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  Praise for Jackie Collins


  Sex, power and intrigue  no one does it better than Jackie


  heat


  A tantalising novel packed with power struggles, greed and sex. This is Collins at her finest.


  Closer


  Bold, brash, whiplash fast  with a cast of venal rich kids, this is classic Jackie Collins


  Marie Claire


  Sex, money, power, murder, betrayal, true love  its all here in vintage Collins style. Collinss plots are always a fabulously
  involved, intricate affair, and this does not disappoint


  Daily Mail


  Her style is pure escapism, her heroines strong and ambitious and her men, well, like the book, theyll keep you up all
  night!


  Company


  A generation of women have learnt more about how to handle their men from Jackies books than from any kind of manual . . . Jackie is very
  much her own person: a total one off
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  For my best friend 


  you know who you are.


  Love and friendship always.
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  The Man emerged from prison on Tuesday morning filled with a pent-up rage hed been keeping in check for seven years.


  He was thirty-six years old and looked it. Pale, with a thin face, narrow slate-grey eyes and a prominent scar slashed across his right cheek  a souvenir of his incarceration. He was
  five feet eight inches tall and although once slight, in jail hed had time to work on his body, and now he had muscles of steel and remarkable upper body strength.


  In prison The Man had learned many things  the first being that defence was everything. If you couldnt defend yourself who would do it for you?


  No one. Thats who.


  Seven years was a long time to be caged away from the real world.


  Seven years was long enough to drive any sane person crazy.


  Unless, of course, you were crazy to begin with. And you never let on because the motherfuckers did not deserve to know the truth.


  The truth was his business. Only his. And woe betide anyone who tried to get it from him.


  Freedom was the unknown. It beckoned, tempting him to do things hed only dreamed about during his years behind bars.


  First came the women. Faceless whores put on this earth to do his bidding.


  The Man used them mercilessly, paying them more money than they deserved to do the things they couldnt get enough of, because whether you paid them or not all women were whores 
  his father had taught him that.


  When his appetite was sated he took out his list and studied it intently.


  The Mans list, written neatly on a single-lined piece of paper, was the only positive thing in his life. Without the list he couldnt have gone on. He would have given up and
  hung himself like his first cell mate.


  His list had kept him strong. Given him a real purpose.


  If those motherfuckers in Hollywood thought theyd seen the last of him they were wrong.


  Very, very wrong.


  


  Chapter One


  What a movie!


  Quite unusual.


  Jordan, my pal, youve got another smash.


  The praise came fast and furious. Jordan Levitt and his wife of six months, Kim, revelled in it as they stood at the massive front door of their Bel Air estate saying goodbye to their
  guests.


  Dinner and a private screening at the Levitts was a weekly event. Only tonight was more of an event than usual because Jordan, a veteran producer, had just screened his latest
  production.


  Kim squeezed her husbands arm and gazed up at him adoringly. She was softly pretty with flowing light brown hair and winsome features. At twenty-two she was younger than his only
  daughter. They loved it, she whispered excitedly. And so did I. Oh, Jordan, youre so clever.


  Jordan smiled down at his new bride. He was a powerful looking man, over six feet tall with a shock of unruly grey hair, craggy features and a deeply lined tanned face. Soon he would be
  sixty-two  like Clint Eastwood, age suited him. You never know, he said modestly.


  I do, Kim replied, her eyes never leaving his. Its a sure fire hit.


  He put his arm around Kim, walking her back into the house. It doesnt matter what this group thinks, he said. The public makes their own decisions.


  Not only clever, but oh sooo wise, Kim murmured, tilting her head to gaze up at him. wish I had time to write down everything you said, you always make such perfect
  sense.


  Jordan kept smiling. With a woman like Kim to feed his ego, he never stopped.


  ***


  Piece of crap.


  Boring!


  I fell asleep


  Jordans really lost it on this one.


  So went the conversation as the guests got into their respective cars parked in the Levitts driveway.


  Sharleen Wynn Brooks was particularly vocal. A voluptuous red-headed movie star of thirty-five, she seemed to take great pleasure in pulling her ex-lover Jordans movie to shreds frame by
  frame.


  Her Oscar-winning director husband, Mac Brooks, laughed as he got behind the wheel of their yellow Rolls Corniche. At forty-three Mac was handsome in a rumpled been-around-the-block way. He had
  curly brown hair and a once broken nose that told tales of his past  way back when he was an amateur boxer in Brooklyn. Come on, baby, tell me what you really think, he
  urged, patting her knee affectionately. Dont hold back.


  Sharleen couldnt help giggling. He needs you again, darling.


  Not me, Mac replied. Jordans a control freak, everything has to be his way or no way at all. After making The Contract with him I decided never
  again.


  You won an Oscar for The Contract, Sharleen pointed out. And met me for the first time.


  I vaguely remember . . .


  She giggled again. Youre so rude.


  If I recall, you didnt give me a second glance, you were too busy with that muscle-bound jerk who trailed you to the set every day.


  My trainer, she said demurely.


  My ass! he retorted.


  And three years later we worked together again and fell in love. She sighed happily. Isnt it romantic?


  Yeah, yeah, yeah.


  As their car left the Levitts driveway she snuggled closer to her husband, taking his hand and moving it under her expensive Valentino skirt.


  Going down the winding driveway the Rolls nearly collided with a speeding white Porsche coming in the opposite direction driven by Jordanna  Jordan Levitts twenty-four-year-old
  daughter.


