phone. “Hi, babe.” 

“Hi—you left so early this morning…” 

“I know—sorry. Had a lot to catch up on. You heard the news, I guess?” 

“Yeah, Eric called. Can you believe it?” 

“Maybe you should give Anthony a call,” Jeff suggested. 

“I will, before I head over to the gallery. He’s bound to be upset. God—can you imagine having your mother arrested for assault in front of everyone in that studio? That woman has to be out of her mind.” 
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“No argument there. Let me know how he is.” 

“Will do. I’ll call you later…” 

“Okay. Wanna meet for lunch? I can stop by the gallery later.” 

“That’d be great. I’ll see you then. Bye.” 

“Bye.” Jeff put the phone down just as Monica put through another call. 

“Detective McKenna’s on line two, Jeff.” 

“Thanks, Monica. Hey Louis, how’s it going?” 

“Good, Jeff. Just wanted you to know you can pick up your camera anytime you want. The lab released it today.” 

“Okay, thanks—any developments in the Luke Taylor case?” 

“Nope. Looks like we’re at a dead end there. No witnesses, every one of his friends and acquaintances has an airtight alibi. The Olivia Winters’ connection led us nowhere. I talked with Detective French in LA and he doesn’t think there’s a connection with the threatening letters Miss Winters has been getting.” 

“There’s gotta be something,” Jeff muttered almost to himself. 

“Well, if you can come up with any ideas, I’d be happy to hear them,” McKenna said, then added; “Hey, doesn’t your buddy Peter have any feelings about this? I remember he had some kind of psychic ability.” 

“Yeah…” Jeff replied. “But so far, no luck. It’s a long story…” 

“Too bad—we could use a lucky break in this case. Well, okay Jeff. Keep in touch. Let’s get together for a drink sometime…And don’t forget to pick up your camera.” 

“Will do. Good luck with the Taylor case—and if I do have any hunches, I’ll call you right away.” Jeff hung up and looked at Nick. “No luck finding Luke Taylor’s killer yet.” 

“That’ll be a tough one,” Nick said, with a shrug of his wide shoulders. “No witnesses—probably a ton of prints in the kid’s apartment. The cops are gonna have their work cut out for them all right. So—what’s happening to Ma Hastings? Is she in the slammer?” 

Jeff scanned the newspaper report. “No—looks like Olivia’s not pressing charges. Amazing. I’d have thought she’d want to teach Patricia a lesson. Oh, oh…” 

“What?” Nick asked. 

“Seems she confessed to sending those anonymous letters…” 

“You’re kidding me,” Nick laughed. “That crazy old broad.” 

“Well, the LA cops are going to want to talk to her about that, for sure,” Jeff said, frowning. “Oh Jeez, when Anthony hears this part…” 
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“He’ll come unglued, the poor kid.” Nick looked across at Jeff and shook his head. “He’s going to need you guys for support.” 

“Peter’s on it this morning. He said he’d call Anthony before he went over to the gallery. He’ll probably arrange some kind of get-together.” 



Olivia slammed the phone down. She looked at Brenda, her eyes shining with elation. “Yes, Brenda, yes! I’ve done it—the studio execs are gonna go for it. I knew selling the show as a kind of ‘true crime’ panel would work. How come you didn’t think of this? Why do I have to come up with all the great ideas? Never mind…” She waved off Brenda’s attempted reply. “I just knew I was on the right track here.” She rose from her dressing room couch and stalked around the room. “Picture it—we got a couple of psychiatrists, a detective and a preacher all watching that bitch going postal on my show—then they come up with what’s wrong with her and what should be done, yada, yada, yada—and when all that crap is out of the way, I do my big forgiveness speech and end up by saying; ‘Whatever happens to the poor lady, when she’s all better—I will have her on my show again to let her know I do not hold a grudge, and she’s all forgiven’…blah, blah, blah.” 

Brenda snorted. “Then you’ll have her dragged out back and shot—right?” 

Olivia laughed raucously. “Something like that. Ha!—I wish.” She fell silent for a moment, then she said with equal relish; “I’ll bet those two fags are gnashing their teeth right now…” 

“Okay, enough with the gloating,” Brenda said. “Remember, we still have Brad to deal with today.” 

“I thought you were going to take care of that.” Olivia fixed Brenda with a glare of disapproval. “Don’t tell me you actually want me to meet with him?” 

“I couldn’t head him off.” Brenda became defensive. “He wouldn’t meet me alone—said he would talk to both of us together—or not at all.” 

“You mean he’s going to show up at my place?” 

“That’s what he wants…” 

“Damn him,” Olivia seethed. “And you too, Brenda. I told you to take care of it. I’m not going to listen to his pathetic threats anymore. If he thinks for one minute I’d even think of having him back in my life—he’s gotta be crazy. 

She stormed around the room as she gave vent. “What the hell are we going to do about this? I can’t have him in my home—I won’t. He’ll start all that again…” 
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“Calm it down, Olivia.” Brenda frowned as she listened to the other woman’s obvious anxiety. “Don’t go off the deep end till we know what he has to say. If it’s just the same old stuff, we can send him on his way with a few thou—but, if he’s serious about being a part of the team again, we may have to take care of him—permanently.” 

“What are you saying?” 

“Find someone to take care of him…” 

“You mean…have someone kill him?” Olivia looked at her manager with big eyes. “Are you serious?” 

“Or threaten him enough to scare the bejesus out of him. It might be the only way…” 

“But what if…? No, Brenda.” Olivia shook her head emphatically. “As much as I hate the son-of-a-bitch for what he’s done, there’s no way I could go along with him getting seriously hurt.” 

“Okay,” Brenda sighed. “I’ll talk to him first; see if I can get rid of him. But it’s you he wants to talk to—there just may not be a way out of it.” 

“Fine. If he won’t listen to you, I’ll make him an offer he won’t refuse.” 

“Like?” 

“Like money, of course. That’s all he wants, isn’t it?” 

“Ultimately, yes.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“I think he wants more than just a pay-off. I think he wants back in for good.” 

Olivia gave a brittle laugh. “Well, that’s just not going to happen. There is no way I’m going to put up with looking at his face everyday, everywhere I turn.” 

“You used to like looking at his face, as I remember,” Brenda said. “And other parts of him too…” 

“That was then, Brenda. I’ve moved on since then to bigger and better things. How could I be seen in public with a nobody?” 

“Luke was a nobody…” 

“Luke was my bodyguard—and besides we looked good together. He was a honey, really.” 

“A honey with photographs of you on your ass.” 

Olivia sighed. “I don’t really think he’d have used them…” 

“You still miss that goon?” Brenda asked with a sneer. 

“Stop that, Brenda. The kid’s dead. He never did you anything to you…” 
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“Right, forget it—we have Brad to contend with. He won’t be so…I mean, he’s tough and way clever…” 

Olivia did not seem to be listening, her mind trying to find any excuse to get out of meeting Brad. “I just can’t be around when he’s there,” she whined. 

“Can’t you call him and arrange to meet him somewhere else?” 

“This is what he insisted on. I’m telling you, Olivia; if he decides to go public with some of the stuff he knows, you’ll have a helluva time with the media.” 

“Damn,” Olivia fumed. “Why did I ever listen to you in the first place? Why did you drag me into all that?” 

“Oh please, girl, you came with bells on—in more ways than one.” 

“Don’t be crude, Brenda. That is not something I wish to discuss.” 

“Well then, you’d better meet with Brad—or you might be discussing it with every Tom, Dick and Mary from the press.” 



Peter, watching through his gallery window, sighed as he saw Anthony, his shoulders hunched with misery, crossing the street in front of the gallery. 

“Here he is,” he said, loud enough so that Eric could hear him. 

“Okay.” Eric came out from the back studio. “I’ll make myself scarce.” 

“Sorry…” Peter put his hand on his friend’s arm. 

“No problemo,” Eric grinned at him. “I’ll walk up to the office and bug Nick for a while.” 

“He’ll like that,” Peter said. 

“He’d better,” Eric laughed and opened the gallery door to let Anthony in. 

“Hi, Anthony…” 

Anthony looked at him without smiling. “Eric.” 

“Come on in, Anthony,” Peter said, giving him a hug. “See you later, Eric.” 

Anthony watched as Eric ran across the street. “He must think I’m such a jerk…” 

“Believe me, he doesn’t.” Peter turned the ‘Open’ sign around so that it read

‘Closed for Lunch’ then he took Anthony’s arm and led him through to the studio. “He knows you’re upset and not into a lot of ‘Hail fellow, well met’—right now. Here, sit down and relax.” 

Anthony’s face was bleak with despair. “You saw the newspapers? 

“Yes. It must have been quite a show.” 

“I just can’t believe she’d do something that incredibly stupid.” Anthony’s eyes brimmed with tears as he looked up at Peter. “I mean, what the hell did J.P. Bowie
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she think was going to happen when she publicly admitted writing those letters and tried to knock Olivia Winters into the middle of next week? God, if it weren’t so tragic—it would be hilarious. I’ll bet there are going to be people in hysterics when the show airs—all of them laughing at my mother behaving like some…some… lunatic.” 

“Have you spoken to her?” 

“Yes, believe it or not. I called this morning and she actually picked up the phone. I told her I was on my way down to Laguna and I could come by and see her. She hadn’t read the newspaper so I had to break the news to her that she was on the front page—looking like some harpy from hell, with security guards restraining her. God, she went ballistic, Peter. I said I wanted to see her and she screamed at me to stay away—that it was all my fault and Emily’s and Paula’s…” 

“And everyone but her own,” Peter murmured. 

“Oh, what she said about Justin…” The tears were streaming down his face now. “My own mother saying things I would never have believed possible, Peter. Vile, cruel things…about how he had the Devil’s penis and had infected me with a poison I would never be free of—that we would all die from AIDS, because God had willed it—and how she had prayed that Justin would die first so that I would know what it was like to be alone.” 

“My God.” Peter knelt and took Anthony into his arms. His mind was reel-ing with what Anthony had just told him. In some corner of his mind, Peter had hoped that Patricia would see the damage she had done and would feel some twinge of remorse—perhaps even try to make amends with her family. A futile hope, he now thought, as he held the sobbing young man in his arms. 

Things were now worse than they had ever been. Patricia’s madness had taken her to another level of self-pity and vindictiveness. He doubted if there was any way back for her now. 

As Anthony’s tears subsided, Peter asked; “How’s Emily handling this?” 

“Better than me.” He managed a little smile. “Emily’s made of sterner stuff. 

She was upset, of course, but she has so much more on her mind right now. 

She’s pregnant again, did you know?” 

“No!” Peter grinned at him “That’s wonderful news. You get to be an uncle again.” 

“And Emily and Jerry have asked Justin to be godfather…” 

“That’s terrific.” 

“Can you imagine what my mother would say about that?” 
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“It doesn’t matter what she would say, Anthony. It doesn’t matter what any of those religious loonies would say. What’s important is that your sister and brother-in-law love you and Justin—love and respect you. You are family—we are all part of an extended family really. We’re here for one another when we’re needed. Nothing can take that away.” He smoothed back the hair that had fallen over Anthony’s brow and handed him some Kleenex. “Jeff will be here shortly. Feel like some lunch?” 

“I guess…What did he have to say about all this?” 

“He was shocked, of course. But he and Nick kind of suspected Patricia had written those letters to Olivia. That part didn’t surprise him. Where’s Justin?” 

“He had to work—someone was sick so he couldn’t get away. He’s coming down later and I’m meeting him at Emily’s. We’ll probably stay the night.” 

“Good.” Peter regarded his young friend with sympathy. “You guys are just going through way too much stress. Why don’t you consider taking a vacation and getting away from all this?” 

“I wish,” Anthony said. “What with my classes and Justin’s job, there just doesn’t seem to be enough time.” 

“Well, at least go somewhere for a long weekend. Palm Springs is nice this time of year—not too hot.” 

Anthony smiled at him. “We’ll see…Is that someone at the door?” 

“That’ll be Jeff, I expect. Let’s go get something to eat.” 



Brad Kingman shifted with impatience as he waited for the elevator that would take him to Olivia’s penthouse. He was a lot more nervous of this meeting than he cared to admit. A lot was riding on what he had to say to Olivia. At least, he thought with a smirk, she had agreed to meet with him. Brenda must have scared her just enough. 

Brenda—that bitch. She had a lot to lose too, if Olivia decided to disregard his threats. All he wanted was in—back to what they had before. What was the big deal? 

He looked round as he heard the click of heels behind him. A tiny, white haired lady was smiling up at him. He nodded then looked away. They stepped into the elevator together. “Which floor?” he asked her. 

“Two please,” Winifred replied. “The one below the notorious Miss Olivia Winters…That where you’re headed?” 

“Uh huh.” Brad looked at her sideways. “How’d you know that?” 
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“You’re an actor,” she chirped. I’ve seen you on TV—some late night series…” 

“Galaxy X,” Brad told her. “The Sci-fi channel. You like sci-fi?” 

“Not really—I just thought you were cute.” 

Brad laughed. “Thanks.” He held out his hand. “Brad Kingman.” 

“Winifred Owen. You heard of me?” 

“Can’t say I have? You on TV?” 

“Movies—well, I used to be. When you were still in short pants probably.” 

She gave him a winsome smile. “Well, this is my floor. When you get tired of her, you can come down and see me sometime.” 

Brad was still chuckling when the elevator doors opened revealing the marble foyer outside Olivia’s penthouse. He whistled softly to himself. “Very nice…” He rapped on the door then frowned as it was thrown open by Brenda. 

“What are doing here? I told you I wanted to see her alone.” 

“She wouldn’t go for it,” Brenda told him. “So you’re stuck with me here too.” 

“Where is she?” 

“In the bedroom—she’ll be out in a minute.” 

Brad walked to the balcony windows and looked out. “Quite a place she’s got here…” 

“Why Brad…” Olivia’s voice made him turn away from the view. “What an unpleasant surprise.” 

He looked her over with an appraising eye. “You look good Olivia…money agrees with you.” 

“And just how much of that do you want?” Olivia stalked to the bar and poured herself a shot of Jack Daniels. “Let’s not waste time with crap—how much do you want?” 

Brad’s handsome face creased in a tight smile. “Still the arrogant bitch you always were, I see,” he said with a low derisive laugh. “Get rid of your side-kick.” He jerked a thumb at Brenda. “Then we’ll talk.” 

“No way. Brenda stays right here. I’m not going to be alone with you…” 

“Don’t trust yourself, huh?” he asked with a smirk. “Maybe you’d like a taste just for old time’s sake.” 

“Okay Brad,” Brenda rasped. “That’s enough. Say what you want then hit the road…” 

“No, no, no ladies.” Brad walked to the couch and sat down, stretching his long legs out in front of him. “I’m not hitting any road, except Olivia Street. 

I’m here for keeps this time. This time, I’m calling the shots.” 
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“You must be on crack!” Olivia yelled. “What makes you think we’d stand for you being around all the time?” 

“You mean apart from my natural good looks and charm?” Brad sniggered. 

“Well, for starters, how about if I inform your loving public that you and Brenda here a couple of big dykes?” 

“I am not a dyke!” Olivia screamed. 

“And how about if I show your adoring fans a video of you and Brenda—and a certain masked man—engaging in some very dangerous sexual acts. I fancy it would be an even bigger sensation than Tommy and Pamela’s video.” 

“That? You don’t have that anymore. I paid you for that already, you bastard.” 

“Yeah, I know—but not nearly enough.” Brad smiled at her. “I tried to be reasonable, Olivia. If you had simply helped me out when I asked you last year if you’d help finance my movie—you know, the one I wrote—sweated blood over for three years. If you’d just been a little more amenable to the whole project, I probably wouldn’t be here now, bugging you like this. Instead, you told me to go to hell, which really wasn’t very nice. Imagine my surprise when I discovered I had another copy of that video…” He looked at the two women with barely concealed mirth. “I just couldn’t believe I had failed to mention I had a spare copy…” 

“Why you miserable son-of-a-bitch,” Brenda seethed. 

“Oh, come on Brenda,” Brad giggled. “You of all people shouldn’t be mad. 

You look like you’re having the time of your life on that tape. I’ve never seen you happier.” 

“Stop!” Olivia yelled, her face ashen. “Brad, please don’t do this. Why drag all this up after all these years? I’ll give you the money to have your movie made, if that’s all you want…” 

“Well, now…see,” Brad looked at her, his eyes glinting with mischief. 

“That’s not all I want, I’m afraid. If you’d been more  reasonable  when I first asked you, that might have been enough…” 

“So what else do you want?” Brenda asked. 

“Not you, Brenda—not you.” Brad stood up and stretched his long, lean body in an arrogant display of nonchalance. “I want you to marry me, Olivia. 

Marry this poor, struggling actor with whom you have fallen madly in love. Go on your show—marvel at my talent—ask why directors haven’t been knocking my door down to hire me—and then tell them that I am about to make you the happiest woman in the world.” 
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“You must be  nuts,” Brenda exploded. 

“Nope, not nuts,” Brad said happily. “And just to prove how much you love me, there will be no pre-nuptial agreement. You and I, Olivia, will be man and wife, till death us do part—with all the benefits that befits a loving couple.” 

Olivia sank down onto a barstool and poured herself another drink. Her head was spinning. Marry him? Impossible—she hated him. She’d love him once…Shit! He was still so damned good looking…Yeah, but he had the morals of a snake. She’d never be able to trust him—but she couldn’t let that video go public. It would ruin her for sure. Even if they carried out Brenda’s idea, would they find the second video?  Was  there a second video? Was this all just a bluff? How could she find out? She needed to stall for time. Yeah, that was it—stall for time. 

“Okay,” she said, breaking the silence that had fallen on the room. “You win, Brad. But,” she glared at him through narrowed eyes. “I get to see that other copy burned—and any others you just might have lying around.” 

Brad’s smile was wary. This had been way too easy, he thought. She was up to something. Aloud, he said; “I knew you’d see it my way, darling. You have to admit Brenda…” He grinned at Olivia’s furious manager. “We’ll make a great looking couple.” 

“You’d make a better looking corpse,” Brenda snarled. She glared at Olivia. 

“You caved too easy. This moron will ruin you one way or the other. He’s trash, Olivia—pure, unadulterated trash. This is the worst decision you could have made.” 

“Now Brenda,” Brad pouted. “I don’t think you should be talking about me like that. In fact, now that I am Olivia Winter’s fiancé, I feel it my duty to protect her from your vicious, slanderous tongue. You’re fired, Brenda—goodbye.” 

“Olivia?” Brenda looked at her, outraged. “Tell him he can’t do that.” 

Olivia’s eyes slid away from the other woman. For a moment she gazed into the amber liquid in her glass—then she lifted her head and said quietly; “Sorry, Brenda…You’d better go.” 

“I don’t  believe this,” Brenda screeched. 

“Believe it,” Brad said. “And beat it.” 

Brenda stood for a long moment, looking from one to the other then she turned and lurched toward the door, where she paused and turned again to face them. “Well, you sure deserve one another. Loser and bigger loser…a marriage made in hell. Go fuck yourselves!” 

As the door slammed behind her, Brad winked at Olivia. “Well now. Time to celebrate, don’t you think?” 
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Brenda fumed silently as the elevator stopped at a floor she hadn’t expected. 

She stared at the little woman who got on alongside her. Jeez, it was that old has-been who thought she was still a star. 

“Hi,” Winifred said, punching the basement button. 

“Hi, yourself,” Brenda growled. 

“I swear my memory is failing me fast,” Winifred chuckled. “I don’t know how many times I have to go back to my car for something I forgot.” 

“Fascinating,” Brenda drawled, rolling her eyes. 

“You look like you lost a dollar and found fifty cents,” Winifred chuckled. 

Brenda looked sharply at the old movie star. “Gee, that’s original,” she snarled. 

“My, lady. You really need to chill…Nothin’s ever that bad, you know.” 

“What would you know? Fifteen years I’ve given that bitch and now I’m axed.” 

“You mean the Dragon Lady canned you?” Winifred was trying not to sound happy. Oh my, she thought. When bitches fall out…

“That’s what I mean, yes. Fired—me—after all I’ve done.” Brenda blinked back her tears. 

“There, there, dear.” Winifred patted the other woman’s arm. “Lovers spat, was it?” 

“What? Where the hell would you get that idea from?” Brenda glared at her and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “That’s the kind of crap that ruins people’s careers. Lovers spat? What crap!” 

“You’re repeating yourself dearie,” Winifred said. 

“And you’re enjoying this aren’t you?” Brenda yelled. “You old  has-been.” 

“Better a has-been, than a never-was—like you, dear. At least I never stood in someone else’s shadow.” The elevator doors opened and Winifred skipped out. “Have a nice day, dearie.” 

Winifred shook her head as she retrieved the forgotten bags of groceries from the trunk of her car. “You really are a nasty old lady,” she told herself. 

“Takin’ a delight in that poor woman’s misfortune—and her such a nice person.” She chuckled as she closed the trunk. She turned, then gasped as she saw Brenda standing behind her, a murderous glint in her eye. 

“Listen to me, you old bitch,” she rasped, her voice thick with venom. “You better watch that mouth of yours if you know what’s good for you…” 

“Oh, please,” Winifred shot back, “You don’t scare me, missy…” 
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“Shut up!” Brenda shoved her up against the trunk of her car. “Old broads like you think no one’s gonna beat up on them, right? Well, guess again. You sass me like you did back there again—and I’ll beat the crap out of you.” 

“My, such a lady,” Winifred said, rubbing her elbow and trying not to look scared, though indeed, now she was. 

“I’m warning you. Keep that mouth of yours zipped—got it?” Brenda turned to go, then looked back at her. “Maybe I should just give you a little taste of what I mean…” 

“Everything all right there, ladies?” 

They both looked at the security guard who stood, hands on his belt, peer-ing at them curiously. 

Winifred breathed a sigh of relief as Brenda drew back and walked quickly away. 

“You OK, Miss Owens?” 

“Yes thanks, Armstrong.” Much to her annoyance, Winifred found she was trembling. “Could you give me a hand with these bags?” 

“Sure thing.” Armstrong grabbed the shopping bags out of the trunk and walked with her to the elevator. “Wasn’t that Miss Winter’s manager?” he asked. “She seemed angry or something…” 

“Yeah, she was asking if I enjoyed the shows and I guess my answer kinda pissed her off.” 

“You don’t enjoy them?” Armstrong sounded surprised. 

“They’re OK, I guess—just not my kind of entertainment. People blabbing about their hang-ups and problems…I’d rather watch a good movie.” 

Armstrong smiled down at her. “Want me to come up with these?” 

“No thanks. I’ll manage from here. Thanks again.” Winifred returned the guard’s smile as she pressed the button for her floor. Jeez, she thought, as the elevator hummed smoothly upwards, that woman is nuts. Well, with any luck she won’t be back here, now she’s been given the old heave-ho. 

Her phone was ringing as she opened her apartment door. Dropping her bags, she picked up just before her answering machine cut in. “Hello?” 

“Hi, Winifred—it’s Peter Brandon.” 

“Well hi, you cute thing. What’s new?” 

“I just wanted to thank you for the drinks and the good company the other night.” 

“You are so welcome. Having two hunks in my apartment at the same time, just made my night.” 
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Peter laughed, then said; “Well, we enjoyed that part of the evening very much.” 

“How was dinner with DG?” 

“DG?” 

“The Dragon Lady!” 

“Oh…” Peter laughed again. “Well, as a matter of fact, that didn’t go too well. We didn’t go to dinner with her as it turned out. She laid some news on us we didn’t like and it ended up with Jeff and her having a few words, so we decided to leave.” 

“Wow…” Winifred exclaimed, enjoying this bit of gossip. “That must have really made her mad.” 

“Oh, she was mad all right. But she’s getting mixed up in our friends’

lives—people we really care about—and making the whole situation worse just so she can boost her show’s ratings. Jeff and I think it’s pretty despicable.” 

“Well, I have some news for you,” Winifred said with relish. “Hot off the press, I may add.” 

“What’s that?” 

“I just rode in the elevator with that bimbo manager of hers…” 

“Brenda?” 

“Mm-hmm…And she’s been given the boot. Fired, axed, eighty-sixed—and boy, was she mad.” 

“She told you this?” Peter asked, surprised. 

“Yep. She looked kinda upset, and me being the sweet old lady that I am…” 

she paused to chuckle over that. “I asked her what was wrong. She came out with it real fast and furious. I guess I was a bit flippant and that made her even madder. She actually threatened me with bodily harm, no less.” 

“You’re kidding…” 

“Nope. I was real glad to see one of our security guys show up, I can tell you. 

I think he saved me from a really nasty scene.” 

“Winifred, that’s terrible. Are you all right?” 

“Oh yeah, I’m fine. Takes more than some jumped up nobody to scare me…But I’ll you something—that woman is nuts and is capable of getting rid of whatever’s in her way.” 
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Brad rolled over in bed and stared at the clock on the nightstand beside him. Shit, ten o’clock, he thought—I must have dozed off. He flipped on the bedside lamp and looked around him. He was alone. 

“Olivia? Where are you, baby?” He swung his legs out of the bed and padded, naked, across the room. “Olivia?” 

“Out here.” 

He walked over to where she sat by the window in the living room, nursing a drink. She looked him up and down, her lips lifted in a sardonic smile. 

“Well, well,” she said. “Think you’re still quite the stud, dontcha?” 

“You seemed to think so, earlier,” Brad replied with a smirk. “Or was all that heavy moaning just an act?” 

“That’s for me to know and you to find out.” She rose and walked toward him. “I’ll have to admit though, you’re in good shape for an old guy.” 

Brad chuckled. “I’m younger than you, don’t forget.” 

Olivia frowned. “Well, we won’t make that public, now will we?” 

“It’s pretty fashionable these days.” He drew her into his arms and kissed her, hard. “Tell me you didn’t enjoy what we did,” he said, his voice husky. “You and I—we were always right for one another.” 

“Maybe…” Olivia kissed him back then stepped out of his embrace. “We have to get a few things straightened out before we go any further with this.” 

“Oh yeah?” 

“Yeah. Go put some shorts on. That thing waving at me is sorta distracting.” 

She watched him as he swaggered toward the bedroom. 

He turned and grinned at her. “Enjoying the view?” 

“Hurry it up,” she growled. Damn him, she thought, she always had found him irresistible. Back then, when they’d first met, she’d craved him night and day. When it all fell apart and she and Brenda had left him behind, she had missed him and the great sex they’d had. If only she hadn’t listened to that crazy scheme to make a sex video—‘Just for laughs’. Yeah, but who was laughing now? 

He came back into the room wearing his jeans and a tee shirt that showed off his sculpted torso and muscular arms. “Not too over-dressed, am I?” he asked her with a grin. 

“You’ll do. Okay, first—Brenda…” 

“What about her?” 
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“She can’t stay fired. She knows too much.” 

“I can take care of that…” 

“How can you take care of that?” She swallowed the last of her drink and walked over to the bar to fix another. 

“You drink too much,” Brad said, following her and taking the glass from her hand. 

“No kidding! Is it any wonder with all that’s coming down around me?” 

Olivia glared at him. “Crazy broads threatening my life, some nutcase stalking me, faggots telling me what I can do on my own show, you showing up after all these years I’ve paid you off, telling me you want a bigger piece of the pie. Now, Brenda’s out there, no doubt planning some kind of a hit—that’s what she wanted to do with you, you know. Get someone to scare you, or failing that, bump you off.” 

“Stupid bitch!” Brad yelled. “And you want her back here?” 

“It’s the only way to keep her quiet, Brad. Out there, she’ll be some kind of loose cannon, ready to blow our names and reputations all over the tabloids. I know her…she won’t take this lying down.” 

“Okay, okay,” Brad muttered. “Unfire her then—but keep her away from me. I don’t trust her.” 

“Oh, that’s droll…” Olivia’s voice was heavy with sarcasm. “The blackmailer doesn’t trust the blackmailer.” 

Brad looked contrite. “I’m not blackmailing you, baby. All I ever wanted was you and me to be reunited. Telling Brenda I’d go public was the only sure way I knew you’d see me.” 

Olivia looked at him through narrowed eyes. “You really want to go through with this, don’t you? The marriage thing, I mean.” 

“You bet. It’ll be the event of the year…” 

“It’ll be that all right,” Olivia muttered. 

“Look Olivia…” Brad took her in his arms. “We’ve been through some bad times, you and me…but in all the time we’ve been apart I’ve never stopped wanting you. I know I come across as some kind of gold-digger, ‘specially now that you’re the queen of daytime TV, but I’ve missed you, honey. Really and truly I have. I wish I could make you believe that. Just give this time. It’ll be great, I promise.” 

Olivia leaned against his chest and sighed. He had no idea how much she really wanted to believe it. The sex they had just shared was as fantastic as she remembered it to be. She could not deny it—he was good. If only she could trust him—if only…
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Later, after another bout of athletic sex, Olivia rose and left Brad sleeping like a bear in hibernation. Quickly, she crossed through the living room into her office, and picked up the phone. She glanced at her watch as she listened to the ringing tone. 

“One o’clock,” she said to herself. “Wake up Brenda…” 

“Yeah?” Brenda’s naturally rough voice was made even raspier with sleep. 

“Hello, Brenda, dear. I have some good news for you…” 



c h a p t e r   1 5

s

Anthony hesitated before ringing the doorbell to his mother’s home. He was not looking forward to this confrontation. His instincts told him it was not going to go well—but he could not just leave things the way they were. Surely she must be hurting, he thought. Perhaps now, when all that she had said and done had come back to haunt her in a way she could never have imagined, perhaps now she would listen to reason. If not now, she never would. Justin had wanted to come with him, but Anthony had felt that his presence might exac-erbate the problem. As much as he would have welcomed Justin’s company, he had felt it better that he went alone. With some reluctance, Justin had agreed to let him go alone, after a promise that he would call if things did not go well. 

Taking a deep breath, he rang the doorbell and waited. And waited. He rang the bell again, then worried that there was still no response, he walked round to the back garden and peered through the French doors. Seeing nothing, he tried the handle—it was locked. Cursing the fact that his mother had demanded he return his house keys when he left to live with Justin, he pushed at the door then rapped loudly on the glass. 

“Mom!” he yelled. “It’s Anthony—let me in—please.” He stepped back and looked up at his mother’s bedroom window. Picking up a stone from one of the flowerbeds he flung it up at the glass. “Mom!” he yelled again. He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and speed dialed her number. After two rings her answering machine clicked on. He listened to the robot-like voice telling him to leave a message, then yelled into the mouthpiece; “Mom! It’s Anthony. 

I’m outside. Let me in— please. I know you’re there. You’re car is in the driveway. I’m not leaving till you let me in!” He waited for several minutes until it became apparent that his mother was not going to respond to his entreaties. 
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“Damn,” he muttered. There was only one thing he could do. It was going to make her very angry, but he was beyond caring about that now. He stepped back and delivered a hefty kick at the French door. The wood splintered enough that one more kick was sufficient for the door to swing open. He stood waiting for the alarm to begin its strident shrieking—but nothing happened. 

“Strange…” He ran into the living room. “Mom, are you here?” He bounded up the stairs and flung his mother’s bedroom door open. The room was in darkness with just a slant of light appearing through the closed shutters. 

His mother lay, face down, across the bed. 

“Mom!” he screamed, racing to her side. He switched on the bedside lamp before turning her over onto her back. There was an empty pill bottle on the nightstand. “Oh, my God,” he whispered. He pulled his cell phone out and dialed 911. “It’s my mother,” he gasped when the operator answered. “She’s taken pills…” He gave his name and address and listened as the operator gave him instructions while waiting for the paramedics. He flung the shutters and the windows wide open, flooding the room with light. He pulled his mother to her feet and tried to make her walk, all the while encouraging her to wake up. 

“Come on, Mom, please wake up. You can’t give up like this—you have to wake up. Mom,  please.” 

But even as he carried her around the room, he knew it was hopeless. His mother’s body sagged in his arms; there was no response to his pleas, and when the paramedics arrived and went into full emergency mode, they could do nothing to revive her. 

One of them looked up at Anthony, his eyes filled with sympathy. “I’m sorry…I’m afraid there’s nothing more we can do.” 

They took her body away while a police officer questioned Anthony about the possible circumstances that may have led to his mother’s suicide. 

“She left a letter.” Anthony handed it to the officer. “She was very depressed…very angry about some things that had happened recently.” 

The cop scanned the letter, then looked at Anthony with surprise. “She mentions Olivia Winters. Was she was on that show?” 

“Yes. It hasn’t been shown yet…” 

“I read about this—was she the one who decked Olivia?” 

Anthony nodded and the cop grimaced. “I’ll need to take this with me.” 

“Can I make a copy? My sisters will want to read it…there’s a printer in my father’s study. It won’t take a minute.” 

“Okay.” He gave the letter back to Anthony. “Give my condolences to your sisters.” 
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 My dear Anthony, 

 So it has come to this. All my hopes that you might be saved from sin have been dashed by my foolishness. I thought that by appearing on the Olivia Winters show, I could reach out to the millions of good Christian people who need to be shown just how easy it is for wickedness to enter their lives and destroy everything they have hoped to achieve. It was my intention to alert them to the depravity that exists all around us, and has even taken you away from me. 

 Instead, I allowed myself to be goaded by that dreadful woman into a display of fury unworthy of a person who believes in self-control and disciplined thought. I was driven to violence and subsequently humiliated by my actions. 

 Forgive me for that, for by giving in to my baser instincts I proved myself to be as unworthy as the rest of them—no better than the shallow and superficial ghouls with which Miss Winters surrounds herself. 

 You have asked me to accept your lifestyle and the man you call your ‘lover’. 

 You have broken my heart with these requests. How could I ever accept a vile wretch who has seduced you into a life of wickedness—a life that can only end in everlasting damnation? Oh, how I prayed that I could be the one to open your eyes to the enormity of your sin, but by my act of arrogance I have made myself unworthy of the task. God condemns hubris, of which I am guilty. Only the righteous can judge and subsequently save the sinner. 

 My life is over. I have no desire to live in this world filled with sinners, liars and betrayers. Ultimately, one is judged by one’s successes or failures—and I have failed to save my family from the paths of evil they have chosen to follow. I can only now pray that you and your sisters will one day renounce your lies and wicked ways, for I can no longer protect you. God help you all, Your Mother

Emily put the letter down and looked at her brother, who sat with Justin by his side. “My God,” she said, her voice edged with bitterness. “Even in her last hour she couldn’t face the truth. She just could not bear to admit that our lives were made hell by her denial. Talk about perversity…” 

Anthony took the letter, folded it and placed it carefully in the inside pocket of his jacket. “Have you called Paula?” he asked. 
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“Yes. She said she’d come down for the funeral.” 

“How did she take the news?” 

“Like you’d expect. Surprised, more than anything else.” 

Anthony looked away. “Am I the only one who will miss her?” His eyes filled with tears as Justin put his arm around him. 

The heavy silence that followed his question hung in the air till Jerry, Emily’s husband, said gently; “Anthony, you have been the most loving son a mother could ever wish for. You have managed to forgive when others could not.” 

“I couldn’t save her, though. I couldn’t make her see that what we all wanted was to be a truly loving family.” 

“Anthony…” Emily reached for her brother’s hand and held it tightly. “As hard as it is to accept, the fact is our mother did not love us—she resented us. 

Oh, she loved you in her own way, much more than she ever cared for Paula and me—but it was a love bound by conditions—conditions she demanded were met at all times. You found your own life; a life that brought you happiness…” 

“I just wanted her to be a part of it,” Anthony said. “I wanted her to share in our happiness—to be a part of all our lives.” 

“I know, Anthony, I know,” Emily sighed. “I’m afraid that she just could not bring herself to admit that perhaps she was wrong. This obsession with religion blinded her to what the real problems were…” 

“Some religion,” Justin interjected. “A religion based on hatred and intoler-ance, not on love and compassion.” 

“Let’s not get into that right now,” Jerry said, quietly. 

“Yeah, right—sorry.” Justin hugged Anthony to him as he spoke. “I get a little too over-protective at times.” 

“And that’s OK…” Emily smiled at Justin. “I can’t tell you how happy I am that Anthony has you in his life.” She rose from the couch. “I’m going to fix us something to eat.” 

“I’ll give you a hand.” Jerry followed her into the kitchen. 

Anthony turned to Justin and kissed his cheek. “You can go on being over-protective for as long as you want,” he said with a small smile. 

“Right now, it’s what you need,” Justin told him, holding him close. “Don’t worry, we’ll get through this. After the funeral, I’m going to take you away for a few days…” He fell quiet as a loud knocking sounded at the door. 