  Jordanna honked her horn as she screeched her car to a halt alongside the Rolls. Lowering her window she leaned out. Did I miss the movie? she asked, tossing back her long dark
  hair.


  What do you think? Mac responded, surreptitiously removing his hand from under his wifes skirt.


  Jordanna pulled a face. Is my old man pissed?


  Hell live.


  Jordanna grinned at Mac. Hed been her lover when she was a teenager and he was thirty-six, now they were nothing more than good friends. Glad to hear it, she said, adding a
  low-voiced, Or maybe not.


  Sharleen waved, she wasnt fond of Jordanna and it showed. Hello, dear, she said frostily.


  The feeling was mutual. Hiya, Shar, Jordanna responded, wondering what a cool guy like Mac saw in the over-stuffed movie queen.


  Your fathers really mad at you.


  Im shaking, Shar.


  Sharleen peered into the Porsche. Whos your friend, dear?


  Trust Sharleen to notice the stud sitting beside her in the passenger seat. Jordanna had no idea what his name was, and quite frankly she didnt care. They were all the same in the dark.
  Midnight Cowboys. Her life.


  See ya! she said, gunning the Porsche into action and disappearing up the driveway.


  That girls trouble, Sharleen said, pursing newly plumped lips. Jordan should do himself a favour and throw her out.


  Dont be bitchy, Mac said mildly. Shell grow up.


  Shes twenty-four, for Gods sake. I had my own child when I was her age, Sharleen said, moving closer and running her fingers lightly up his thigh.


  Mac prepared himself, he knew what was coming and it was the high point of his evening. Sharleen was into car sex and who was he to argue? It kept the heat in a four-year-old marriage.


  As soon as she touched him he was hard. Oh yeah, Sharleen did it for him every time, she was one talented female, and he didnt mean her acting.


  Hed met her on the job so to speak. Directing Sharleen had been an experience. Sleeping with her had soon led to marriage.


  Monogamy was something new for Mac Brooks. Before Sharleen hed bedded all his leading ladies, now his extremely sexy wife kept him too busy for affairs.


  I see Little Big Man is ready for immediate attention, Sharleen whispered, deftly unzipping his fly.


  This was Macs favourite part. Driving down the dark narrow hills with a mammoth hard-on. Trying to concentrate. Hoping they didnt get stopped by the cops  or even worse, a
  couple of would-be car-jackers in ski masks. It all added to the excitement.


  Sharleen bent her head, tantalizingly licking the tip of his penis, her lightning-fork tongue flicking this way and that. After he was suitably turned on, she sat back and began unbuttoning her
  silk shirt, revealing a lacy black bra.


  One eye on the road. One eye on her. Take it off, baby, he muttered, hard as the proverbial rock.


  Should I? she teased.


  Do it, he said tensely, the pressure building.


  Well . . .


  Do it!


  She slipped off her silk shirt and unclipped her lacy bra. Sharleen had the best breasts in Hollywood  untouched by plastic surgeon they were full and firm, topped with juicy hard
  nipples.


  Oh, Jesus! Mac groaned, swerving the car to the side of the road.


  Sharleen enjoyed enslaving him. Jesus has nothing to do with it, she murmured sweetly.


  ***


  Wasnt that Sharleen Wynn? the stud asked, barely able to keep the awe out of his voice.


  Huh? Jordanna said vaguely, screeching to an abrupt stop at the top of the driveway.


  Sharleen Wynn, he repeated, looking like a reject drummer from a grungy rock band with his long greasy hair, scruffy clothes and dime-store shades.


  Im surprised you know who Sharleen Wynn is, Jordanna remarked, getting out of the car.


  Sure I know who she is, the stud said somewhat indignantly. My dad had a copy of Playboy with her on the cover. Kept it by his bed for months.


  Lucky him.


  Nice tits.


  Never mind about hers, how about mine? Jordanna said boldly, pressing up against him.


  He took the hint and started to kiss her. Long hard kisses with plenty of tongue action.


  She decided this one had possibilities. Come along, she said, pulling him on to the path leading to the guest house.


  Arent we goin inside? he asked, sounding disappointed.


  My apartments in back. She laughed, a brittle laugh. Its more fun back there. Trust me.


  If you say so, he said, grabbing her ass.


  Then be a good little boy and follow me all the way to an incredible time.


  Im right behind you.


  I bet you are, she thought. Pretty girl. Great wheels. Magnificent mansion. Whats to lose?


  Shed picked him up at a music industry party, attracted by his black jeans. There was something about skinny guys in tight jeans that really got her attention, it reminded her of visiting
  one of her fathers sets when she was ten, and meeting Teddy Costa  a hot young actor with the best butt in the business. The very thought of Teddy had taken her through puberty, until
  at the age of fifteen shed casually dropped by his trailer during the making of another of Jordans films and seduced him.


  Teddy Costa had taken her virginity and never called. Who said life was fair?


  Jordanna was five feet six inches tall. Not conventionally pretty, she had a beauty, strength and wildness that most men found quite addictive. Her eyes were dark and penetrating, the curve of
  her finely arched eyebrows a challenge. Her nose was just a fraction too long for perfection, but her high cheekbones balanced her oval face, and her lips were naturally full and luscious. She had
  a sharply etched jawline and deeply suntanned skin. Her long raven hair hung below her shoulders casually tangled. Her body was athletic, slim and sensuous. She looked more European than American,
  her looks inherited from her mothers side of the family. Her mother, the beautiful Lillianne, had been half French, half Brazilian. A lethal combination.


  You got a great ass, her stud for the night said.


  Mister Romance. She hoped he knew what to do in bed, so many of them couldnt get it up any more  show em a condom and they lost the urge.


  It wasnt easy being a single girl in LA in the nineties. In fact, it wasnt easy being a single girl anywhere.


  Men. They were either gay, into kinky sex, cheating on their wives, mommas boys, jerks, drug users, cheats, pimps, or actors  the worst kind.


  Mention the name Jordan Levitt and she could have any actor she wanted. Except an actor was the last person she wanted. Egocentric jerks. Me, me, me. My life. My look. My
  career.


  She flung open the door to her apartment and the stud followed her into chaos. So she wasnt the tidiest person in the world. Big deal, she was hardly planning a two-page spread in
  House Beautiful.


  The stud was primed and ready to go, he didnt care about her housekeeping skills. Grabbing her, he pressed himself up against her, kissed her twice and his rough hands began exploring
  under her T-shirt.


  The phone rang. Her machine picked up, and the sound of her recorded voice filled the air. Yo, dont waste my time  if you got something to say go for it now.


  The machine bleeped. Her fathers voice  Hello, skinny bird. You missed my movie. They liked it. Where were you?


  I was out trying to get laid, Daddy. And dont call me skinny bird, you know I hate it, almost as much as I hate your latest wife. Christ! Is age making you senile? Shes the
  worst one yet. A phoney, sweet-talking perfect little bitch on wheels.


  Hey the stud began, going for the zipper on her jeans.


  Shed lost interest. Its over, she said, slapping his hands away.


  He didnt believe what he was hearing. Whats over? he asked belligerently.


  Our incredible time, she said, anxious to get rid of him.


  Now wait a minute he began.


  She flung open the door. Out, she said firmly.


  He blinked twice. Ya gotta be shittin me?


  I have a black belt in karate, she lied, flexing her muscles. Wanna put it to the test?


  He wasnt taking any risks. Howm I supposed to get home? he whined.


  Youll find a way, she said, hustling him through the door.


  God, how she hated whiners! Why couldnt anybody stand up to her? There was only one man whod managed that feat and he was dead.


  Jamie, her darling brother. The only person whod really understood her because theyd shared so much. Being the offspring of celebrity parents was no joke, but at least theyd
  had each other, and that had meant everything  until Jamie had checked out without so much as a goodbye. Hed jumped from a skyscraper window in New York when he was twenty and she was
  just sixteen.


  To this day she still couldnt bring herself to think about his suicide.


  Jamie wasnt the only one whod met an early death, there was also her best friend, Fran, whose father was a major-league comedy star. Fran and she had grown up together as close as
  sisters. Theyd loved each other dearly, in spite of the fact that theyd argued over everything, especially men. Fran used to hang out with three dumb Italian guys whose favourite
  pastime was screwing her in turn. Two of them were bit part actors and the third was a would-be singer. Fran  who was usually too stoned to know any better  thought it was cool to
  service them one by one. The guys viewed her as a major slut, which infuriated Jordanna, because she saw Fran as losing it big time.


  What are you getting out of this? shed demand angrily.


  Love. Attention. Sensational sex.


  Give me a break.


  Whats the matter, Jordanna, jealous?


  Yeah, sure, jealous of three dumb creeps jumping your bones every chance they get.


  Fran took an overdose on her seventeenth birthday.


  At first Jordanna couldnt believe it. Shed felt numb, as if nothing mattered any more. And then reality had set in and shed wanted revenge, so shed
  borrowed her fathers gun, tracked the three Italian guys to their favourite club and come on to them, leading them to believe theyd found another dumb little rich girl
  to admire their over-inflated egos. Back at their apartment shed pulled the gun, informed them of Frans suicide, and messed with their minds, threatening to blow them away. By the
  time shed finished intimidating them they werent so cool any more  just three nervous jerks with limp dicks.


  The trouble with men was that most of them had no balls. Except her father. Jordan Levitt had balls enough for an army.


  Sometimes she thought about Jamie and Fran. Just as she sometimes thought about her mother, the exquisitely beautiful Lillianne whod been dragged off to a mental institution when Jordanna
  was six. A few weeks later the fragile and famous Lillianne had slit her wrists and died a lonely, messy death.


  Daddy had mourned for a good three months before marrying the first of four other wives. Kim was number five. Why did he have to keep on getting married? What was wrong with staying single for a
  while?


  Jordanna sighed. The truth was, if he could do what he wanted, so could she. There was nothing and nobody to stop her.


  She considered phoning him back, then decided against it. She knew exactly what hed say. Are you all right, skinny bird? Do you need money? When are we going to see you?


  Her answers were always the same. Yes, Daddy. No, Daddy. Soon.


  He loved her. In his own way.


  She clung on to the knowledge that he did. Without it she had nothing.


  ***


  Sharleen climaxed with a piercing shriek. Mac was surprised the occupants of the house they were parked outside of didnt come running out to see what was going on. Would
  they get a surprise if they did. A half-naked movie star and a world-renowned director. What The Enquirer wouldnt give for this picture!


  Sharleen began wriggling into her clothes while Mac resumed his position behind the steering-wheel. Soon they were on their way home to Pacific Palisades, where they shared a large house with
  Sharleens sixteen-year-old daughter and Macs seventeen-year-old twin sons from a previous marriage.