“I’ll get it,” Jerry called from the hall. 

“Maybe it’s Peter…” 
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“Wouldn’t he call first?” Justin walked to the window and looked out. “Oh, my God, Anthony…reporters and TV cameras. Shit! Jerry, don’t open the door…” 

His warning came too late as Jerry swung the door open and was blinded by flash bulbs popping in his face. Microphones were thrust at him as the reporters hurled a barrage of questions at him:

“Is it true your mother committed suicide because Olivia Winters threatened to sue her for assault and battery?” 

“Did you know that Olivia Winters is going to air the segment with your mother assaulting her?” 

Jerry stood, momentarily stunned by the chaos surrounding him, then he yelled angrily; “Get out of here, you morons…Back off now, before I call the police!” He slammed the door in their faces then, as they hammered at the door and rang the bell non-stop, he strode to the phone and dialed 911. 

“My God,” Emily cried. “What do they want?” 

“Give me the police,” Jerry snapped when the operator answered. He looked at Emily, and took her hand. “They want a story. They’ve obviously got wind of the fact that your mother was the woman who smacked Olivia on her show the other day. Jeez, this is going to be a mess.” 



Eve, watching the local six o’clock news, was startled to see an even more startled Jerry on her TV screen. “Good heavens,” she murmured, turning up the volume. “What’s that about?” 

“Police have revealed that Patricia Hastings, the Newport Beach woman who committed suicide yesterday, left a note blaming her decision to take her life on the daytime talk show host, Olivia Winters.” As the commentator continued with her dialogue, the station showed the same footage over and over of Jerry yelling at the gathered reporters and cameramen, before slamming the door on them. “Mrs. Hastings recently appeared as a guest on the Olivia Winters Show, and was involved in a shouting match and subsequent assault on Miss Winters. Today, Miss Winters’ representatives said the daytime diva had no comment to make. The show, featuring Mrs. Hastings has not been aired, as yet.” 

Stunned, Eve reached for her phone and dialed Peter’s number at the gallery. He had told her earlier that he and Eric would be there later than usual as he had added an evening class to his already busy teaching schedule. 
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“Hey Mom,” he chirped, seeing Eve’s name on his caller ID screen. “What’s up?” 

“I’ve just seen Jerry on the television,” she exclaimed. “Apparently, their house is surrounded by TV people. He looked madder than a hornet.” 

“Oh no,” Peter groaned. “This is just what they don’t need. Did he say anything?” 

“He just called them a bunch of morons and slammed the door. Can’t say I blame him.” 

“Lord, I think Anthony and Justin were going over there today,” Peter said. 

“Anthony will be climbing walls with all this added pressure.” 

“Well, thank goodness Jerry was there,” Eve remarked. 

“Yeah, he can handle it. I’ll call Jeff and let him know. He might want to go over and lend moral support.” 

“Good idea. Let me know if there’s anything I can do.” 

“Will do, Mom. Thanks for letting me know.” He hung up and dialed Emily’s number. The answering machine clicked on, but as he began to leave a message, Emily picked up. 

“Hi Peter,” she said. “You’ve heard, obviously.” 

“Yeah, Mom called. She saw Jerry on the news. How are you all doing?” 

“Well, it’s pandemonium out there. I can’t quite believe it. I guess the mention of Olivia’s name got them all excited. It’s so stupid…” 

“Would you like Jeff to come over?” 

“I don’t think he’d get through this mob…” 

“Oh, he’d get through, all right.” 

“Let me ask Jerry…” 

“Hi Peter…” Jerry’s calm voice told Peter he had everything under control. 

“I just wondered if you’d like Jeff to come over—lend some moral support?” 

“Fine—if he can get here. That bunch of clowns out there has the street almost closed down.” 

“Did you call the police?” 

“Yes, ages ago. There’s one patrol car at the end of the street, but no one’s come to the house.” 

“Let me call Jeff,” Peter said. “I’m sure there’s something he can do…” 


“Okay…Maybe if he brings Nick, the two of them could clear a path…I’d gladly lend them a hand.” 

“Okay, stay cool. I’ll call him right now.” 
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Detective Louis McKenna answered his cell phone on the first ring. “McKenna.” 

“It’s Jeff Stevens, McKenna. I need a favor. Peter just called me and…” Jeff informed the OC detective what was going on at the Lambert residence. “I’m going over there, but I think we need some uniforms to deal with the reporters. 

They’re not taking ‘no’ for an answer.” 

“They never do,” McKenna groused. “They’re like leeches, man. I hate ’em. 

Okay, I’ll see if I have a couple of free squad cars to break it up.” 

“Thanks, I owe you one.” 

“Then solve the Luke Taylor murder for me. I’m getting flack from above, if you know what I mean…” 

“Sure do. Man, Nick and I’ve been over and over that one. We’re missing something—something really simple, I know.” 

“Well, if you can come up with that something, I’d be grateful. Nothing from Peter, huh?” 

“Not yet, but I haven’t given up on him. He’s come through before like some wild card. Anyway, thanks for the help—I appreciate it.” 

Jeff hung up and walked out into the reception area. “Monica, let Nick know I’ve gone over to Emily and Jerry’s place. I’ll call him later.” 

“Trouble?” she asked. 

“Reporters all over the place…” 

He figured it would only take him a few minutes to get to their house, but as he neared their street, the traffic built up and he could see why. “Jeez,” he muttered, pulling over. He got out of his car and walked past the lines of television trucks that were blocking the entrance to the street. “Where the heck are the cops?” he muttered. “Excuse me,” he said, pushing past a group of onlookers. 

He managed to force his way to the front of the house, but the sheer number of reporters crowding Jerry’s driveway made it impossible for him to reach the door. Angry neighbors were now out in force, yelling at the reporters to get the hell off their property, and being totally ignored by cameramen and reporters alike as they babbled incessantly into their microphones. In the middle of the confusion, he managed to slip past one of Jerry’s irate neighbors and jump the wall between the two properties. 

“Hey!” somebody yelled, but he ignored whoever it was and leaped down into Jerry and Emily’s backyard. He ran across to their kitchen window and rapped on the glass. Jerry’s angry face appeared on the other side, then his expression cleared as he recognized him. 

“Can you believe this crap?” he said, letting Jeff in by the kitchen door. 
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“I got a hold of McKenna,” Jeff told him. “Remember him? He’s sending a couple of squad cars to break this up.” 

“Thank goodness,” Emily said, giving Jeff a hug. “I can’t believe this is happening!” 

Jeff looked at Anthony standing pale and still in the middle of the living room. “How are you, Anthony?” 

“Ready to kill,” he replied. “I just cannot believe that those people out there are human beings. Don’t they know we’re mourning our dead mother? What kind of creeps are they?” 

“Unfortunately, this is big news. Whenever a celebrity is involved in some kind of scandal, the press goes bananas.” 

“God, I wish we’d never gotten involved with that show.” Anthony looked at him, his eyes filled with pain. 

“I’m sorry, Anthony…” 

“Oh, I’m not blaming you, Jeff. It all seemed like a good idea at the time—helping other kids to overcome their shame and humiliation—but now, it’s become a nightmare.” 

“The cops are here, finally.” Justin, standing by the window, beckoned them over. They watched as the irate reporters were told to disperse. Some of them stubbornly refused to leave, stating their rights and arguing with the police that they could not force them to leave. One of them, more brazen than the others, marched up to the door and yelled; “Just give us a statement and we’ll get out of here…” 

“I’ll give them a statement,” Anthony said, curtly. “One that they won’t want to hear.” 

Before anyone could stop him, he ran to the door and pulled it open. The young man, who stood on the steps in front of him, muttered something into the microphone he held, then with an expectant look, thrust it toward Anthony. 

“I have only this to say…” Anthony stared at the assembled crowd, his eyes filled with tears. “My mother died yesterday, and you people are besmirching her memory with this despicable display of disgusting behavior. She died because she could not live with the shame of what she had done—what she had been coerced into. In her innocence, she believed she would be treated with fairness and respect when she agreed to appear on the Olivia Winters Show. Instead, she found herself being ridiculed for what she believed in…” 

He faltered for a moment, then continued. “If my mother had a fault, it was J.P. Bowie
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that she expected others to share her beliefs. She died for those beliefs…and I will miss her terribly…” 

As Anthony broke down, Justin and Jeff moved to his side and pulled him away from the glare of the floodlights. The reporter, knowing this was the story that would grab the national headlines, leaped forward in front of Justin. 

“You’re his boyfriend, aren’t you?” 

Justin turned to face the man. “Yes, I am…” 

“His mother had some pretty vile things to say about you. How do you feel about that? What would you say to her now, if you were face to face with her?” 

Justin smiled and held Anthony close to him as he answered. “I would say; I love your son, Mrs. Hastings. He means everything in the world to me. I hope you understand that now.” 

As Jeff swung the door closed, he could hear the reporter babble into this microphone…“Mark Roberts for KAAP, reporting live from the home of the deceased woman’s family.” 

“Now we know what it must be like to be under siege,” Jerry said, watching from the window as the last of the TV trucks pulled away. “They seem to be leaving us alone at last. I should go out and do damage control with the neighbors…” 

“Want some company?” Jeff asked. 

“I’ll be OK.” He squeezed Jeff ’s arm. “Thanks for sending in the cavalry.” 

“No problem. I’ll call McKenna and thank him later.” Jeff walked with him to the door. “Probably a good idea if the guys stay here tonight. There just might be some stray reporter ready to tail them home and bug them some more.” 

Jerry nodded. “Okay, I’ll be back in a few.” 



For the umpteenth time that morning Brenda fielded yet another call from a reporter wanting an exclusive from Olivia. Last night’s television news had been dominated by the Patricia Hastings story, and the connection between her and Olivia’s show had created a feeding frenzy among the press. 

“No, I tell you,” Brenda said, quietly seething. “Miss Winters has nothing to say about the suicide note. She knows nothing about it. That’s a police matter—I don’t care if it’s common knowledge now, or not. Miss Winters has not seen it. End of story.” She threw the phone down, cursing. Jesus, but this was a giant pain, she thought. She was frankly worried. She had a sinking feeling in J.P. Bowie
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her gut that this kind of publicity could do some real damage. True, Olivia seemed unfazed and was quite enjoying the controversy. As far as she was concerned it only meant more people watching her show—bigger ratings equaled more sponsors in Olivia’s mind. Just one more push toward what she really wanted—her very own prime time talk show. But in Brenda’s mind, this could all go terribly wrong. There was just too much going on around them right now. It made her nervous, like she was being watched somehow from the shadows. Brad’s recent reunion with Olivia scared her. He was a loose cannon, for sure. There was no telling just what he was capable of. He had screwed with them before, causing them endless grief until they had paid him off—or thought that they had paid him off. 

“Damn him,’ she muttered, slumping down at her desk. She knew her position with Olivia had been made extremely tenuous by his arrival. He wouldn’t be satisfied until she was out of the picture. She had survived his first attempt to can her, but she knew eventually Olivia would give in to his demands. She had seen the way Olivia now looked at the rat. She was in love with him again. 

Whatever they were doing on a daily basis had Olivia in his thrall. Olivia had always considered him a sex machine—always up to meet her demands without any hesitation. He was always ready to go, she said—always. Brenda knew Olivia to be a sexually fixated woman. The brief episode between the two of them had been exhilarating, but she knew that Olivia was no lesbian, not even bisexual really. She had just gone along for the ride, so to speak—the thrill of the moment, and of course that bastard, Brad, had seen his opportunity to benefit from it. 

He’d been right, the other night, when he’d said she never looked happier than when they’d all been together on that video. It had been the only time Olivia had allowed herself to be involved sexually with another woman. For Brenda, it had been a dream come true. She had wanted this for as long as she had known Olivia, but had never had the nerve to act on it. It had taken Brad to sweet talk her into it—just for kicks, he’d said. They could watch it and have a good laugh afterwards. But for Brenda, it had never been a laughing matter. 

She loved Olivia, worshipped her, albeit discreetly. So many times, when Olivia had been low and desperate for love and attention, Brenda had wanted to comfort and hold her—and make love to her. 

Brad, the snake, knew that. He had seen it almost immediately. He’d laughed at her for it—had used it against her so many times. That’s why she’d been so damned happy when Olivia had broken up with him—and even though it had cost them dearly, Brenda believed it worthwhile. 
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Now he was back and it was all starting over again. Well, she was going to make sure he was gone permanently this time. He thought he had the upper hand, but lil ole Brenda was going to fix that—once and for all. When she was done with him, there wouldn’t be a studio in town that would touch him. He’d be yesterday’s bad news—but better still, he’d be out of her life for good. 



c h a p t e r   1 6

s

The Reverend Jack Fellows, drinking his morning coffee, sat mesmerized by the early television news. He had of course read of Patricia Hastings’ demise in the newspaper two days earlier. Christina had made a great show of bringing him the paper and spreading it out in front of him on his desk. 

“So the old bag did everyone a favor and killed herself,” she’d said, her speech already slurred from her breakfast martinis. 

Fellows had looked at her with his usual contempt, and had held the paper close to his face to cut off the fumes that radiated from her mouth with every word. God, what an ugly harridan! He had read the report with a tinge of regret. No chance now of bilking her out of any more money by promising to aid her in her crusade to rid the airwaves of perversion. 

Now, he watched as the reporters surrounded the house of one of her daughters, and the son—Anthony was it?—give his scathing statement in front of the cameras. He jumped as he felt a hand on his shoulder. He looked up at his wife’s over-painted face and shrugged her hand off with revulsion. 

“Nice looking kid,” she said, her voice raspy from the effects of booze and cigarettes. “Too bad he’s a homo. Hey, and look at those other guys with him. 

Fuckin’ gorgeous!” Her braying laughter caused Fellows to cringe within himself. He rose from his desk, switching off the television. 

“Go away, Christina.” He glared at her as she swayed unsteadily in front of him. He wished he could point the TV remote at her and make her disappear as easily as the picture on the screen. Damn woman…how he hated her. “I have work to do,” he told her. 

“Sure you do, Jack.” She leered at him, clutching the back of his chair to steady herself. “Gotta find a way to fleece some other old broads, eh?” 

- 166 -
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“Get out!” he yelled. “Get out before I wring your neck.” 

“Oooh now, that’s not very Christian of you Jackie,” she said, still laughing at him. “Thou shalt not kill, and all that baloney.” She looked at him, her face wrinkled with dislike. “What a jackass,” she muttered, turning and lurching from the room. 

“Christ…” Cursing, Fellows threw his heavy body into the soft folds of his leather chair. She had no idea just how much he longed to really wring her fat neck. To see the folds of spongy flesh contuse and bruise under his hands as he slowly squeezed the life out of her. To watch those thyroidal eyes bulge even more under the pressure of his deathly stranglehold. Oh how he’d love to do it! 

With a supreme effort, he shook himself from that violent daydream. Right now, he did have work to do. Somehow, he had to get some publicity out of this. After all, he was the one in whom Patricia Hastings had confided before her untimely demise. She had imparted to him all her ideals and ambitions. He had, in fact, already communicated her dislike of the Olivia Winters Hour on national television. Surely now, with this latest development, almost any talk show would be more than willing to have him on as an expert guest speaker on this subject. He could, no doubt, afford to pick only the most prestigious of them. Smiling with satisfaction, he picked up his phone. Well, no time like the present to begin. 



Peter strolled into the kitchen in search of his early morning caffeine jolt. 

Jeff, already seated at the table, looked up with a smile. “Hey, sleepy-head, I thought you’d decided not to get up at all today.” 

Peter kissed him on the forehead. “I couldn’t sleep for thinking about all that’s going on,” he grumbled, pouring himself a mug of coffee. He slumped down on the chair opposite Jeff and gave him a bleary smile. “What’s that?” he asked, indicating a small parcel that lay on the table. 

“Your camera and photographs,” Jeff told him. “I picked them up from McKenna the other day, but with all the commotion I forget to bring them in from my car.” He pushed the parcel toward Peter. “Take a look at the photos—there are some classics worthy of framing.” 

“I bet,” Peter muttered, opening the parcel. He chuckled quietly as he sorted through the various group photographs depicting one or two of his guests behaving inappropriately. “Look at Andrew and Eric in this one—what on earth were they doing?” His eyes widened as he looked at Olivia lying flat on J.P. Bowie
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her back, drunk as a skunk. “Oh my God,” he laughed. “This is priceless. 

Should we send them to her, d’you think? A souvenir of how much she enjoyed your party?” 

“I think not,” Jeff said, chuckling. “Although it would make a great Christmas card…” 

“What’s this one?” Peter asked, pushing one of the photos across the table. 

Jeff looked at it for a moment, turning it this way and that, then shook his head. “Beats me…” He flipped it over and looked at the back. “According to this, it’s number sixteen. How many photos are there?” 

“Sixteen…so it was the last one taken. Let me see it again…” He squinted at the photo for a moment. “Looks like a pair of legs, maybe—but what an odd angle. Oh, my god…” He looked at it again, then let it fall from his fingers as a wave of nausea overtook him. 

“Peter…” Jeff jumped to his feet. “You’ve gone white as a sheet.” He knelt by him. “Are you OK?” 

Peter leaned back in his seat, waiting for the sick feeling to dissipate. “I’ll be fine in a minute,” he said, panting. 

“What happened? What did you see?” 

“Luke’s murderer,” he whispered. 

“Jesus,” Jeff muttered. He put his arms around Peter and held him. “You’re sure?” 

Peter nodded. “I could see Luke…He was holding the camera…it slipped from his hand. It must have gone off as it hit the floor…” 

Jeff picked up the photo and looked at it again. “Yeah, I see now. Obviously the flash didn’t go off or whoever this is would have noticed. It’s kind of dark, but I can see the legs now. Khaki pants and sneakers…” He massaged the back of Peter’s neck. “You feeling better now?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine. Whew…” he took a deep breath. “I will never get used to those feelings, if I live to be ninety. Not much to go on, is it? Some guy’s legs and feet.” 

Jeff looked at him, then asked with some hesitation; “Peter…How would you feel about us visiting Luke’s apartment? I can ask McKenna to meet us there…” 

“Okay. If you think it’ll help.” 

“It’s worth a try. I’ll call him right now and see if he’s free.” 