  As soon as they hit Sunset, Mac drove fast, constantly checking the rear-view mirror, making sure they werent being followed. Crime was on his mind a lot. Two months ago some tall skinny
  cokehead had sprung out at him in an underground parking structure, shoved a gun in his stomach and demanded his solid gold Rolex. Hed slipped it off his wrist and handed it over without a
  word. Once the robber had fled, hed regretted the fact that he hadnt put up a fight.


  He would never admit it to Sharleen, but after the incident hed felt less of a man. Whenever he related the tale to his friends he made light of it, but deep down he was sick that he
  hadnt fought back. Now he carried an unregistered gun and screw anybody who tried to take him.


  Back in his Brooklyn days hed had real balls. Was it possible that twenty years in Hollywood had softened him up?


  Sometimes he thought his entire life was a dream  from amateur boxer in Brooklyn to Oscar-winning director in Hollywood. Quite a leap. With a little help from his friends.


  He tried not to think about the old days  his past was buried, and he didnt want anyone digging it up. The one time hed done someone from his past a favour, it had ended in
  disaster. After that no more favours. Mac was an expert at keeping a low profile as far as his early beginnings were concerned. The truth would blow everyones mind.


  Lately hed had a strong urge to get rid of the yellow Rolls and buy a less conspicuous car. Unfortunately Sharleen wouldnt allow it, she was into image in a big way, as far as she
  was concerned the Rolls said it all.


  As they approached their house he noticed two police cars with blinking lights up ahead. Goddamn it! he muttered, cops always made him uncomfortable  a hangover from his
  Brooklyn days.


  What? Sharleen said.


  Theres two police cars parked outside our house.


  Why? Sharleen asked, reaching for her powder compact.


  If I knew Id tell you, he replied shortly.


  She studied her perfectly made up face in the small compact mirror and began applying more lipstick. I suggest you find out.


  Beautiful and sexy as she was, sometimes Sharleen got on his nerves. Sweetheart, he said, trying hard not to let his aggravation show, thats exactly what I
  intend to do.


  


  Chapter Two


  Michael Scorsini arrived in LA on a Friday night worn out, fucked up and ready to make a fresh start. Hed had it with New York.


  The airline had lost his one suitcase and didnt seem to care. Eventually he flashed his detectives badge, informing them theyd better damn well care or hed arrest
  every one of them.


  That put a rocket up their collective asses. They tracked his missing luggage to Chicago and assured him it would be delivered to his door the next day.


  Fine. So he couldnt change his underwear for twenty-four hours. What did they care?


  Michael Scorsini was over six feet tall with dark olive skin inherited from his Sicilian ancestors, an athletic body, thick jet hair, penetrating black eyes and a straight nose. He was handsome
  with a dangerous edge  an irresistible combination.


  Women loved his looks, which made him forever suspicious. Did they chase after him because he was good-looking? Or did they genuinely like him as a person?


  Hed never figured out the answer to that one. Probably never would. As it was hed yet to come across a woman who really understood him.


  He glanced around the airport. His friend and ex-partner, Quincy Robbins, was supposed to be meeting him, but there was no Quincy in sight, and Quincy was not easy to miss  big and black,
  he looked like a retired ball player whod put on a pound or two. Michael found a pay phone and spoke to Amber, Quincys wife, who informed him her husbands car had broken down
  on the freeway and there was no way hed make the airport.


  Dont worry, Ill take a cab, Michael said.


  Hurry up, Amber said.


  Oh yeah, like he was dying to hang around the airport.


  Outside he hailed a taxi, gave the Iranian driver the Robbins address, settled back, lit a cigarette and tried to relax.


  Whod have thought Michael Scorsini would ever move to LA? Certainly not him. Certainly not his ex-wife, Rita  boy, was she in for a shock.


  Over the last six months circumstances had changed his life considerably. One moment he was living in New York, doing his job, missing his kid, but getting along OK. The next he got himself shot
   fucking shot  in a drug bust gone wrong. And for several days his life hovered on the brink because the bullet had lodged dangerously close to his heart.


  Not close enough. Theyd managed to remove it and hed lived to tell the story. Rita hadnt even called.


  As soon as hed recovered hed taken stock. He had a daughter he never got to spend time with because his ex had moved her to LA; a series of interchangeable girlfriends; and a
  family in Brooklyn he rarely saw, which was fortunate because when they did get together all they managed to do was yell at each other.


  Michael Scorsini was thirty-eight years old and just about ready for a new life, so hed requested a years leave of absence from the police department, figuring that would give him
  enough time to get his head together and decide whether he wanted to continue being a detective. Because of the shooting theyd allowed him the time.


  Quincy had been in LA almost three years. Hed started his own private investigation business, and was always bugging Michael to join him.


  Hed resisted, sure that New York was the only place to live. But after the shooting he couldnt wait to make a move, and the good thing about LA was that hed be near his
  four-year-old daughter, Bella, whom he hadnt seen since Rita had shifted them both to the Coast with barely a goodbye almost a year ago.


  Rita was in for one big surprise, because Bellas daddy was coming back into the picture with a vengeance whether she liked it or not.