Later that day, they were standing outside Luke’s apartment, waiting for McKenna to meet them there. Peter was nervous. He wanted to help, of course. 
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Too many murders went unsolved. Yet, he dreaded what might happen when he went inside. This strange power he had been given scared him at times. Yes, it had saved lives in the past, including that of his own mother, but it never came easily—and it usually drained him of energy for a while. Still, this was important, he thought. Luke’s murder needed closure, and secretly it had bugged him that the police investigation had come up empty. His thoughts were interrupted by McKenna’s arrival along with his partner, a stocky, dark haired young woman wearing a tailored pantsuit and sensible shoes. 

“Hey guys, good to see you.” McKenna, a tall, genial African-American shook their hands warmly. “This is Detective Jenny Lopez—but don’t call her J-lo, if you want to stay on her good side.” 

“We’ll remember that,” Jeff said smiling as he and Peter both shook her hand. 

“So, you’re the psychic guy that was on the Olivia Winters Show, right?” she asked as McKenna started to open the door to Luke’s apartment. 

Peter winced, then grinned at her. “I would prefer to be remembered for my other attributes—but yeah, that was me, I guess.” 

“Oh yeah, you’re an artist,” she said, with a light shrug. “But who isn’t in Laguna Beach?” 

Peter chuckled as he stepped into the apartment, then stopped dead in his tracks as though he had walked smack into a closed door. For the second time that morning, he visibly paled and sweat broke out on his forehead. He felt an icy coldness envelope him, and in the faint light that leaked through the apartment’s slatted blinds, he could make out the shape of a man standing by the window. Every nerve ending in his body prickled with sensation as the man slowly turned to face him, his expression one of complete sadness. 

“Luke?’ Peter whispered, barely able to breathe. Beside him, Jeff gave a sharp intake of breath as he saw the intensity with which Peter was staring at the window. He instinctively knew that Peter was seeing something that no one else in the room could. He wanted to reach out and hold him, but did not want to break Peter’s bond with whatever was in the room with them. Behind them, the two detectives stared with grim expressions as Peter reached out, his hand open as if to grasp something they could not see. 

“What’s going on?” McKenna whispered, but Jeff silenced him with a quick gesture. All of them now could feel the cold that seemed to seep from the very walls of the apartment. Under her breath, Lopez muttered something that sounded to Jeff very much like a rosary. 
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Peter continued to stare straight ahead, his total concentration centered on the image of Luke that had taken shape before him. “Who did this to you, Luke?” he asked. “Tell me, so we can let you rest…” 

Luke’s spectre gazed at Peter with profound sadness, then turned away from him and slowly disappeared back into the shadows. 

Peter looked at Jeff. “He’s gone…” Then he paused and sniffed the air tenta-tively. “D’you smell that?” 

Jeff shook his head. “I don’t smell anything.” 

“Like a perfume—gardenias, I think. You don’t smell it?” He looked at McKenna and Lopez. “Can you smell it? It’s almost overpowering.” 

The detectives looked at him dully. “I don’t smell any perfume,” Lopez said. 

“But thank God it’s got warmer in here. What was that anyway?” 

“I need some fresh air,” Peter muttered, making for the door. 

“How come it got so damned cold in here all of a sudden?” Lopez asked Jeff who ignored her and hurried out after Peter. 

“Are you all right?” He put his arm round Peter’s shoulder. 

“Yes,” Peter nodded, leaning into him for a moment. “I saw Luke in there. 

He’s lost, Jeff; lost and alone. I feel so damned bad for him, but I don’t know how to help.” 

Jeff was silent, not really knowing what he could say at that moment. Not so Lopez who had overheard Peter’s comment. “You mean you saw the dead guy in there?” She wheezed out a laugh. “How was he? Does he want to make a statement?” 

Jeff looked at McKenna, his lips set in a tight line. “Tell your partner there’s nothing to snicker at here. If Peter says he saw Luke Taylor, he saw him—end of story.” 

“Okay…” McKenna said and threw a warning glance at Lopez. “But that’s it, right? It doesn’t give us anything to go on.” 

“Just that fragrance I could smell,” Peter said. “But I don’t get the connection.” 

“Well,” McKenna shrugged his broad shoulders slightly. “It was worth a shot. Thanks for trying, guys.” 

“Yeah, thanks a lot,” Lopez said snidely under her breath, walking toward their car. 

“Hey, Detective…” Jeff called after her. She turned and gave him a raised eyebrow. “Next time you walk into a sealed apartment on a very warm day and the temperature drops to near freezing in there, let me know the reason for that, will you? I’d be interested in your theory.” 
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Lopez frowned, started to say something, then thought better of it and climbed into the car. McKenna grinned and patted Jeff on the shoulder. “What is it with you and my partners?” He paused, and looked at Peter. “Let me know if anything else comes to you, won’t you?” 

“Of course. Sorry I couldn’t put on a better show for your friend.” 

McKenna grimaced, then turned and walked to the car. 

As they stood quietly watching the detectives’ car pull away from the apartment complex, Peter sighed. “That didn’t go very well, did it?” 

“Let’s leave the car here and take a stroll on the pier for a while,” Jeff suggested. “You still look a bit pale. You sure you feel OK?” 

“I’ll be fine…The fresh air is helping already.” 

They walked in silence for a while, each one caught up in his own thoughts. 

Peter was disappointed that there had not been a greater connection between him and Luke’s spirit. He felt that Luke had been trying to tell him something, but whatever it was, he had failed to grasp it. Jeff, on the other hand, worried that Peter’s forays into these intense moments of psychic connection might be detrimental to his health. He knew they were always stressful experiences, and now he found himself wishing that he had not volunteered Peter for this one. 

He glanced at his friend as they neared the pier. 

“You don’t have to do that again, if you’d rather not,” he said, squeezing his arm gently. “I don’t like to see you so drained by it.” 

Peter smiled at him. “Thanks for caring. I just wish it had turned out better. 

There was something there…but I just couldn’t lock onto it. He was trying to tell me something…” 

“Don’t sweat it…I know you want the killer found, but McKenna has the case and I know he won’t give up easily.” 

They leaned against the pier rail and looked out at the surfers skillfully riding their boards across the choppy waves. Peter sighed. “That should be him out there—Luke, I mean—having the time of his life. Instead, he’s been reduced to a jarful of ashes. All that health and vitality snuffed out because someone wanted him out of the way. God, it makes me so angry—this needless waste of a life…” 

Jeff pulled him close. “Take it easy, babe,” he whispered. “Whoever did this will make a mistake—they nearly always do—and then the police will move in…” 

Sadly, Peter nodded. “It just won’t bring him back though, will it? Luke, and all the others who are wandering out there lost and alone, until they’re given rest.” 
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Peter was still in a subdued mood when they returned home. Jeff had called Nick and told him he wouldn’t be coming back to the office, but if he needed him he could reach him at home. He fixed Peter and himself a drink and they settled down in the den to watch the evening news. 

“I’ll fix us something to eat in a minute,” Peter said listlessly. 

“Relax,” Jeff murmured. “You need to just take it easy. I’ll fix us something later…Oh no,” he fell silent as an image of Olivia appeared on the screen. He picked up the remote and turned up the sound just in time to hear the reporter announce that Olivia’s show would air the controversial interview with

“…Patricia Hastings—the woman who committed suicide after appearing as a guest on Miss Winters’ show. The interview is scheduled to air ‘live’ this Thurs-day. Mrs. Hastings was buried today in a private ceremony attended only by family members. She is survived by a sister, a son and two daughters.” 

Peter turned to look at Jeff, an appalled expression on his face. “Is Olivia totally crazy?” he exclaimed. “Doesn’t she know what this will do to Anthony?” 

“Peter…” Jeff was grim as he turned off the television. “She doesn’t give a damn about anyone but herself and the ratings for her show. Anthony’s feelings or welfare is a very low priority on her list.” 

“Damn her!” Peter jumped to his feet. “This could put Anthony over the edge. He’s just buried his mother—and now he has to put up with all this crap? 

The media will have a field day with all of this…This will be a nightmare for him and Emily—for all of them.” 

“There is one thing they can do,” Jeff said. 

“What’s that?” 

“Have Johnny file a lawsuit claiming severe emotional trauma if the show airs. He’d have to work fast though. The show is set for the day after tomorrow…” 

“Why don’t you call him? Maybe they hasn’t seen the news yet. I think they were all going back to Emily’s after the funeral. Johnny and Gloria might still be there.” 

“Will do.” Jeff pulled out his cell phone and speed dialed Emily and Jerry’s number. “Hi,” he said when Jerry answered. “Hope I haven’t called at a bad time.” 

“That’s OK, Jeff. We were expecting your call—we just watched the news and, well…you saw it?” 

“Uh-huh. How’re they taking it?” 
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“Anthony went ballistic, of course. He wants to sue. Johnny’s talking to him, right now.” 

“Good. Maybe he could get a judge to slap an injunction on the network pending a hearing.” 

“I think that’s what he’s got in mind. Jeez Jeff, can you believe the Winters woman could be this crass?” 

“Yes, I can Jerry. She isn’t interested in anyone or anything except what she feels is right for her. The more controversial the show, the bigger the ratings—the more money she makes, and that’s all she cares about, believe me. 

Well listen, I won’t keep you. Tell everybody Peter and I said ‘hi’. We’ll call you later.” He put his phone away and looked at Peter. “Looks like Johnny’s got it under control, for the moment anyway. But like I said—he’s going to have to work fast in order to stop the show from airing.” 



Olivia and Brad stepped out of her studio limo and walked through the lobby heading for the elevator to her penthouse. She groaned as she saw Winifred waiting at the elevator door. 

“For Pete’s sake,” she muttered. “I swear that old has-been is stalking me. 

Every time I turn around, there she is.” 

“Actually,” Brad said with a grin, “I think it’s me she stalking. I think she’s kinda sweet. I bet she was a real looker when she was young.” 

Olivia threw him a look of disdain. “You must be kidding.” 

“Well, hi Handsome…” Winifred was all smiles as she gazed up at Brad. 

“You know, we gotta stop meeting like this,” she added with a wink. “Some people might not like it.” 

Brad chuckled. “Well, we’ll just have to ignore the gossip, won’t we?” He stepped back to let Winifred onto the elevator and landed on Olivia’s right foot. 

“Ow, for Chrissakes!” Olivia yelled, hopping about. “You nearly broke my toes, you clumsy ass.” 

“Sorry,” Brad mumbled, taking her arm. 

Olivia shrugged him off and barged into the elevator. “Look at that, you ruined my shoe,” she whined. “You know what these cost?” 

“Oh now,” Winifred said, trying hard not to laugh. “It’s just a shoe. Don’t make him feel bad…” 

“Was someone talking to you?” Olivia snarled. 
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“Boy, you and Blondie really do make quite a pair,” Winifred said, “Rude and ruder.” 

Brad sniggered and Olivia glared at him. The elevator door opened at Winifred’s floor. As she stepped out, she put her finger on the ‘door open’ button and turned to look at Olivia. “You know, lady…one day you are going to fall flat on your face—and there’s not going to be a single soul who will want to pick you up.” She smiled up at Brad as she removed her finger from the button. 

“Toodle-oo, Handsome. Don’t forget my offer.” 

Olivia slammed the palm of her hand against the door. “That does it…I’m moving outta this place! There’s way too much riff-raff in this building. I should have known better when I saw there wasn’t a private elevator to my penthouse. That old broad is just the last straw!” 

“Calm down, Olivia,” Brad said. “She was just razzin’ you. And, let’s face it, you were not very nice to her.” 

“Why the fuck should I be nice to her? She’s a nobody.” She tapped her foot impatiently waiting for the elevator door to open, then she limped across the marble floors to the penthouse door and flung it open. “Joyce! Get me an icepack—some clod just broke my toe. Brenda! Where are you?” She threw herself down onto a couch, removed her shoe and rubbed her throbbing toe. Brad shook his head as he walked to the bar and grabbed a beer from the fridge. 

“Brenda!” Olivia yelled again. 

“I’m here…” Brenda appeared in the office doorway. She looked grim. 

“What now?” Olivia asked impatiently, taking the icepack from Joyce then waving her away. 

“Some attorney representing the Hastings family is trying to cancel tomorrow’s show.” 

“Huh, let ’em try. You got our lawyers on it?” 

“Of course, but there’s a chance they may get the show delayed.” 

“What?” Olivia sprang to her feet, her painful foot forgotten. “No way. That show does not get delayed. Not with all the publicity it’s been getting the last few days. Timing is everything, you know that. Call the lawyers now and tell

’em to get this…this…whatever it’s called, dismissed. Now!” She collapsed back onto the couch and held the icepack to her head. “Oh my God—this is exhausting…” She looked across the room to where Brad stood at the bar watching her. “Make yourself useful,  Handsome—and fix me drink!” 
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Johnny Pederson stepped out of the judge’s chambers and sighed as he gazed at the young man seated on a bench in the hall. Their eyes met, and Johnny shook his head. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, sitting down beside Anthony. “The judge wouldn’t give us an injunction against the show. Too late, he said. The network’s lawyers have been all over him. He did clear the way for a lawsuit though, if you want to continue to sue, after the fact.” 

Anthony’s eyes were filled with misery as he shook his head. “She’s going to be seen by millions of people. Millions of people are going to hear her say all these terrible things about her family, about my friends, about Justin—and we can’t do anything to stop it…It’s just so unfair. This will be my mother’s memorial. This is how people will remember her.” He buried his face in his hands and gave in to the tears he could no longer fight back. 

Johnny looked at him with compassion and found he had no words to ease his grief. Anthony was a remarkable young man, he thought. Despite everything; the horrendous childhood and adolescence he had endured at the hands of an abusive father, seeing Patricia morph from a weak and uncaring mother to a sort of avenging crusader for what she deemed a righteous cause. And now, having to watch the very fabric of his family’s lives being torn apart by a sensation-seeking harridan—despite all that, he loved his mother enough to care about how she was remembered. 

“The important thing is how  you  will remember her, Anthony,” he said, gently touching his arm. 

Anthony raised his head and gazed at Johnny. “I’ll try to remember the times I felt she was proud I was her son. I know that before…all this…there were times when she truly was. I only wish that I could have saved her from all this torment…” 

“Anthony, don’t blame yourself for any of this. Your mother was…well, she was hard to get through to. She lived in that cocoon of self-denial for so long, that I’m afraid her delusions became her reality. I know one thing…” He took Anthony’s hand in his. “When Gloria and I have a son, I want him to grow up to be just like you.” 

“Thanks Johnny,” Anthony whispered, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand. “Thank you for always being there for me.” 
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“Come on…” Johnny picked up his briefcase. “I’ll drive you back to Emily’s. Is Paula staying on for a few days?” 

“No, she’s flying back today,” Anthony replied with a sigh. “She can’t wait to get out of here. I don’t think she’s said two words to Emily or me the whole time she’s been here. It’s almost like she blames us for everything that’s happened. Like Mom, she’s been in denial for years.” 

“Were you planning on watching the show this afternoon?” 

“I don’t know if I could stand it,” Anthony replied. “There’s some kind of horrible fascination attached to it—like watching a train wreck or a plane crash, only on a much more personal level. Watching my mother being goaded into some kind of moral outrage in front of all those people…I don’t know…” 

“I would advise against it,” Johnny said. “You don’t need this trauma on top of everything else.” 

Anthony nodded. “Maybe later…when all the furor has died down…” 

“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” Johnny murmured as they stepped out into the sunlit street outside the justice halls. He did not say that he felt it would be some time before the matter was resolved, and he knew it would be very hard for Anthony to avoid seeing or hearing some of the discussion that was sure to follow Olivia’s show. He worried about the effect all the coverage might have on Anthony’s already fragile psyche. He could only hope that the love and support he knew Anthony could count on from his friends and family, would be enough to soften the blow. 
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At three o’clock that afternoon, Peter put up the ‘Closed for Lunch’ sign on his gallery door and walked to the back room where Eric was unwrapping the sandwiches he and Andrew had ordered from the deli next door. 

Eric switched on the portable TV in the corner and the three friends sat down to watch the Olivia Winters Hour. 

“Is Eve watching?” Andrew asked. 

“Are you kidding?” Peter chuckled. “She wouldn’t miss this one. She did say she’s never going to watch the show again after today—but we’ll see how that goes.” 

“Nick said he and Jeff and Monica will be watching it at the office,” Eric said, chewing his sandwich. “Are we all ghouls or what?” 

“Ssh…” Andrew pointed at the screen. “Here she comes!” 

Olivia’s face filled the screen. 

“Oops,” Eric muttered. “Someone hasn’t been getting enough sleep lately…” 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Olivia said, her voice low and husky. “This is a sad occasion for me personally. The lady I interviewed for today’s show is, as most of you may be aware, no longer with us. Her untimely passing was the result of suicide—and my heartfelt condolences go out to her family in their time of sorrow…” 

“Oh my God,” Peter groaned. “What a phony…” 

“During my interview with Patricia Hastings,” Olivia continued, “she made it quite clear that she disapproved of the content of some of my shows, and also of several guests I had interviewed in the past. She was critical of what she felt was my lack of moral values in having gay men and women as my guests, and
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felt betrayed by my interviewing her own son and daughter—survivors of child abuse at the hands of her husband. Listen to what she had to say about that situation during our interview…” 

Peter gasped at the close up image of Patricia Hastings on the screen. Her lips were pursed with distaste and her eyes were narrow slits of contempt as she glared at Olivia. 

“My God,” Andrew whispered. “That’s Anthony’s mother?” 

The video replay started and Patricia’s cold brittle voice filled the room. 

“Charles was a loving and doting father—he loved his daughters, but in the purest way…” 

The three friends sat open-mouthed listening to Patricia’s dismissive version of what was going on in their home. How both Emily and Paula had lied about their father’s abuse. How they had tried to involve their brother in their lies, and how they were rude and inattentive at school—always tired, listless…

“Of course they were tired, you stupid woman,” Eric roared. “They were being kept up at night by your bastard husband.” 

The tape stopped and once again Olivia, poised, regal and slightly sad, faced the camera. “Mrs. Hastings saw fit to pointedly ignore these signs that are so often indicative of child abuse, and offered her daughters no help. I should point out, however, that her son Anthony tried to excuse his mother’s behavior due to the fact she was herself threatened with retribution by her husband should she interfere.” Olivia paused and smiled sadly. “It seems though that this young man’s love for his mother was not enough to spare him her wrath—listen to this…” 

Again, Patricia’s ranting echoed through the room. “…all that is vile and unnatural in human nature…they are the cause of my son’s fall from grace…and that wretch he lives with…and you, with your liberal views…you and your ilk…bring damnation down on your head…!” 

“Jesus wept,” Andrew whispered. “She’s totally insane…” 

“Poor Anthony,” Eric murmured. “How did he ever survive all that crap?” 

They watched transfixed as Patricia lunged at Olivia and struck her a blow to her face. 

“Whoa!” Eric yelled, then looked at the others sheepishly. “Sorry…” 

Peter stood as the commercial break was announced. “Well, that was even worse than I thought it would be,” he said. “I hope to God that Anthony and Emily are not watching this.” 



 J.P. Bowie

179

Nick pushed himself away from his desk with a disgusted grunt. “Can you believe this horse manure?” He strode over to the water cooler and poured himself a cup. “I don’t know which one of those women is the harder to watch—the mother with that holier-than-thou bigotry or Olivia, with all that phony sincerity. She gives me a belly-ache!” 

“I kind of feel sorry for the mother,” Monica said, looking at Jeff. 

“Really? In what way?” 

“Well, under all that hard shell she’s built around her, I think she’s a desperately lonely woman. I mean, I don’t think even she would admit it—or would have admitted it—but there’s something about a person who has gone so far out on a limb with their beliefs, that it makes me wonder if this was just some kind of defense against what she perceived as everybody arraigned against her.” 

“You got all that?” Nick asked. “All I heard were the ravings of a madwoman.” 

“Oh, I’m sure she was deranged in some way,” Monica agreed. “But don’t you think it’s kind of sad that someone is driven to this kind of madness by feeling that she’s all alone in the world…?” 

“But there was no reason for her to feel alone, Monica,” Jeff interrupted. 

“Anthony reached out many times to his mother trying make her understand that, no matter what, he still loved her.” 

“And I’ll bet she loved him,” Monica said. “Even though she couldn’t bring herself to admit it. She must have missed him in her own way.” 

“Yeah, in her own way,” Nick muttered. “Her way or the highway—that’s the way it was.” 

They fell silent as Olivia reappeared on the screen for the second half of the show. She introduced a panel of ‘experts’—Lester Hinds, a psychiatrist, Bob Forbes, a police detective, Alexis Stuart, a social worker, and a priest, Father Buchanan. 

“Who’s the flatfoot?” Nick asked. 

Jeff shook his head. “Don’t know him.” 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Olivia was saying, “I have brought these experts together in order to find out just what motivated Mrs. Hastings to abandon her family, and feel such hatred for those…shall we say…those who might be seen as misfits in the fabric of today’s society.” 

“Who’s she talkin’ about?” Nick asked. 

“You and me,” Jeff said, his face grim. “Or rather Peter and me, but gays in general. That’s probably her mean little way of getting back at us for not going along with her hare-brained idea of putting Patricia on her show.” 
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They listened while the psychiatrist rambled on about deep-rooted fears of alienation, self-loathing, low self-esteem and just about every cliché in the APA. After a while, Olivia called a halt to his long-winded diatribe and turned her attention to the social worker, Alexis Stuart, an attractive middle-aged woman with intelligent eyes. 

“There’s no doubt in my mind,” she said with complete candor, “that Mrs. 

Hastings’ actions were as damaging as those of her husband. Denying her children protection from their father’s abuse made her an accessory.” 

“But you heard her say that the girls were lying,” Olivia prompted her. 

“Yes, that’s how she dealt with it. I’m afraid that’s a common occurrence, tragic though it may sound. Many times the children are ignored, because either the mother does not believe her children, or she feels she may be in danger of violence from the husband…” 

“Which Anthony, her son, intimated in his earlier interview with me,” 

Olivia interjected. She turned to the detective. “If, say the wife comes to you and reports that her husband is abusing their children, what steps do you take to prevent it?” 

“Well, of course we would investigate the matter,” Detective Forbes replied. 

“If there was sufficient evidence to support her claims, we would make an arrest.” 

“And would you offer the wife protection?” 

“It depends on the circumstances, but if we felt it was necessary, then yes.” 

“So was there any excuse for Mrs. Hastings not to report her husband’s criminal activities?” 

“None at all,” the detective said firmly. 

“Well, I would disagree there…” Alexis Stuart was quick to interrupt. 

“Every case is different, and in some instances the wife may have a very real cause to fear retribution from her husband. The police cannot offer protection forever.” 

Olivia nodded, then turned to the priest. “Father, you heard Mrs. Hastings talk of her religious beliefs. How would you equate them with the teachings of the Catholic church?” 

“Well…” The priest folded his hands over his ample belly and frowned at the camera. “She is right in one thing—homosexuality is a sin…” 

Over in Peter’s gallery a collective groan went up. “Well, he oughta know,” 

Eric said with contempt. “Jeez, these guys are such hypocrites.” 

Olivia was smiling benignly at the priest. “But surely, in this day and age, acceptance of even  deviant behavior is becoming accepted…” 
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“That’s two!” Peter exclaimed. “Why that phony bee-atch…Why did I ever get involved with her? If I ever see her again…” 

“Listen up,” Andrew said. “That lady social worker is pissed at Olivia.” 

“Miss Winters,” Alexis Stuart was saying; “I am frankly extremely perturbed that you would use that expression. I deal with many young boys and girls who suffer a great deal of harassment because of people like you who categorize them as deviants. Their lives are harsh enough without a major celebrity, like yourself, suddenly becoming their enemy. Many of these kids are young girls who admire you for what they perceived to be your strength of character. I am sure they will be bitterly disappointed to hear you use such a disparaging and damaging term.” 

Olivia stared at Alexis, for the moment unable to overcome the shock of this unexpected attack. “Oh, but…but…” she stammered. “Some of my best friends are gay!” 

This started a titter from the audience that became loud laughter as everyone recognized that old clichéd saying. 

“Really, Miss Winters?” Alexis Stuart was not laughing. “I think even your friends may take exception to your calling them deviants.” 

Olivia quickly looked into the camera. “We’ll take a quick commercial break, and be right back.” 

“Oh, way to go Alexis,” Eric yelled. “I love you!” 

Peter and Andrew grinned at him, then Peter said, laughing; “That’s the first time I’ve ever seen Olivia so flummoxed. I’m so glad we’re taping this. I want to see that stupid expression on her face again and again.” He paused, then shook his head. “What am I saying? I’m getting as bad as her.” 

“She is a cow,” Andrew said. “Boy, were you ever right about her.” 

“Guess who’s never going to be invited back on Olivia’s show?” Nick asked, with a shout of laughter. 

“Alexis Stuart!” Jeff and Monica yelled in unison. 

“Guess who’s never going to risk doing another live show?” Jeff asked. 

“Olivia Winters—if she’s smart,” Monica said. 

Jeff chuckled. “She must be hopping mad right now. I’ll bet Miss Stuart is getting the look of death.” 

“I have a feeling she won’t be bit intimidated by Olivia,” Monica observed. 

“That’s one strong lady—but you have to be in that kind of job.” 

“You’re right—and she was right about those questioning kids needing all the support they can get. They don’t need some snooty talk show host calling J.P. Bowie
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them names.” Jeff glared at the television as Olivia appeared once more. “Here comes the wicked witch…” 

Olivia, once again all smiles, reintroduced her guests and then asked for a closing statement from each one. The detective and the psychiatrist gave what sounded like their usual stock answers. 

“Boy, that psycho guy doesn’t seem to have a much of a handle on this,” 

Nick observed. “He’s obviously never had anyone as loony toons as Patricia Hastings on his couch. What a waste.” 

Father Buchanan was next to speak, and surprisingly made a plea for compassion to be shown to the ‘poor deceased lady whose life must indeed have been one of loss and loneliness’. 

“Interesting you should say that, Father Buchanan.” Olivia leaned forward in her chair as she addressed the portly priest. “Mrs. Hastings made much of her faith and belief in God. Should that not have been of some solace to her?” 

The priest shook his head. “I fear that the lady’s beliefs were somewhat misguided…” 

“How so?” 

“It would appear that she spent a great deal of her energy directed at threatening people, like yourself Miss Winters, with God’s eternal damnation. Such, shall we say, over-the-top verbiage is more in line with the like of television evangelists, rather than the doctrine of the more respected churches. Had Mrs. 

Hastings come to me for guidance, I would have directed her to pray for those she felt were in danger of losing their immortal souls. I would certainly not condone threatening them with the hellfire and brimstone type punishment so readily called upon by preachers who deal in sensationalism, instead of God’s holy word. If Mrs. Hastings was in fact being counseled by someone purport-ing to be a man of God, then I would say that he should be ashamed of himself for misleading her in this way.” 

“Strong words, Father,” Olivia said, turning to the camera. “Well, we’re almost out of time…” 

“Oh, Miss Winters…?” Alexis Stuart interrupted. “Sorry…I know you have to wrap this up, but I would also like to add just a few words.” She continued without waiting for Olivia to respond. “I just wanted to reinforce what I said earlier. If there are any young boys or girls watching this who are questioning their sexuality, please don’t be ashamed of what you are and how you feel. If you feel you cannot talk to friends or your parents, don’t despair. There are many, many wonderful organizations out there to help you…” She paused and glanced at the priest who was throwing her a look of disapproval. “Also, I J.P. Bowie
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would like to add that for those of you who feel they may need some kind of spiritual help, there are many churches and religious organizations that are openly accepting of gay men and women. There is no need for you to feel iso-lated and alone…” 

“Well, thank you for that, Miss Stuart.” Olivia could not quite keep the pique she was feeling, out of her voice. “Thank you all for your time today—this is Olivia Winters,  live, signing off till tomorrow…” 

Olivia stalked from the set as soon as she was given the sign that they were off the air. She was seething inside with frustration at what she felt had been a loss of control on her part. How dare that woman take her to task on live television—and yet, she could not but feel that she had made a tactical error in her disparaging statements. It had been foolish of her, she now felt, to have played the so-called ‘moral values’ card when she had always been supportive of gays and other minorities. Brenda’s unsmiling face gave her further pause as she walked back to her dressing room. 

“That could have gone better,” her manager muttered as they entered the privacy of Olivia’s star dressing room. 

“Thanks Brenda, that’s just what I need to hear, right now.” 

“Well, you probably won’t want to hear this either, but a couple of the directors have already called saying they didn’t like your handling of the show.” 

Olivia slumped deep into her chair and glared at Brenda through her dressing table mirror. “What do they know?” she snarled. “Let them do a live show and see how it comes out.” 

“Olivia, it was your idea to go live—I was against it from the start, remember? Ever since you first mentioned having the Hastings broad on the show, I’ve said it was a bad idea.” She stared at Olivia through narrowed eyes. “Sometimes, maybe you should listen to me…” 

“Get out, Brenda…I don’t need this crap from you, now or ever…” 

“No Olivia, I won’t get out. You’re not going to push me around just to make yourself feel better. You know that was a lousy show, and you know it was a lousy idea. You just won’t admit it. It was mistimed, misguided and misman-aged. It’s time you started listening to other people. Maybe those fags were right after all…” 

“That’s enough Brenda.” Olivia jumped to her feet, furious beyond reason. 

“I’ll tell you who was right—Brad! He told me to get rid of you, and that’s what I’ll do if you don’t shut up this minute.” 
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The two women stood glaring at one another for a long moment, then Brenda turned and slammed out of the room. Olivia drew a deep breath to steady herself. Damn, but she needed to get a grip, she thought. The show hadn’t been that bad, surely? It just hadn’t gone quite the way she had wanted it to. She poured herself a slug of Jack Daniels and threw it back, then followed it with another. That’s better…

A knock at the door made her jump. “Who is it?” she growled. 

“Brad…” 

“Shit,” she muttered. He’d been on about her drinking too much just that morning…Oh well, too bad. She needed a drink right now. “Come on in,” she said, sitting down at her dressing table again and starting to rearrange her hair. 

Brad strode in, dropped a kiss on her shoulder, then frowned as he smelled the bourbon. “Already?” he asked, picking up the bottle. 

“You saw the show?” 

“Yeah…but that shouldn’t be a reason for you to be hitting the bottle…” 

“Chrissakes Brad—you make it sound like I’m an alcoholic or something…” 

“You’re well on the way, babe.” He propped himself against the dressing table and looked at her critically. “It’s beginning to show, too. Some of those close-ups were none too flattering.” 

“Fuck you!” 

“Hey, I’m just telling you for your own good. Booze, too much of it, can ruin your health and looks. It’s happened to hundreds of celebs…drugs, drink…” 

“Oh, stop preaching…between you and Brenda I’m having one shit-awful day. The show was hell…that Stuart bitch trying to make me look stupid on live TV…” Her eyes filled with tears of frustration. “I need more criticism like I need a hole in the head…” 

Brad pulled her into his arms and held her as she sobbed. “There, there,” he murmured, surprised at her showing such vulnerability. “You’ve survived more than this, Olivia. You’ll be just fine…” 

He kissed her and, for the first time, Olivia began to be aware of how much she had come to enjoy having him around. He had filled a need in her and, imperfect though he was, it felt good to have his strong arms around her. As his hands caressed her body and she felt the hardness of his arousal pressed against her thigh, she sighed with pleasure and a certain degree of happiness. 

Could it be that this was what she needed after all? 
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“I’ll take care of you,” Brad whispered in her ear. “Don’t worry…” 

And Olivia found herself wanting to believe him more than anything else in the world. 
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People Magazine

Report by May Coppola

The normally entertaining Olivia Winters Hour was a dead duck the other day when she aired the episode where a guest smacked her on the chops. That guest is now deceased—what say you Olivia? Just kidding. Not sure what Miss Winters was striving for by inviting some ‘experts’ to discuss the woman’s on camera meltdown, but the outcome was pretty lame…



US Weekly

Report by Shannon Delaney

There’s no doubt, guests can make or break a television talk show, and Olivia Winters sure picked a dud bunch for Wednesday’s outing. With the exception of a social worker, Alexis Stuart, no one had anything of interest to say. Amazing, when you think that the subject under discussion was a woman who had attacked Olivia on camera. It should have been a winner—actually I kind of enjoyed watching the ‘violent’ part—but what followed was boooooring. Oh, except for Miss Stuart taking Olivia down a peg or two for some tasteless remarks…
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Reaction to Olivia’s show was, for the most part, fairly muted. It was not the sensational and controversial show she had hoped for—and she knew that to a certain extent, she was partly to blame. It had become a ‘non-event’ instead of the high-watermark show she had intended it to be. 

Many critics felt the show took an important subject and treated it in a trite and superficial manner. “Miss Winters’ interviewing technique was sorely stretched in a number of instances,” one magazine critic wrote, “and in a strange switch of character she called gays ‘deviants’ and ‘misfits’—words sure to anger some of her previous guests.” 

Another critic wrote; “The only expert who demonstrated any expertise on this particular show was Alexis Stuart, a social worker, who was quick to take Miss Winters to task for her out-of-character remarks about ‘deviants and

‘misfits’. What was our formerly gracious daytime diva thinking? Sure, there will be bigots out there who agree with her, but come on Olivia…Since when did you become a paragon of virtue?” 

Brad grinned at Olivia as she flung the reviews in the trash with an angry curse. “Come on, baby. All of this will be forgotten in a few days. Everybody has an off-day, once in a while.” 

Olivia ground her teeth as she stared at Brad’s ruggedly handsome face. 

“You don’t understand,” she muttered. “I set myself up during that show. I didn’t control what was going on. I let that Stuart dame make me look stupid—and I  was stupid, letting my feelings get the better of me!” 

“What are you talking about?” Brad looked at her, puzzled. 

“Oh, a couple of gay guys pissed me off with their high-minded moralizing about having Patricia Hastings on the show in the first place. They got mad and walked out on me after I had arranged a dinner date with them. I guess I wanted to get back at them. That’s why I used those pathetic words on the show. The two words that everyone’s picked up on to make me look like some uneducated bigot!” 

“Well…that maybe wasn’t too bright. You know how touchy everybody is these days…” 

Olivia glared at him. “Thanks for reminding me…” 

“Oh come on, babe.” He put his arms around her and pulled her to him. 

“Like I said, all of it will be history in a couple of days. Just relax and forget it…” 
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She squirmed a resistance for a moment then gave in to his embrace and his kiss. Neither one of them noticed that Brenda had entered the apartment and now stood staring at them from the doorway, a look of pure hatred and disgust on her face. Joyce, Olivia’s maid, jumped back into the safety of the kitchen as she caught a glimpse of Brenda standing there, so unmistakably angered by what she was witnessing. 

Joyce watched through the partly open door as Brenda walked to the office and slammed the door, causing Brad and Olivia to jump apart, startled by the sudden noise. 

“What’s her problem?” Joyce heard Brad ask. 

Olivia shrugged. “What isn’t, these days? I gotta tell you, she is getting on my nerves big time.” 

“I told you to get rid of her, didn’t I?” Brad scowled in the direction of the office door. 

“I can’t get rid of her…you know that. She has too much on us—on both of us.” 

“Yeah, well she wouldn’t come out of it smelling like a rose, either.” 

Olivia sighed and stood up. “I’m going to take a shower…Have Joyce fix us some breakfast. I’ll be out in a few.” 

Brad wandered into the kitchen to give Joyce her instructions. “Her lady-ship requests breakfast be served when she gets out of the shower,” he told the young woman, giving her a wink. 

Joyce giggled. She liked Brad, and was enjoying the mellower atmosphere he had brought to the household. No doubt he was a bit of a rogue, she thought, but Olivia was a lot less crabby these days. She’d told Larry, her boyfriend, just that. 

“Probably ’cause she’s getting laid regularly,” Larry had said, snidely. 

“Though he must have a strong stomach to put up with her.” 

“Will Miss Shapiro be joining you for breakfast?” Joyce now asked. 

“God, I hope not,” Brad said, pouring himself a cup of coffee. “Don’t think she’s in too sweet a mood this morning from the sounds of things.” 

“She did look a bit pissed when she came in.” 

“That’s her normal expression, Joyce. Then there’s this one…” He pulled his face into a fierce scowl, turning the corners of his mouth down and gnashing his teeth. “And that’s when she’s in a good mood…” They both laughed then started guiltily as the kitchen door swung open and Brenda stood there, glaring at them. 
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“Joyce, get me some coffee, willya? Bring it to the office.” She turned on her heel and left, without acknowledging Brad’s presence. 