  ***


  Amber Robbins opened the door of her modest house with a baby under one arm, a toddler clinging to her skirt and a big welcoming smile. She was a pretty black woman with
  dazzling teeth and a touch too much flesh distributed over her five feet four inches. Quincy had met her through a dating service which hed joined because of a bet. He swore it was the best
  seventy-five bucks hed ever spent, even though his family were not thrilled on account of the fact that Amber was a former exotic dancer. Quincy had solved that minor problem by moving to
  California.


  Im forty-seven years old, hed told Michael at the time. And my mama still treats me like Im a kid!


  Michael! Ambers delight was almost as big as her smile, she had a warmth about her that was very appealing.


  Well, well, lookit little momma. He grinned, hugging her tight.


  I put on a pound or two, she admitted ruefully, enjoying the hug, then ushering him inside.


  It suits you, he said, handing her an FAO Schwartz shopping bag.


  Hmm . . . you always were a damn fine liar, she said, opening the bag and pulling out a giant panda and a cuddly teddy bear. For me? she said, smiling widely.


  Aw, just somethin for the kids.


  She kissed him on the cheek. You shouldnt have bothered, Mike, but thank you.


  The baby began to cry while the toddler tugged impatiently at her skirt.


  Michael stepped back and raised an eyebrow. Two of em, Amber. You couldnt wait, huh?


  She blushed. What can I tell you? My husbands an animal and I love it!


  Yeah, yeah, hes an animal all right, Michael agreed. Where is the asshole?


  She settled the baby in its crib, talking over her shoulder. He called. Theyre towing his car.


  Bet hes thrilled, Michael said, making his way through the cluttered living room, nearly tripping over a large furry toy lying in the middle of the floor.


  Amber headed for the kitchen, her two-year-old trailing behind her. You know our Quincy, Mister Impatient.


  Yeah, do I know Q! he said, following her.


  She placed the toddler in a high chair and turned to survey him. Anyway, Michael, you look fantastic. I was expecting


  A wreck  right?


  What with the shooting and all . . . she said, taking a jar of baby food from the fridge.


  He paced around the kitchen. Im doing fine, he assured her. In fact, now Im here Im doing great.


  Good, she said, spooning apple sauce into the childs open mouth. Cause we want you to feel right at home.


  You know I will.


  Im sorry we can only offer you the couch.


  Ive had some of my best times on couches.


  I dont want to hear about your sex life, she scolded, still smiling.


  Hey, right now its non-existent. I was hoping you had a girlfriend who looks exactly like you.


  Sweet talker! But I love every word of it!


  I only speak the truth.


  The good news is you can stay as long as you want. You know Quincy loves you like a brother.


  Yeah, he nodded, scratching his stubbled chin. I feel the same way about him.


  He thought about his friend for a moment. Quincy was one of the good guys, a very special person whod taught him a lot. Back in New York theyd been partners for six years. Quincy
  had been like an older brother to him  a calming influence, because Michael had a wild streak and a temper he couldnt always control. It was better now he wasnt drinking, and
  getting shot was enough to calm anyone. Still, it was nice having a surrogate brother whod watched out for him; especially as his real brother, Sal, was a low-life scumbag and he
  couldnt care less if he never set eyes on him again. Sal was a liar, a cheat and a con man, yet their mother, Virginia, still imagined the sun shone out of Sals fat ass. Sal had
  always been her favourite when the two of them were growing up. Michael was the one who got to take the brunt of her anger, because she couldnt vent it on his father on account of the fact
  that the weak sonofabitch ran every time there was trouble, and in the Scorsini household there was always plenty.


  When he was ten his father had taken off permanently  kind of a moonlight flit thing  leaving them with no money and no forwarding address. Virginia was forced to take two jobs
  just so they could get by.


  It took her two years to track her missing husband. By the time she did, the man who was to become Michaels stepfather  Eddie Rowlinski  had moved in and taken over.


  Eddie was a tough bastard who drove a liquor truck for a living, and beat up Virginia and her two boys for sport. He was a bear of a man with hands like lethal weapons and a vicious temper. He
  was also a bad drunk.


  Eddie had kicked the shit out of Michael until one night, when he was sixteen, hed run away, lied about his age and gotten a job as a bartender in New Jersey. He hadnt gone home
  for eighteen months, and by the time he did he was over six feet tall, strong and athletic.


  Shortly after he returned, Eddie got horribly drunk one night and tried to take a strap to him.


  He fought back, breaking his stepfathers nose. After that Eddie left him alone.


  A few months later hed made it into the Police Academy, which really burned Eddie, not to mention Sal, because they both considered all cops the lowest form of life. Too bad. It had given
  him a feeling of strength and purpose, and after graduating with the highest score possible, hed moved rapidly through the ranks, eventually  much to Eddie and Sals continuing
  disgust  becoming a highly respected detective.


  The memories of Eddie were too disturbing, even today Michael had trouble thinking about him.


  So why was he? The aggravation wasnt worth it. It was almost as bad as remembering his real father, Dean, whod lived in Florida for over twenty years with a new wife and
  family.


  Since Dean had walked out on them Michael had seen him twice  two uncomfortable short meetings arranged by him because hed felt it important to attempt to get to know his real
  father. But it was not to be. Dean Scorsini had made it abundantly clear he was not interested in the family hed left behind. Hed treated his son like a stranger, and after the second
  meeting Michael had decided never to try again.


  Such was life. A father who didnt care. A mother who wasnt capable of doing so. And a stepfather who was a sadistic sonofabitch. Hed survived. Just about.


  How about a beer? Amber suggested, wiping a dribble of apple sauce off her sons chin.