Brad lifted his middle finger and waved it at the kitchen door. Joyce giggled again, then quickly set about getting Brenda’s coffee ready. She knew better than to keep her waiting. If there was one person who was worse to deal with than Olivia—it was Brenda. Joyce shivered slightly as she remembered the malevolent look on Brenda’s face when she’d seen Olivia and Brad together on the couch. 

“Don’t let her scare you,” Brad said gently, noticing Joyce’s trembling hand. 

“She’s all bark that one.” 

Joyce nodded, but secretly she was not quite sure that Brad was correct in thinking that. In her opinion, Brenda was probably the scariest person she’d ever met. 



Peter looked at Anthony over the brim of his coffee mug and felt reassured that his friend was in a fairly decent frame of mind. It had been several days since his mother’s funeral, and although Peter knew Anthony was still grieving for her, he could intuit that there was a sense of relief that it was all over. 

“So, how are you and Justin doing?” Peter asked, putting down his coffee cup. 

“Just fine.” A flicker of a smile crossed Anthony’s face. “This will most likely sound way too mushy, but I really don’t know how I’d have made it through without him. He has been so understanding—even when things got really nasty.” 

“He’s a keeper, all right…” Peter paused for a moment, then said, “I get the feeling there’s something else on your mind…” 

“There you go again with that psychic stuff,” Anthony said, with a half chuckle. “You’re right…Johnny’s been handling Mom’s estate for us since she…um, since the funeral…and he came up with a couple of items that have been kinda bugging me…” 

“Go on…” 

“Well, there are a couple of checks of sizeable amounts that have been paid to a Reverend Fellows…” 

“That charlatan?” Peter exclaimed. 

“You know him?” 
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“Only by reputation. He’s one of those television evangelist characters. Jeff told me he used to be really popular, then he lost a lot of credibility when he said Elmo—or some puppet or other, was gay.” 

“What?” Anthony looked at Peter in amazement. “Why on earth would my mother be sending him checks?” 

“Well, he was very anti-Olivia,” Peter said, remembering a conversation with Andrew. “He’s been on TV recently urging people to boycott her show.” 

“Right…” Anthony thought for a moment. “That could be the connection. 

My mother was most likely paying him to do just that. It seems she would have gone to any lengths to get people to listen to her.” 

Peter frowned. “But getting mixed up with a flake like Jack Fellows…isn’t that a bit extreme?” 

“I don’t think my mother was thinking rationally towards the end,” 

Anthony sighed. “I’m afraid she would have been easily swayed by anyone who agreed with her religious beliefs.” 

“And Fellows would fall into that category,” Peter mused. “According to Jeff, he’s virulently homophobic—thinks we should all be locked up and gassed.” 

“Nice.” Anthony looked at Peter, a glint in his eye. “I think I just might have to pay this guy a visit.” 

“Uh, Anthony…” Peter was suddenly remembering a time when he and Jeff had suspected that Anthony had visited his father’s doctor buddy—the man who had sodomized Anthony when he was a child. That doctor had ended up committing suicide. “D’you think that’s a good idea?” 

“Probably not…it’ll most likely end up in a free-for-all, but it will bring me a degree of satisfaction to tell him just what I think of him and his gay-bashing doctrine.” He paused then grinned at Peter. “And I’ll ask him to return the money my mother paid him. After all, he didn’t come through, now did he? 

Olivia’s still got a show.” 

“Anthony…if you want to do this, let me go with you. If it gets nasty you should have a witness so he can’t sue or have you arrested.” 

“Great idea…” Anthony jumped to his feet. “Let’s go!” 

“What?” Peter yelped. “Now? How do you know where he lives?” 

“I have his address and phone number right here.” He waved a business card at Peter. “I’ll call and make an appointment—tell him it’s urgent and that I have to talk with him right away.” 

The Reverend Fellows smoothed the lapels of his black jacket with the palms of his pudgy hands and smiled at his reflection in the hall mirror. So the J.P. Bowie
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young son of the late Mrs. Hastings— dear  Mrs. Hastings—wanted to donate a large sum of money toward the Fellowship Church in memory of his mother. 

Fellows smirked as he straightened his dark red tie—then shuddered as his wife’s raucous voice reached his ears. 

“Hey Jack! Who’re the two hunks getting out of the car? Shit! Will ya get a load of these two? They must be fairies…Hey! The blond one—I seen him on that talk show. You know, Olivia what’s-her-name—the black bitch you can’t stand!” 

“Christina!” Fellows yelled, rushing into the living room. “Get away from that window. I don’t want them to see you. They  must not see you.” 

“Whad’ya mean?” Christina narrowed her blood-shot eyes at her husband. 

“What are you up to this time?” 

“One of them is the son of Patricia Hastings. He wants to donate a large sum to the church in his mother’s memory…” 

“What is he—nuts?” Christina pushed Fellows aside as she made for the door. “I guess I’ll just have to let them know exactly where that money will go!” 

Fellows grabbed her by the arm and slammed her viciously against the wall. 

“You will keep your mouth shut!” 

“Ow!” Christina howled, wrenching herself from Fellows’ grasp. “You son-of-a-bitch!” She put a hand up to the back of her head…it came away sticky with blood. “Look what you did, you bastard…” 

“I’ll do a lot more if you don’t get upstairs to your room and stay there.” He raised a threatening hand, and despite herself, Christina flinched as she saw the murderous look in her husband’s eyes. “Now go—and stay out of sight until I say you can come back down.” 

Christina staggered away as the doorbell sounded. Taking a deep breath, straightening his jacket and fixing a large smile on his face, Fellows strode to the door and swung it wide open. 

“Welcome, gentlemen, welcome!” He beamed at the two young men who looked back at him with unsmiling faces. “Come in, come in,” Fellows boomed. “Now tell me…which of you is dear Mrs. Hastings’ son?” 

“I am,” Anthony said, ignoring Fellows’ outstretched hand. “This is my friend, Peter Brandon.” 

“Of course,” Fellows muttered, his smile slipping as again his proffered hand was ignored. “Please, come into my office. Please…uh, sit down.” There was something about the two men’s demeanor that was making him nervous. 

He slid his ample frame behind his desk and sat down heavily, causing the J.P. Bowie
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leather chair to groan in seeming protest. “Now, ah…you wished to see me about a donation?” 

“You come straight to the point, don’t you?” Anthony remarked, with a raised eyebrow. “No niceties…no commiserations about my mother’s death…no asking after my family’s welfare. Just straight out going for the scam.” 

“I  beg  your pardon?” Fellows’ swollen cheeks flushed with anger. “Scam? 

What scam? I don’t know what you’re talking about…” 

“Oh please,” Anthony sneered. “You were scamming my mother for thousands of dollars. Our attorney found evidence of it when he was going through her bank statements.” 

Fellows blanched. “Your  attorney?” 

“That’s right. He thought it looked a little strange—you know, a bit on the excessive side, so he ordered copies of the checks from the bank. They were made out to you, Mr. Fellows.” 

“It’s  Reverend,” Fellows snapped. He narrowed his eyes at Anthony as he continued. “Your mother gave my church two very generous donations. She was more than happy to, I might add. Her beliefs and mine were, shall we say, compatible. She was in agreement with my uncompromising stand against homosexuality and…” 

“I am only too aware of my mother’s thoughts on that subject,” Anthony interrupted. “But let me ask you this. Did it ever occur to you that the more Christian way would be to have counseled my mother, and suggest that she reach out to her family with love and compassion?” 

“She felt you were beyond redemption,” Fellows hissed. “There can be no compassion for you, and your kind. You are an abomination in the eyes of the Lord! The bible says…” 

“Oh, cut the crap, you charlatan.” Peter, who had so far remained silent, could no longer restrain himself. “You’re the kind of double-dealing, hypocrit-ical, self-righteous bigot who gives the church a bad name. You’re only in this for the money. There isn’t an ounce of spirituality in you.” 

“How dare you!” Fellows lurched to his feet, his face like thunder. 

“No—how dare  you.” Anthony rose to his feet, leaned across Fellows’ desk and stared the man down. “Listen to me, Mr. Fellows. You will repay the money my mother gave you. You will make out a check to the charity of my choice and you will do so before Peter and I leave here today.” 
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“You can’t make me do this,” Fellows spluttered. “She intended that as a donation to the Fellowship Church. It was a totally legal transaction. What you are doing is extortion. I’m calling the police, and I shall…” 

“Go right ahead,” Anthony said, interrupting the shaken pastor as he sat down again. “While they’re on their way here, you might think up a story as to why those checks were paid into your  personal  bank account and not the Fellowship Church’s business account.” 

From the other side of the office door there came the sound of a high-pitched cackle. Christina had ventured downstairs after hearing the raised voices. She had guessed that all was not going according to her husband’s expectations, and now she gave vent to the laughter that had been building up inside her since she overheard the conversation. Fellows’ expression changed from one of consternation to one of almost maniacal malice. Both Peter and Anthony gaped at Christina as she practically fell into the room, still doubled up with laughter. 

“Oh, Jackie boy,” she wheezed as her laughter subsided. “They gotcha, they gotcha.” She turned her red-rimmed eyes on the two friends. “You guys are great. Hey…” She did a little shimmy. “Wanna give an old lady a tumble?” She let out another raucous bray of laughter. “Oh wait, I forgot—you’re both gay, aintcha?” 

“Christina,” Fellows seethed. “Get out of here— now.” 

“What are you gonna do?” his wife asked with a sneer. “Beat me up again? 

This time I’ve got witnesses. These guys have you nailed, husband mine. See, not everyone’s as stupid as you think.” 

For a moment, Peter and Anthony sat transfixed by the scene in front of them, then with a quick look at one another they stood up. “Well, we’ll be on our way, I think…” Anthony said with a smile. “After you’ve written that check, Mr. Fellows…from your personal account, of course.” 

The preacher fell back into his chair. He gazed up at them, not quite sure how all of this had happened. “I…I don’t think I have quite enough in that account…” he stammered. 

“’Course you do, Jackie,” his wife crowed. “Now, who should he make it out to?” 

“Save the Children,” Anthony told her. 

“Oh, isn’t that nice?” Christina gloated. “Isn’t that nice, Jackie?” 

Fellows seized his checkbook and scribbled on it quickly. “Here,” he snarled. 

“Take it and get out.” 
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“I’ll see you to the door, fellas.” Christina gave them what she hoped was a coquettish smile. 

“Did he really hit you?” Peter asked as she opened the door for them. 

“Yup. But don’t let that bother you. I can look after myself.” 

Peter and Anthony could quite believe that, but as they left, Anthony touched her arm and said gently; “Don’t put up with that any longer. If he gives you grief for what happened here today, let us know. We will be your witnesses.” 

“Thanks…” Christina’s rheumy eyes filled with tears. “You guys are great…” She closed the door quietly behind them. 

“Well…what did you make of all that?” Peter asked as he pulled out of the Fellows’ driveway. “That was quite a scene, wasn’t it?” 

“Sure was…” Anthony was quiet for a moment. “I feel so sorry for his wife. 

She’s a wreck.” 

“A drunk, from all accounts,” Peter remarked. 

“If it hadn’t been for her though, I don’t think my bluff would have worked.” 

Peter looked at him sharply. “Bluff? You mean about the bank accounts?” 

Anthony smiled at him. “‘Fraid so. I was only guessing that he’d pull that one—just as well he didn’t ask to see the checks ’cause I don’t have them. 

Lucky for me that his wife blew the whole thing at the right moment.” 

“Jeez, you’ve got some nerve,” Peter said with admiration. “Wait till I tell Jeff this—he’s going to want to hire you!” 



Orange County Times

Report by Linda Carter

The Reverend Jack Fellows, leader of the Fellowship Church, was arrested yesterday for alleged spousal abuse. Neighbors called the police when Mrs. Fellows was seen rushing from her home, screaming for help. Fellows refutes her claims that he had beaten her, but said he had been under considerable stress of late. The Reverend was the subject of controversy two years ago when he claimed that several puppet and animated characters were, in fact, gay in nature and should be banned from television. A police spokesperson said Fellows would remain in jail, as he was not able to meet bail…
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Peter sighed as he gazed at the portrait of Olivia that still stood in his studio. 

He was not sure what he should do with it. Would she still want it? It was good; he couldn’t deny that—some of his best work—but he knew he didn’t want to keep it. Could he put it up for sale in his gallery? The phone ringing in the bedroom interrupted his thoughts. He let the answering machine click on, then on hearing Winifred’s voice, ran to answer it. 

“Hi, Winifred…” 

“Hi, you sweet thing,” Winifred sang in his ear. “What’re you up to—no good I hope?” 

Peter chuckled. “Nothing exciting. How are you?” 

“Fine honey. Listen…I’m giving a little soiree for some of my closest friends—well, those who’re still alive that is.” She paused to laugh lightly. “Anyhoo, I wondered if you and that walkin’ dreamboat of yours would like to grace us with your company? It’s OK if you can’t—I mean, it’ll just be a bunch of old has-beens from the old studio, but I thought maybe you’d like to come, if you have nothing better to do…” 

“That sounds great,” Peter said. “We’d love to come.” 

“You would?” She sounded delighted and Peter felt sad and touched at the same time. 

“Absolutely. When is this extravaganza?” 

“Oh honey, there won’t be anything extravagant about it. Just some cheese-balls and dip. Just kidding. Sure you won’t be bored?” 

“I’m sure,” Peter said firmly. “Jeff and I will look forward to seeing you again, and meeting your friends.” 

- 195 -
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“Hope you’re still saying that after the shindig.” Winifred laughed again. 

“Some of them are real old windbags. Anyway, it’s this Saturday, seven o’clock.” 

“Great. We’ll see you then—and thanks for thinking of us, Winifred.” 

“Oh, you sweet thing,” Winifred sighed. “See you Saturday!” 

As Peter put the phone down he remembered that they had arranged to go see a movie with Andrew and David on Saturday. “Crap…” he muttered. Well, he was not about to call Winifred back and cancel. He had a feeling it would more than merely upset her. It had not occurred to him before that the aging movie star might be lonely up there, in Beverly Hills. Maybe he should suggest she come and visit them some weekend…

“Hey, you.” Jeff was standing in the bedroom doorway. Peter had been so wrapped up in his thoughts he hadn’t heard him come in. 

He smiled as Jeff walked in the room. “Winifred was right.” 

“Winifred?” 

“She was just on the phone asking if I, and that walking dreamboat of mine, would like to attend a party she’s having on Saturday.” 

Jeff chuckled. “Walking dreamboat? She jests, surely…” 

“Oh no, she doesn’t.” Peter wrapped his arms around him and snuggled close. “Mmm, you sure feel like a dreamboat.” 

Jeff kissed him. “Hey,” he said. “Don’t we have a date with Andrew and David on Saturday?” 

“Yes,” Peter groaned. “I accepted her invitation before I remembered…” 

“Well…?” 

“I’d hate to let her down after I said yes. She sounded so happy we could come. I think she’d be really upset if I called back and canceled…” 

“Okay, but you better let Andrew know right away. You know what he’s like.” 

“He’ll be pissed, but we can see them on Sunday, if they’re not busy.” 

“Fine. I’ll leave it to you.” He started peeling off his shirt. “I need a shower…Go call Andrew.” 

“Yes, sir!” Peter saluted smartly. 

“That’s my boy.” Jeff grinned at him. “Then…when you’re done with that, I have some other duties for you…Got that?” 

“Yes, sir! Certainly, sir!” 
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People Magazine

Report by Marla Dobson

You heard it here first! Olivia Winters and Brad Kingman (Galaxy X) are offi-cially engaged. The two love birds first met when Olivia was forecasting weather back there in Nebraska and Brad was in repertory. Now, Olivia (40) and Brad (38) have reunited and it’s ‘love is lovelier the second time around’. 

The nuptials are set for November this year…



Eve removed her reading glasses and smiled at Peter as he walked onto her patio. “Good morning dear. You’re up early…” 

Peter bent to kiss her cheek. “Got any coffee brewing?” he asked, trying to hold a yawn in check. 

His mother nodded. “I just poured this cup, so it’s nice and fresh. Help yourself dear. Where’s Jeff?” 

“He had to meet Nick early this morning,” he replied as he poured himself some coffee. “Something about a bogus insurance claim they’ve been working on. What are you up to this weekend?” 

“Actually, Fred and I are driving up to Las Vegas to see one of the new Cir-que shows—can’t remember which one.” 

“That’ll be nice.” Peter sat down opposite her. “Where are you staying?’

“At the Mirage, I think…By the way,” she handed him a copy of People magazine. “Did you read about Olivia getting engaged?” 

“No, really?” He scanned the article quickly. “Brad Kingman…I think I remember that show he was in…Wow, Olivia’s forty? She doesn’t look it, does she?” 

“She carries it very well,” Eve agreed. “But, I must say she’s not one of my favorite people anymore. That awful show she put on about that poor woman—Emily’s mother—just dreadful.” 

“Mmm…” Peter sipped his coffee. “I don’t think it did Olivia’s reputation much good. So…” He winked at his mother. “Are you and Fred getting married while you’re in Vegas?” 
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Brenda tossed the copy of the magazine she was carrying onto her coffee table, then, with a snort of disgust, she slumped down onto her couch. Damn them both, she thought—they had made that announcement without telling her first. She had felt like a fool when the ‘People’ reporter had called for confirmation of the story, and she knew nothing about it. Of course, she had managed to blurt something out—years of being with Olivia had honed her senses to be prepared for any contingency. 

Still, it hurt. More and more, ever since Brad had come back on the scene, she’d felt herself being shut out. She should never have allowed them to meet again. She should have known he’d use that fatal charm to ingratiate himself back into Olivia’s good graces—she’d always been crazy about him. Ever since the time she’d seen him on stage in that play where he’d been naked as nature intended, Olivia had been hot for him. She’d even sneaked him into the studio for a quickie, right under her husband’s nose. Stupid Charlie—he’d never suspected a thing, at first. Then when he did, it was all too late. Olivia and Brad were exchanging vows of undying love and hotfooting it to LA, leaving poor stupid Charlie in the lurch—and Brenda, dear Brenda had to tell him his wife wouldn’t be coming back. He’d gone ballistic and she’d had to take care of him…

It was the video that had finished it—that and the god-awful row they’d had shortly after. That’s when Brad had started the threats and the blackmail. 

Brenda had always thought he’d never intended it to go that far, that it had just escalated into a brutal, mindless screaming match that had left both he and Olivia verbally beaten and battered and beyond apology. She could have helped them…she could have brought them together and told them they were behaving like asses and that they needed each other and…But why should she? 