  You got non-alcoholic? he asked, wishing he could grab a can of ice-cold Millers and demolish it in three great gulps.


  Ooopps, sorry, I forgot, she said quickly. Quincy told me youre in that . . . uh . . . AA thing.


  The programme, he said drily. Twelve steps to peace and serenity.


  Amber didnt understand what he was talking about, nobody did unless theyd experienced it. The programme had saved his life long before he got himself shot. It hadnt saved
  his marriage  nothing could have done that.


  Quincy will go to the store when he gets back, Amber said.


  No problem. Ill have a Seven-Up.


  Diet?


  Nope. Ill live dangerously an take it regular.


  Help yourself, she said, gesturing towards the fridge.


  You know what, maybe Ill smoke a cigarette instead, he decided.


  She pointed to the back door. Take it outside, Mike. You dont mind, do you? Quincy and I gave it up.


  He smiled. So what vice do you two have?


  Amber smiled back. Never you mind.


  He wandered into their back yard, mentally checking out all the things he had to take care of. First on his agenda was renting an apartment because he didnt plan on spending too many
  nights on the Robbins couch. Hed already decided it wasnt wise to contact Rita until he was settled. When he did reach her, she needed to know he was ready to spend time with
  Bella on a regular basis, and he didnt expect to have to deal with any of her shit.


  Rita was a piece of work. Hed married her because she was pregnant  for once in his life hed done the right thing.


  Yeah. The right thing. Soon after shed given birth, Rita had turned into a nagging shrew blaming him for everything, from the loss of her showgirl figure  wrong, she still had a
  sensational body  to her stalled career. What fucking career?


  Rita had been a waitress when Sal had introduced them, but like many pretty women shed harboured aspirations to become a model or an actress. She was furious when shed realized the
  baby tied her to the house. I have no freedom, shed often complain. I cant be stifled like this.


  He couldnt understand what she was bitching about, as far as he could see she had plenty of freedom. Every weekend when he wasnt working he babysat, while she ran riot in the
  shopping malls with her flashy girlfriends, spending too much of his hard-earned money.


  Rita was charge-card crazy. When the monthly bills came in it drove him nuts. How many pairs of shoes can you wear? hed demand, completely exasperated.


  As many as I want, shed reply, spoiling for a fight.


  Rita was a feisty one with her flaming red hair and a temper to match. She was also an outrageous flirt, and knew how to press every one of his buttons. It had worked in the early days when
  hed thought he was in love.


  Four years of marriage and she could have fucked the New York Yankees for all he cared.


  When Rita left New York hed been relieved, except that it meant he couldnt see Bella on weekends. At first hed spoken to his little girl every Sunday, but after he was shot,
  communication broke down, and whenever he called all he got was an answering machine.


  Hed felt guilty, but, what the hell, he knew hed make it up to her, he hadnt deserted Bella like his father had deserted him. He and Bella were going to spend
  a lot of time together, and if Rita didnt like it, too bad, shed simply have to accept it.


  He loved his daughter and he was determined to start being a good father. It was time.


  


  Chapter Three


  Kennedy Chase was thirty-five years old and couldnt pay her rent. Well, technically she could, she had savings, a small portfolio of stocks and bonds, several
  well-invested Treasury notes and a modest house she owned in Connecticut. But dammit, her one golden rule was never to dip into her savings, and she stuck to that rule rigidly.


  The rent problem meant shed have to do something she tried to avoid  a celebrity interview.


  Oh, God, no! She hated the thought of sitting down with some egomaniac who probably considered themselves real hot because God had given them good genes and a few lucky breaks.


  The lack of flow-through cash was on account of the fact that at the urging of an overly pushy agent shed finally abandoned everything else and sat in her apartment for the last three
  months working diligently on a novel about love, sex and relationships in the nineties. Shed written three hundred pages and torn most of them up. Finally shed decided fiction
  wasnt her genre  if she was going to write a book it had to be based on plain hard facts, because only the truth would do.


  Once shed made that decision shed realized she needed to buy more time, and the only answer that came to mind was to accept the offer Style Wars magazine editor, Mason Rich,
  kept tempting her with. Mason wanted her to write six celebrity interviews, plus six pieces on any subject she cared to cover, and in return she would receive a healthy pay-cheque for the next
  year.


  Shed thought about it for two weeks now. If she accepted Masons offer she wouldnt have to worry about paying the bills for a while, and that would be a big relief.


  Call him, her inner voice urged.


  Tomorrow.


  Not tomorrow. Today.


  Taking a deep breath, she picked up the phone and connected with Style Wars New York office.


  Mason? she said quickly, before she changed her mind.


  K.C. My favourite scribe, Mason said, sounding pleased. He was a white, heterosexual married man of forty-eight with a strong urge to lure her into bed. So far shed managed
  to keep their relationship on a purely professional level, but it wasnt easy. Married men were always the most persistent.


  Taking another deep breath, she said, OK, put me in front of the firing squad.


  Whats that?


  Mason, Im all yours.


  He chuckled, K.C., I couldnt be happier. Ill arrange a first class flight for you on American, and book us the Oriental Suite at the St Regis. Well have a memorable
  weekend.


  She sighed. Very amusing, Mason. You know exactly what I mean.


  Youre missing out, he said ruefully.


  Send me an advance cheque before Im evicted. And give me the name of my first victim so I have time to throw up before the big moment.


  Welcome aboard.


  Ill be saluting all the way to the bank.


  Decision made. No going back now, she was working for Style Wars  the thinking Hollywood executives guide to the real world, or what they imagined was the real world. Every
  month the Hollywood community devoured their subscription copy of the fashionable magazine  Hey, I read Style Wars, Im a well-read person.


  Actually, it wasnt such a bad publication  compared to the womens glossies and the mens jerk-off trips it was a virtual mine of information. In between the celebrity
  interviews, reviews, fashion statements and avant-garde photographs, there was usually one big story worth reading  some major scandal involving the rich and infamous.


  It was the idea of the big story that attracted her. When Mason had first proposed the deal hed assured her she could get into anything she wanted, and that appealed to her. Investigative
  reporting was her forte  shed covered everything from the Anita Hill Washington dbcle to political screw ups, the war in Iran, and several juicy Wall Street
  shenanigans.


  Usually Kennedy liked to be where the action was  her motto was, have pen will travel. But six months ago her father had gotten sick, and shed decided to stay in one place until
  the inevitable happened. Her dad was eighty-five years old and putting up an admirable fight against lung cancer. Three years earlier her mother had passed away. The loss was devastating 
  although Kennedy had learned to deal with grief when shed lost her husband to a terrorists bomb after twelve years of togetherness.


  Phil had been a wonderful, smart sexy man. Theyd met in college, fallen in love, travelled the world, and after six blissful years, gotten married aboard a boat on a crocodile-infested
  river in Africa. Theyd both craved adventure, they were like junkies chasing the latest high  if there was something going on in the world they had to be there. Phil had been a
  brilliant photographer, capturing stark, honest images. Kennedy had written the pieces to go with his startling work. Theyd been a formidable team, much in demand by magazines and
  newspapers.


  Phil had died in Ireland covering the ongoing battle. She would have been with him except that she was three months pregnant, and since shed had two miscarriages her doctor had
  advised her to stay home and take it easy for once. Shed lost the baby anyway.


  After Phils death her life had stopped for a while. Shed sat in their small house in Connecticut for almost a year, trying to get past the overwhelming grief that enveloped her. At
  times shed considered suicide, but shed known Phil would regard it as a cowardly way out. Hed fully expect her to achieve all the things theyd planned to do together,
  and she knew she couldnt let him down. So finally shed drawn on every bit of strength she could muster and ventured out into the world again, only to find that travelling by herself
  did not hold the same fascination. It was difficult, dangerous and lonely.


  Eventually shed decided to find a base somewhere  not the house in Connecticut because it held too many memories, but Los Angeles, so shed be near her parents. Shortly after
  she moved to LA her mother got sick and died. Now it was her fathers turn.


  She did not regret her call to Mason. In fact, she was almost excited about the commitment of working for the same magazine for a year. The celebrity interviews were a minor irritation
  shed have to deal with. It was the thought of the big story that got her juices flowing.


  Phil would have a million and one ideas if he was around. But he wasnt. Phil had checked out. Deserted her. Not his fault, but sometimes, late at night, when the reality crept up on her,
  she couldnt help blaming him.


  Why did he have to go to Ireland?


  Why did he have to leave?


  Shed never met a man who could measure up to Phil. Her closest girlfriend, Rosa Alvarez, assured her there were plenty of good ones around, but she had yet to find one, even though she
  dated sporadically, hating every minute of forced conversation and the obligatory good-night pass. Im too old and too smart for this shit, she wearily informed Rosa, who had a
  bad habit of trying to fix her up.


  Rosa, a Hispanic beauty of forty who held the prime position of co-anchor on a local TV station, was a determined woman who refused to give up on her friends romantic situation.
  Youre five years younger than me, Kennedy, Rosa lectured sternly. I will not allow you to sit at home by yourself. Theres someone out there for you, and I intend
  to find him.


  Oh, good, Kennedy replied drily. I cant wait for you to come up with Mister Wrong.


  She knew men were attracted to her, they took one look at the package and wanted a chance. She was tall  five feet nine. Curvaceous  although she tried to play her sensational body
  down. She had shoulder-length honey-blonde hair and startlingly direct green eyes. Hers was an intelligent beauty touched with class.


  Since Phils death shed had one semi-serious relationship. Somehow  against her better judgement  shed gotten involved with one of Rosas colleagues, a
  Kevin Costner-look-alike weatherman, who was two years younger than her and not the fastest brain in the West.


  The sex was OK, but after six months she began to suspect he wasnt faithful, and that was enough to make her move on.


  Dumping him was not easy  theyd broken up three months ago and he still called every few weeks begging her to change her mind.


  She knew she never would. Celibacy was infinitely preferable.


  


  Chapter Four


  Bobby Rush jogged every day. He arose at five in the morning, donned shorts and a T-shirt, put on his well-worn Nikes and set off come rain or shine. Not that there was much
  rain in sunny California, most of the time it was too hot. Since moving back to LA from New York hed had a hard time readjusting to the constant heat.


  At thirty-two Bobby was boyishly good-looking, with longish dirty blond hair and river-blue eyes. Hed inherited his looks and his talent from Jerry Rush, his famous movie-star father.
  Thank God he hadnt inherited his personality, because Jerry was a womanizer, a bully and an alcoholic.


  Now finally, after years of being regarded as nothing more than one of Jerrys sons, Bobby, had a hit movie of his own. A goddamn hit! And all of a sudden he was being heralded as the star
  of the family, and Jerry was being referred to as Bobby Rushs father! It was some amazing triumph!