What would it have done for her? With Brad out of her life, Olivia was vulnerable and malleable—easy prey for Brenda’s vicious innuendos and tales of Brad’s infidelities. She had blocked all of his calls, letting Olivia believe that he had gone from her life for good. Brenda had got what she wanted—Olivia, all to herself. Not quite in the way she had hoped for, but nevertheless, she had made herself indispensable—until now. Now, he was back and Olivia was once more under his spell. 

At first, Brenda had thought it was just Olivia playing the game…fooling the fool…building him up for the big fall—but now, she knew it was much more than that. Olivia had fallen again for his easy charm and the great sex she claimed they had every night. That was Olivia’s problem. She was needy, J.P. Bowie

199

though she’d never admit it. But it was true…Olivia needed a man to love her. 

And right now, Brad was that man. 

Brenda sat staring straight ahead, chewing her lower lip furiously as she mulled over the present situation. There was no doubt in her mind that Brad had become, once more, a huge influence in Olivia’s life. They went everywhere together; he was always around. It was as if she, Brenda, had become invisible and it had become more and more difficult for her to be alone with Olivia. If she was going to survive this, she needed to bring back the status quo—she needed to be in control again. 

The question was, how? How to get rid of him without too many questions being asked? Could she manipulate both he and Olivia into some kind of argument? With both their egos constantly on display and that short fuse temper of Olivia’s almost always bubbling near the surface, it might not be too hard to instigate some kind of friction between them. Something that could develop into a major brawl—something that would cause him to walk out, or better still, have Olivia throw him out…But then, would that be enough? He’d be back for sure. Brad was not about to walk away from what he had so blatantly aspired to. No, he’d come back, and the problem would not be resolved. 

There had to be another solution—a more permanent one. Brenda sank back into the sofa’s soft cushions and muttered; “Yeah, that’s it— permanent.” 



“How do I look?” Peter did a passable impersonation of a male runway model across the bedroom floor. Jeff looked on with some amusement and said nothing. Peter fixed him with one of his famous arched-eyebrow looks. 

“Well?” he demanded. 

“I don’t know…” Jeff studied him for a moment. “Do those slacks make you look a little hippy?” 

“What?” Peter looked at him with horror then ran to the full-length mirror and peered at himself from all angles. The cream colored slacks were brand-new and, he thought, complimented the sea-foam green shirt he was wearing, admirably. “Hippy, you say? I don’t see it…” He glared at Jeff who was watching him with a big grin on his face. “Why you…” 

Jeff roared with laughter. “You are just way too easy to fool, Peter Brandon. 

I can get you every time.” 
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“Hmpf!” Peter turned from him in disdain and looked at his reflection again, preening slightly for Jeff ’s benefit. “Some people just don’t recognize dazzling good looks when they see it…” 

“Oh they do—when they see it,” Jeff told him, still laughing. 

“That does it,” Peter yelled as he charged across the room, tackling Jeff, knocking him onto the bed and climbing on top of him. “You will pay for that slur, you…you…” 

“Yes?” 

“Wait—I’ll think of something…” Peter giggled, collapsing on top of him. 

Jeff enveloped him in his arms. “You’re creasing my new ensemble,” Peter mumbled against Jeff ’s chest. 

“Heaven forbid.” Jeff pushed him away, chuckling. “Okay, let’s hit the road. 

Winifred said seven, and it’s nearly six-thirty…” 

“We’ll be fashionably late, is all.” Peter picked up the gift-wrapped box of chocolates he’d bought for their hostess, then sighed as Jeff ’s cell phone rang. 

“Jeff Stevens…” 

“It’s Louis McKenna, Jeff.” 

“Hi, how’s it going?” 

“Good. Listen, remember that photograph you gave back to us for examina-tion?” 

“Uh huh…” 

“Well they blew it up real big, and the lab guys are pretty sure that it’s a woman in the photo.” 

“A  woman. How’d they figure that?” 

“Well, the feet are smaller than a man’s in proportion to the length of the leg from the thigh down,” McKenna explained. “It could be just a guy with really small feet, of course, but they’re betting it’s a woman.” 

Jeff let out a low whistle. “A woman,” he repeated. “That is very interesting. 

You said you checked out Luke’s girlfriends, right?” 

“Yeah, and we’ve double checked since we got this news. He’d been seeing one girl steady for a while—but she’s got a solid alibi. She seemed pretty upset with the news when we first talked with her. Lopez and me think it’s pretty genuine. Anyway, thought you’d be interested. I’ll let you know if anything else comes up.” 

“Thanks. Talk to you later.” Jeff closed his cell phone and frowned at Peter. 

“That photo in your camera…the lab guys think it’s a woman.” 

Peter nodded. “I had a feeling…the scent of gardenias made me wonder.” 

“Right…gardenias…” Jeff murmured. 
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“We’d better go,” Peter said. “Now we’re going to be  un fashionably late.” 

Luck was with them on the freeway. About forty-five minutes later they were walking across the lobby of Olivia’s building heading for the elevator. 

“I hope we don’t run into ‘She-who-must-not-be-named’ on the way up,” 

Peter whispered. He jumped as the elevator doors slid open and Joyce, Olivia’s maid appeared. Seeing she was alone, he blew a sigh of relief. “Hi, Joyce,” he said, giving her a breezy smile. 

“Hello.” Joyce’s answering smile was distinctly watery. 

“Not allowed to talk to us?” Jeff asked. 

Joyce shook her head. “Oh no, it’s not that,” she said with a sigh. “Miss Winters just sent me out to get some liquor. There’s a row going on up there between her and Miss Shapiro. I think she just wanted me out of the way for a while.” 

“You poor thing,” Peter said with sympathy. “I don’t know how you can stand it.” 

“I don’t think I can much longer.” She gave them both an anxious look. 

“You’re not going up there are you? 

“No,” Jeff laughed. “We’re going to see Winifred Owen. Do you know her?” 

“Oh yes, she’s very nice. I’ve had coffee with her now and then. She told me I could escape there any time I wanted to and I’ve taken her up on that a few times, believe me. Well…I’d better get going. Have fun.” 

They watched her hurry through the foyer and disappear outside. 

“Nothing’s changed then,” Peter remarked dryly as they stepped onto the elevator. He froze as the doors closed. 

“What is it?” Jeff asked, seeing the troubled look on his face. 

“That scent…d’you smell it?” 

Jeff sniffed. “Something perfumy…” 

“Gardenias…” Peter said, looking at Jeff with concern. “Joyce…?” 

Jeff frowned. “I didn’t notice it when she was talking to us back there, did you? Anyway, I think that there have been quite a few ladies in this elevator tonight on their way up to Winifred’s party. Gardenias can’t be that rare a choice…” 

“That’s true,” Peter agreed as they stepped off the elevator. “It just tends to be a bit more overpowering…Here we are.” He rang Winifred’s doorbell. 

The muted sounds of laughter and chatter swelled as Winifred opened her door and beamed at her two guests. “You guys look great,” she chirped. “Come on in and meet what’s left of old Hollywood!” 
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“Sorry we’re late,” Peter said, kissing her cheek and presenting her with the chocolates. 

“You sweet things,” Winifred cooed. “You sure are going to brighten up this shindig. Most of ’em are falling asleep already.” She ushered them into her living room where a large and, contrary to Winifred’s opinion, a very animated crowd of people was milling about. 

“Hey everybody,” Winifred yelled over the hubbub. “Here are the guys I was telling you about. Okay girls, line up for the intros! Peter and Jeff…” She began pointing at various elderly though still attractive ladies. “Arlene, Esther, Deb-bie, Stella…oh hell, you won’t remember all of these names anyway. Come and say ‘hi’, girls.” 

They found themselves the center of attention as Winifred’s friends surrounded them, shaking hands and showing genuine interest in their recent appearances on the Olivia Winters’ Hour. 

“Didn’t I tell you they were both dolls?” Winifred poked one of the ladies in the ribs as she spoke. “This is Ruby Estes, one of my  oldest  friends. We started at Silver Screen Studios the exact same day—didn’t we, girl?” 

Ruby, an even more diminutive figure than Winifred, fluttered her false eyelashes at them. “We sure did. She tried to ace me out of a job I’d been lining up for all day. We got into a bit of cat-fight.” She laughed at the memory of it. “But we both got hired so it didn’t matter.” 

“And we’ve been friends ever since,” Winifred said, fondly. 

Ruby winked at them. “Well, when she wasn’t trying to steal my boyfriends.” 



Olivia glared at Brenda from her position at the bar. “I’m telling you that I don’t believe what you’re saying. Brad has changed. He’s not seeing anyone behind my back, Brenda. He’s not going to blow what we have this time.” 

“Oh, yeah?” Her manager’s face was a mask of scorn as she glared back at Olivia across the room. “Well, where is he? Where is your loving fiancé? Why isn’t he here with you on a Saturday night—the one night you can count on having some personal time?” 

“He…he called and said he’d be over later. He has some business to attend to…” 

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, Olivia,” Brenda sneered. “What the hell business does he have to attend to? He doesn’t have a business, for Chrissakes.” 
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“He has that movie he’s producing,” Olivia protested. 

“He has  nothing  without you, Olivia. Why aren’t you with him? What can he promise anyone without your say-so? I’m telling you he’s with some bimbo, screwing his brains out—that’s where he is.” 

“Stop it, Brenda…” Olivia slid of the barstool and advanced on the other woman. “You’re just jealous because he’s come back to me. You’re threatened, and you’re trying to mess this up for me. Well, I won’t listen to anymore of this crap. Brad’s on his way and he won’t want to see you when he gets here—especially with the mood you’re in. You’d better go.” 

“Oh girl, you are so blind,” Brenda said, shaking her head. “You can’t see what’s going on right in front of you, can you?” 

“What are you talking about now?” 

“Joyce,” Brenda yelled. “Your little maid…he’s been schtupping your little helper, right under your nose.” 

“What?” Olivia stared at her, appalled for the moment, then she waved her hand dismissively. “Oh, you’re crazy,” she snapped. “Joyce? Oh come on, Brenda—you can do better than that.” 

“I’ve seen them…in the kitchen…all close and cozy. Him telling her not to be scared of you—he’d look after her. I heard it all just the other day, right here. And that’s not all…There’s Elaine, Ernie’s assistant…” 

Olivia held a hand to her temple where a pulse had started to pound. She turned away from Brenda who could not stop the smirk that now flitted across her face. It’s working, she thought. I’ve got to her…She watched as Olivia poured herself another drink. That’s it girl, get good and drunk—and mad. 

Brad saw Joyce enter Olivia’s building just ahead of him. “Hey Joyce, wait up…” He ran to catch up as the doorman held the door open for her. He eyed the two big paper bags she was struggling with and took one from her. 

“Thanks, Mr. Kingman,” she said, smiling up at him. “They are a bit heavy.” 

He looked at her, frowning. “God, couldn’t she have got this delivered, instead of sending you out?” 

“I think she wanted rid of me for a while,” Joyce replied as they walked to the elevator. “Miss Shapiro’s up there, and they were having some kind of argument…” 

“Oh, for crying out loud.” Brad’s handsome face twisted with anger. “Why in hell won’t she give it up? She’s been trying to put the knife in ever since Olivia and I got back together. She’s a jealous cun…Sorry…” He grimaced at her. “That broad brings out the worst in me.” 
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Joyce looked at him with sympathy, stepping into the elevator ahead of him. 

“She’s not a very nice person…” But then, she thought, neither is Olivia. 

Whatever Brad’s past life had been, she could never see him being as cruel and vicious as Brenda or Olivia. He might be a bit of a flake, but there was something innately likeable about him…

Brad smiled at her as they reached Olivia’s floor. “Well, time to face the demon queen. I wonder what it is this time…” He pushed the door open, letting Joyce pass in front of him. Both of them stopped short when they saw the cold stares directed at them by the two women who stood in the center of the living room. 

“Where the hell have you been?” Olivia rasped. “And what’s she doing with you?” 

Brad ignored the questions and signaled to Joyce that they should take the bags into the kitchen. Olivia stalked behind them, then stood, hands on hips, watching while they put the bags on the kitchen counter. 

“I said, where the hell have you been?” 

“I heard what you said, Olivia…” Brad turned to face her, his voice calm, trying to placate her. “You know where I’ve been. I told you earlier I had a meeting at the studio…” 

“Horseshit!” Olivia barked. “Brenda’s told me what you’re really up to, you lying sack of…” 

“That’s enough, Olivia…” Brad grabbed her by the arm. “The one that’s lying to you is that bitch out there. She’s crazy jealous of you and me and she’ll do anything to screw it up.” He paused and stared intently into Olivia’s eyes. 

“It’s amazing to me that you can’t see this. What…you’d rather believe her than me, is that it?” 

Olivia pulled herself from his grasp. “When have you ever given me a reason to believe you? You’ve lied to me for years, one way or another. She said you’re doing it with this…this slut here. My  maid, for Chrissakes.” 

Joyce gasped and stumbled back, looking at Olivia in horror. “Oh, Miss Winters…” 

“Shut up…you’re fired,” Olivia snarled. “You can get the hell outta here now…” 

“Olivia, for God’s sake, stop this!” Brad reached for her again, but she stepped back, evading his touch. “Brenda’s gone off the deep end if she’s saying stuff like that.” He marched past her out into the living room. “Come here, Brenda,” he yelled. “Let me hear the crap you’ve been feeding her.” 
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Brenda laughed as she looked from him to Olivia’s cold, detached expression. Yes, I’ve got her, she thought. She’ll believe anything I say now. “You know I’m not lying, Brad,” she said, keeping her voice tight and controlled. 

“You know as well as I do that you’ve been screwing around with Elaine, Ernie’s assistant, right under Olivia’s nose almost…” 

“What?” Brad looked at her in amazement. “Elaine? What are you talking about? I’ve never even spoken to her.” He turned to look at Olivia. “She’s nuts,” 

he exclaimed, jerking his thumb at Brenda. “Surely you can’t believe one word of this?” 

Olivia’s eyes glittered as she replied, “Oh, but I do Brad. I believe every word. You see, I called Elaine just a short time ago and asked her, point blank, if you’d fucked her and, of course, she denied it at first, but then she said yes, you had.” 

Brad looked at her, stunned. “This is crazy,” he whispered. “Olivia, I swear to you, it never happened…” He spun round to face Brenda. “Tell her, you crazy dyke…tell her you fabricated this whole thing. How much did you pay Elaine to say she’d slept with me, huh? Tell her, or I’ll beat the shit out of you.” 

Tears of rage sprang to his eyes as he advanced on Brenda who stood her ground, a defiant look on her face. 

Unseen by anyone, Joyce backed toward the door, and slipped out without making a sound. 

“You thought you had it made, didn’t you?” Brenda crowed. “Coming in here, threatening us with blackmail, pretending to be so in love with Olivia just so you could inveigle your way back into her life. Well, you haven’t fooled her or me. It was obvious from the get-go that all you wanted was to get back into the high life—to be someone that you never could be on your own. You’re a loser—a big, sorry  loser.” 

With all his might, Brad backhanded her across her face. With a cry, she went down, sprawling on the floor like a rag doll. For a moment Brad stood staring down at her, then he slowly turned to face Olivia who was looking at him, her face etched with terror. 

“No Brad—please don’t hit me,” she pleaded. “Please!” 

Brad’s shoulders slumped with despair as he walked toward her. “Olivia, I don’t want to hit you. I love you. Can’t you see this is all a hoax? She’s set this all up. I never slept with that girl…” 

“But she said you did. She said you told her you could get her a better position at the studio…” 



 J.P. Bowie

206

“Olivia…” Brad reached for her, but she turned and ran from him into the safety of her bedroom, slamming the door and locking it against him. 

Joyce raced from the elevator and pounded on Winifred’s door calling for help. A startled guest let her in and the gaiety of the assembled crowd was brought to an abrupt standstill as she burst into the living room, looking wildly around her. 

Seeing Jeff and Peter, she yelled; “Oh help, there’s a terrible fight upstairs in Miss Winters’ apartment…” 

Jeff grabbed her arm and sat her down on the couch. “Stay here…we’ll check it out.” He looked at Winifred. “Can you get her some brandy or something?” 

“You bet, honey.” Winifred immediately went into command mode. “Give the poor girl some space and get that brandy over here, now.” 

Jeff and Peter ran from the apartment, followed by one or two male guests, but Jeff told them to stay with the ladies and call the police. As they reached Olivia’s floor they could hear a man yelling her name. 

“Olivia, come on out—I’m not going to hurt you…” 

Jeff pushed the door open and he and Peter stepped into the hallway. Ahead of them they could see Brenda, sitting on the living room floor, nursing her chin. As they rounded the corner, they saw a tall man knocking on Olivia’s bedroom door. 

“Step away from there.” Jeff strode toward him as he spoke. 

Brad whirled round to face him. “Who the hell are you?” 

“Jeff Stevens. I’m a private investigator working for Miss Winters. Who are you?” 

“I’m her fiancé, for fuck’s sake.” 

“Oh, Brad Kingman,” Peter said helpfully, nudging Jeff, who gave him a raised eyebrow stare. 

Brad looked a them both for a moment, then turned to the door again. 

“Olivia, you can come out now. The cavalry’s here…” There was the sound of a key turning then a shaken Olivia appeared in the doorway. 

“Oh, Jeff…Peter…Thank goodness.” She glared at Brad. “This madman was trying to kill me.” 

“Olivia…” Brad groaned. “I was not trying to kill you. Guys…” He looked from Jeff to Peter. “Give me a moment alone with her, please.” 

“No!” Olivia screeched, backing away from him. “Look what he did to Brenda.” 
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“Just what happened here?” Jeff asked, putting himself between Brad and Olivia, while Peter went to see if Brenda needed any help. 

“I’ll tell you what happened…” Brenda slapped away Peter’s helping hand and lurched toward them. “That bastard’s been blackmailing us. Now he’s gotten himself engaged to Olivia so he can drain her dry. Well, I’m not going to let that happen…” 

Peter stood frozen for a moment as he inhaled a familiar scent…“Gardenias,” he whispered. “Oh my God…” He took a step forward and was overcome with a feeling of terrible nausea. “Jeff…” he croaked as he sank to his knees. 

Jeff rushed to his side. “What happened?” 

“Brenda… gardenias…” he managed to tell him before he slumped to the floor. 

“What’s wrong with him?” 

Jeff could hear Olivia’s near-panicked voice coming from somewhere in the room. He lifted Peter to his feet and helped him lie down on a nearby couch, then he stood and very carefully surveyed the group in front of him. Keeping his voice calm and steady he said, “Brad…would you do me a favor?” 

“Uh…yeah…sure…” Brad moved toward him. 

“Call 911 and get the medics here…” 

“You got it…” 

Jeff watched as Brad quickly pulled out his cell phone. “Olivia…would you come over here, please? Peter could use your help.” He stood perfectly still as Olivia ran to the couch and knelt by Peter, taking his hand in hers. He noticed with some surprise that Olivia seemed genuinely concerned for Peter’s well being. 

“Brenda…” Jeff locked eyes with the woman who glared back at him, malice in her expression. “Brenda…you killed Luke, didn’t you?” Behind him, Jeff heard Olivia’s gasp of horror. The only movement in the room came from Brad as he closed his cell phone and put it away. Brenda stared defiantly at them, but remained still and silent. “Brenda?” Jeff walked slowly toward her. 

“You’re full of shit,” Brenda hissed, shifting away from him slightly. She was holding something in her hand but Jeff could not quite make out what it was—something slim and silvery…

“Am I?” He took another step closer to her. “I don’t think so…You see, when you killed Luke, he was holding the camera he’d stolen from Peter. When it fell from his hand it took a photo of his assailant—you, Brenda.” 
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“You are one crazy bitch,” Brad said, through clenched teeth. His angry glare swept from Brenda to where Olivia knelt, holding Peter’s hand. “And you would believe this…this  murderer over me?” 

“Brad, I’m sorry,” Olivia mumbled. “She had me confused…” 

“Don’t listen to any of this,” Brenda screamed at the top of her voice. 

“Olivia—its all lies…all of it.” She pointed at Brad. “He’ s the one who killed Luke. He couldn’t stand him being in the way…” 

Brad let out a shout of laughter. “Good one Brenda—but the camera never lies. You should know that…” 

With a scream of rage, Brenda evaded Jeff ’s outstretched hand and launched herself at Brad, causing him to stumble and fall on his back. Brenda was on him in an instant and now Jeff could see what she held in her hand—a syringe. Amid Olivia’s high-pitched screams of terror he sprang forward and grabbed Brenda’s upraised arm. He pulled the demented woman off Brad, who got to his feet, a murderous look in his eyes. As Jeff tried to wrest the syringe from her hand, Brad advanced on her, but was stopped short as she delivered a vicious kick to his crotch. His eyes bulged in his head and he dropped to his knees with a groan of exquisite pain. Jeff held Brenda at arm’s length as she turned her fury upon him, kicking at him, trying to inflict the same kind of damage she’d successfully used to bring Brad to his knees. Olivia’s screams intensified as a gunshot rang out and pieces of the plaster ceiling fell about her head. 

“Hold it right there, sister!” Winifred, in the best Hollywood western tradi-tion, stood in the doorway, a large Colt .45 grasped firmly in both hands and pointed straight at Brenda. 

As the sound of police sirens could be heard rapidly approaching the building, Brenda gave up her struggling, and sagged against Jeff. He took the syringe from her hand then let her drop to the floor where she lay, quietly sobbing. 

Winifred looked at Brad with a deal of sympathy. “Gotcha in the cojones, huh Handsome?” He looked up at her with pain-filled eyes and, still not quite able to speak, nodded his head. “Ah well,” she added, handing Jeff the smoking Colt; “Time heals all things—even crushed nuts.” 

Jeff grinned at her. “Winifred, you are too much,” he said with admiration. 

“Well, I figured you weren’t packin’…at least not a gun…” she said giggling. 

“So Rob’s trusty .45 seemed like a good idea.” She looked at the fallen Brenda. 

“Not so full of yourself now, missy—huh?” 

Peter sat up with a moan, rubbing his head. “What happened,” he asked groggily. 



 J.P. Bowie

209

“Oh, you sweet thing…” Winifred rushed to his side. “You’ve missed my best performance ever.” She gave Olivia the snake eye. “You’d better be more careful who you have around you, in future. Psychos like her are bad for your image.” She patted Peter on the head. “You all right, honey?” 

“Yes thanks, Winifred.” Peter stood up shakily and looked at Brenda who was now struggling to her feet. “I was right?” he asked Jeff. 

Jeff smiled at him. “You were right.” 

“You knew it was Brenda, Peter?” Olivia gasped. 

“Only because of the perfume she’s wearing—gardenias.” He went on to explain how he had smelled that same fragrance at Luke’s apartment and the fact that the person in the photograph taken with his camera was thought to be a woman. 

“Thought  to be?” Brenda exclaimed, glaring at Jeff. “You mean you didn’t know that it was me—you were bluffing?” 

“Right.” Jeff gave her a big smile. “The guys at the police lab weren’t a hundred percent sure, given that it was a really vague picture—but when Peter reacted to you like he did, there wasn’t a doubt in my mind.” 

“You can’t prove anything…” Brenda fumed. 

“Well…” Jeff said, still smiling, “There is this handy dandy little syringe filled with, if I’m not mistaken,  curare, which was used to kill Luke—and then, of course, there’s the attempt on Mr. Kingman here’s life which…as you know, we all witnessed.” 

“Oh my God,” Olivia whispered. “Brenda, what were you thinking?” She slumped down on the couch and buried her head in her hands. Brad moved to her side with some difficulty and sat beside her, wincing as he did so. 

“I did it for  you,” Brenda yelled at her. “For you, because you were fucking up your life with these deadbeats—like Luke and this…this rat…” She waved a hand contemptuously at Brad. “Guys, whose only talent in life is to give you a good lay—if they can even do that…” Any further ranting was cut short as four police officers spilled into the room, guns drawn. 

“Yea!” Winifred clapped her hands with delight. “The boys in blue. Boy, this is a night to remember. I haven’t had this much fun since Tab Hunter took me to a gay wild-west bar in Reno.” 

An hour later, after Brenda had been cuffed and escorted from the building and driven away in a squad car, and after the paramedics had examined Peter and given him a clean bill of health, he, Jeff and Winifred gathered round her bar as she mixed her famous martinis. 
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“You boys will have to stay the night,” she warned them. “I wouldn’t let anyone drive after just  one  of these. I have a super comfy bed in the spare room, so no arguments.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Jeff said with a grin. 

“Well, here’s mud in your eye.” Winifred raised her glass on high. “Wow, who knew this was going to be my best party ever. I’ll bet every one of my guests got a heart jumpstart tonight.” 

Peter chuckled then almost choked as he sipped at the famous martini. 

“Winifred…What on earth is in this?” 

“Aha, that’s my secret.” She winked at him. “But it’s guaranteed to put lead in your pencil.” 

Jeff roared with laughter at the expression on Peter’s face. 

“Let’s go sit by the fire,” Winifred said. “These old bones of mine are feeling kinda chilled.” 

“Winifred…” Jeff took her arm. “There is nothing old about you. I only hope that when Peter is your age, he’ll be as sprightly as you are.” 

“Huh! What about you?” Peter asked. 

Winifred beamed at them as she sat in her chair by the fire. “I think you’ll both be just fine. Tell me,” she mused, “D’you think the Dragon Lady was a mite miffed when I made that offer to her  fiancé?” 

“You mean that offer to kiss it better?” Peter asked with a laugh. “Yes, I think she was a tad put out.” 

Winifred’s eyes twinkled in the firelight. “She has no sense of humor, that one. She’ll probably bill me for that hole I put in her ceiling.” 

“I think Brad kinda got what he deserved,” Jeff said. 

“You mean Olivia?” Peter asked. 

Jeff laughed. “Yeah, that…but I was thinking more of the kick in the balls Brenda delivered. I’m afraid Mr. Kingman is no gentleman.” 

“And Olivia is no lady,” Winifred said. “So, they’re made for each other, wouldn’t you say?” 

“It had to have been killing her to thank us for being there,” Peter observed. 

“I could almost hear her teeth grinding.” 

“Well to be fair, she was concerned when you almost passed out,” Jeff reminded him. 

“She was also very happy to see us all leave.” 

“She has got to feel like a complete fool to have been manipulated by Brenda all these years,” Winfred said, gazing into the fire. “Who knows what else that woman may have done in the name of ‘love’?” 
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“That’s a thought,” Peter exclaimed. “Does anyone know what really happened to Olivia’s husband?” 

The three of them fell silent while they thought that one over, then Winifred got to her feet. “Well I don’t know about you boys, but I need another one of these. Only for medicinal purposes, you understand.” 

“You can twist my arm,” Jeff said, walking with her to the bar. 

“Well…” Peter got up and joined them. “As we have lodging for the night, and our hostess informs me her martinis serve as a kind of aphrodisiac, I may be compelled to have another.” 

“Oh man,” Jeff groaned. “Like you need an aphrodisiac.” 

Winifred giggled at Peter’s affronted expression. “Oh, you boys!” 



c h a p t e r   2 0

s

The answering machine light was blinking as Peter and Jeff walked into the kitchen on their return form Beverly Hills the next day. 

“Probably Andrew reminding us about our movie date tonight,” Peter said, pressing the button. 

“Hello, dear…” It was Eve. “Fred and I have decided to stay on in Vegas for a few more days and…well, I hope this won’t come as a shock, but we have decided to get married here tomorrow…that’s Monday…so if you and Jeff can be here with us we would really love that. Can you? Please call and let us know…” 

Peter and Jeff looked at each other dumbfounded, then a slow smile spread across Jeff ’s face. “That’s great. Isn’t it…? Peter. It’s great, isn’t it?” He grabbed Peter’s arms, looking at the stunned expression on his face. “What’s wrong? It’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it, Peter?” 

Peter stared back at him through glazed eyes. Yes, he thought, it’s what I’ve always wanted…Mom and Fred…married…at last. Why am I not jumping for joy? Why am I not calling her right now and yelling “Congratulations” to both her and Fred? He felt Jeff ’s arms enclose him in a comforting embrace—and then he lost it. Jeff held him as he sobbed his heart out. 

Why am I crying? he thought. Are these tears of joy? Am I crying because of the relief I feel that she has at last found her own happiness? All those years when she thought only of me, as I lay in that hospital bed, unable to tell her how much I loved her for being there for me. Did she wait this long to make sure that I was truly happy? Am I crying because what I have hoped for has at last come true? Or is it because now she has finally let my father go? 

- 212 -
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Yes, that’s why I’m crying. Because now my father has been replaced in her heart and she’s had the courage to acknowledge it at last. I should be happy for her—I  am happy for her—I am. 

His sobbing eased, and he managed a wan smile as Jeff stroked his hair with gentle fingers and kissed his wet cheeks. “Feel better now?” Jeff whispered against his ear. 

Peter nodded and hiccupped. “I’m sorry…I don’t know what brought all that on.” 

“Yes, you do. We both do.” Jeff kissed him again. “Call Eve and tell her we’ll be there. Tell her wild horses wouldn’t keep us away. Then we’ll get showered and changed. We can be in Vegas by tonight.” 

Peter wrapped his arms around Jeff and held him tight. “I always wanted my mother to be as happy as I am,” he said. “But I think I may have set the bar too high…” 

“Silly goose,” Jeff murmured. “Call your mother.” 

Peter smiled and dialed his mother’s cell phone number. “Hi, Mom…” 

“Peter…You got my message then?” 

“Yes, I did. Congratulations…to both of you.” 

“You sound funny…Peter, are you upset? I thought this is what you wanted.” 

“I want it to be what you want, Mom. Are you happy?” 

“Yes, I am.” 

“Then, I am too. Jeff and I will be out there tonight. Can you get us a room at the Mirage?” 

“Fred will get right on it.” 

“Is he there? Can I talk to him?” 

“Yes, of course dear…” 

“Hello, Peter.” Fred’s voice was deep and serious. “I hope I have your permission to marry your mother.” 

“Of course you do, Fred. Nice of you to ask, though.” He paused. “Fred…?’

“Yes, Peter?” 

“I just wanted you to know that I am really pleased you are both doing this. 

I’ve been rooting for you for some time, you know.” 

Fred chuckled. “Thanks Peter. Eve did say this was partly due to your bad-gering her. Well, we’ll see you tonight. Here’s your mother. Goodbye…son.” 

Peter took a deep breath, then smiled as he said, “Bye, Dad.” 

“Fred has a tear in his eye,” Eve said accusingly. “What did you say to him?” 

“I’ll tell you later. So, which church are you getting married in?” 
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There was a pause. “Well…actually…it’s called ‘Viva Las Vegas Wedding Chapel’”. 

“What?” Peter could not contain his burst of laughter. “Will Elvis be there?” 

“Um, well…as a matter of fact…” 

“Mother, are you telling me you’re getting married to Fred in some sleazy, glitter chapel that everyone makes fun of?” 

“No, no. It’s not like that at all. It’s very nice—just like a real church inside—stained glass windows and everything. Two nice young men run it—Ron and Jamie. You’ll like them. They do commitment ceremonies—so you and Jeff could…” 

“Whoa, Mom. Jeff and I will get married when it’s legal…” He chuckled then said, “Though the idea of a double wedding is appealing.” His mother laughed with him. “Okay,” he said. “We’ll see you in a few hours. I love you, Mom.” 

“I love you too, Peter. Bye” 

Peter put the phone down slowly, then turned to look at Jeff. “You know what this means don’t you?” 

“No, what?” 

“It means I have to call Andrew, and tell him we’re canceling  again.” 



People Magazine

Report by Peter Walsh

Good news and bad news for Olivia Winters. Following the arrest of her manager, Brenda Shapiro, for the murder of Luke Taylor, Olivia’s one time bodyguard, and the divulgence of some unsavory goings on in the Winters’ camp, the show’s directors have decided to relocate the time slot to 1a.m.—hardly prime time! On the other hand, Brad Kingman tells me their plans to marry are still on schedule—this despite a fairly serious injury inflicted on Kingman during a struggle with Shapiro. No date so far for the start of Shapiro’s trial…



 J.P. Bowie

215



Laguna Beach Register

Report by Bob Nichol

A celebration will be held tomorrow to mark the occasion of the marriage of local artist Peter Brandon’s mother, Eve Brandon, to local businessman Fred Olsen. Mr. and Mrs. Olsen were married last week in Las Vegas. The wedding was witnessed by Peter Brandon who gave the bride away, and by Jeff Stevens who was the groom’s best man. After the party, which will be attended by a variety of friends and family, the bride and groom will honeymoon in Tahiti…



Peter and Jeff stood on the steps of their home waving the last of their guests goodnight. Inside, the caterers were cleaning up and packing away their equipment. 

“Whew,” Peter sighed, leaning against Jeff ’s shoulder. “That was one hectic wedding reception.” 

“But it went really well,” Jeff said as they walked back into the house. “Eve looked fantastic and I’ve never seen Fred look more proud. Well, not since Vegas anyway.” 

“It’s going to feel strange not having Mom around anymore, isn’t it?” 

“Well, at least now I don’t have to worry about you running to mother every time we don’t see eye to eye,” Jeff teased him. 

“When did I  ever do that?” 

“Oh, Andrew told me you did it all the time…” 

“What? That traitor! Wait till I see him.” They laughed together as they strolled into the kitchen and stood aside as the caterers carried their supplies to their van parked outside. 

“Thanks guys,” Peter said handing over a check for their services. 

Wes Taylor, the bartender who was hovering nearby, came over and held out his hand. “I wanted to wait and thank you both for finding Luke’s killer. My parents are finding it a little easier to deal with now.” 

Peter and Jeff shook his hand solemnly. “We’re both very sorry about what happened to Luke,” Jeff said. “We just wish we could have prevented it somehow.” 
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“If you could’ve warned him, he’d never have listened.” Wes shrugged his shoulders in resignation. “He made some bad choices several times. He was always looking for the easy way, and I guess he thought he’d found it with Olivia Winters. Anyway…” He turned to go. “Thanks again. Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight.” They watched as he joined his friends out by the van, then Jeff closed the door quietly. They looked at one another with sad smiles. 

“What say you to a nightcap?” Jeff asked, taking Peter’s hand and leading him back into the kitchen. 

“Great idea. I’ll light the fire-pit and we can sit outside.” 

“Excellent. I’ll be right there.” 

Peter walked outside and busied himself pulling a couple of loungers close to the fire-pit and setting a match to the gas. He looked up as Jeff came out carrying their drinks. Jeff handed him his glass, and after they toasted one another, they sat side by side for a time, silently gazing up at the stars. 

“Jeff?” Peter broke the silence. 

“Mmm?” 

“When it becomes legal for us to marry—will you marry me?” 

“Could we be any more married?” Jeff asked with a chuckle. 

“You know what I mean. Signed and everything…I was thinking…” 

“Oh, oh.” 

“I had a vision of Andrew and David, Anthony and Justin, Nick and Eric and you and me, all standing together in the Viva Las Vegas Wedding Chapel…” 

“Oh my God,” Jeff laughed out loud. “Yeah, I can see it now, and I can hear that Ron guy singing, “This is the moment, I’ve waited for…” Aw, it would be great, Peter. This is definitely one of your best ideas—ever!” 

“Jeff…” Peter looked at him in amazement. “I was joking.” 

“No, no. When we can get married, that’s the way I want it to be…” 

“Jeff…” 

Jeff ’s laughter was infectious and soon Peter was laughing with him. When they finally controlled themselves, Jeff held out his hand and Peter grasped it firmly in his own. They were silent again for a long time, gazing up the night sky filled with its myriad of stars. 

“Jeff?” 

This time, the only reply was the sound of a gentle snore. 



 Author’s Note

s

Thanks to all my friends who hang in there with me when I’m caught up in writing these novels—and to Ron & Jamie—thanks for the Las Vegas reference. 

Who knows? One day Peter’s vision may just come true! 

Coming soon…

J.P. Bowie’s next novel is a thrilling tale of mystery and suspense that finds Nick Fallon, and his partner Eric Jamieson, trying to protect one another from a murderous drug dealer, bent on revenge. 

Four years before Nick moved to California and while he was a detective with the Pittsburgh Police Department, he uncovered a drug cartel that led to the arrest and conviction of three men. Now one of those men has escaped and will not rest till he has tracked Nick down, and exacted punishment for what he sees as justifiable payback. 

Discovering Nick’s weakness—Eric—he sets out to divide the two men and destroy them—one at a time…
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