  His two older stepbrothers, Len and Stan, were not pleased. It was bad enough being labelled Jerry Rushs sons, now they had to contend with being known as Bobby Rushs brothers. It
  rankled, especially as theyd both tried to make it as actors with no success. Len and Stan were the sons of Jerrys first wife, who, after the divorce, had married a heart surgeon and
  now lived quietly in Arizona.


  Len was a drunk. Stan a cokehead. Jerry still supported them, even though they were both married with children of their own.


  Bobby had not spoken to his father for five years. Theyd fought before hed moved to New York and had no contact since. Now he was back, his movie was a hit, and Darla, his Swedish
  stepmother, had arranged a reunion dinner the following week.


  Bobbys feet hit the running track at UCLA. He was renting a small house in the Hollywood Hills, but hed soon found that jogging up there was a chore. His first day out hed
  bumped into Madonna and her bodyguards. Jogging was not supposed to be a social occasion, it was work  gut-strengthening, heart-pumping powerful work.


  Hed been back in LA for several weeks, and after endless meetings, setting up new production offices at Orpheus Studios, conferring with writers about the movie he was putting together,
  and settling into the house, hed had no time to do anything else. He hadnt called anybody, not even his brothers.


  Darla had tracked him down because Darla was the best busybody in town. She knew everybody and everything, and now that he had a hit movie she was more than anxious to arrange a reunion with
  good old dad.


  Jerry Rush. An icon. A legend. Up there with Burt and Kirk and Greg  all the great stars from the fifties and sixties. Jerry had been one of the biggest  an action adventure star
  when action meant killing the bad guys and adventure meant kissing the leading ladies. Now Jerry rarely appeared in a movie unless it was a character role, even though he still looked pretty damn
  good, thanks to a talented plastic surgeon whod worked his magic gradually over the years. But Jerry was nearing seventy, hardly a desirable age for screen heroes.


  Bobby wondered what his father would have to say about his amazing success. Their relationship had always been difficult  the belittling treatment hed received when growing up
  would have destroyed a lesser man. His brothers had never made the break, they were trapped for ever in Jerrys giant overbearing shadow.


  Bobbys earliest memories were grim.


  His first swimming lesson: Jerry had tossed him into the deep end of the pool and calmly watched him struggle for his life.


  His first day at school: Jerry had gone with him and had strutted around introducing himself to the teachers, signing autographs, making sure everyone knew whose son little Bobby was.


  His first prom date: Jerry had kissed the girl full on the lips, and starry-eyed, shed done nothing but talk about how wonderful his father was all night.


  His first fiance: Jerry had screwed her regularly for two months before Bobby walked in on them one day. Jerry had just laughed. She was a tramp, hed said.
  Lucky you found out in time.


  After that Bobby knew life with his father was a war, and to win that war he had to become as wary and devious as any enemy.


  Jerry wanted him to attend college in California, but with the support of his long-suffering mother hed made an escape to New York where hed put in time at NYU for eighteen months
  before dropping out and trying for an acting career. His father did not approve and gave him no support. That was OK, he didnt want any. He got a night-time job as a waiter, and a day-time
  job on a TV soap. It was good training.


  Two years later, when his mother died of cancer, hed returned to LA.


  The day of the funeral Jerry had taken him aside, begging him to stay. Im lonely, Jerry had said, displaying a never before seen vulnerability. Your brothers are
  married, and this is a damn big house. Whynt you move back in, Bobby? Keep an old man company.


  Against his better judgement hed done just that. Big mistake. Once he was safely back Jerry had turned into a monster again, putting the make on every one of his girlfriends, treating him
  like he was still a kid in grade school.


  It became painfully obvious that cutting off his sons balls was one of Jerrys favourite pastimes.


  When Darla had entered his fathers life, Bobby exited.


  He stayed in LA and rented an apartment in Sherman Oaks. He landed a couple of small roles in features, then got a part on another soap, and started dating a series of girls he never took home
  to Daddy.


  After Jerry married Darla, she tried to make one big happy family out of them. It didnt work.


  Christmas of 89 Jerry and Bobby had their famous confrontation. There was a big party at the family mansion on Bedford Drive. Jerry liked to go all out, no expense spared, so the garden
  was tented, the swimming-pool covered to make a dance floor, phoney Santa Clauses abounded, along with fortune-tellers and a seven-piece band. Fifteen round tables were place-carded to accommodate
  the one hundred and twenty guests. Darla organized every detail, while Jerry took all the credit.


  Bobby entertained a grudging admiration for Darla, the steely Swede succeeded where many other women had failed, she almost kept Jerry under control. However, on this particular occasion nobody
  could have controlled Jerry. Too much straight bourbon, a new movie about to start shooting and he strutted around more cocksure than ever.


  Bobby made the mistake of taking his current girlfriend to the party. Linda, a petite blonde with the requisite California body and gorgeous big blue eyes. Naturally Jerry tried to hit on her as
  soon as they arrived. Linda handled it well, but later a drunken Jerry grabbed her when she exited the powder room, jamming his lips on hers and plunging his sweaty hand down the neckline of her
  dress. Linda, a true innocent from Minnesota, was totally distraught. She slapped Jerrys face and ran to tell Bobby.


  Bobby rose to the occasion because Jerrys bad behaviour had to stop somewhere.


  When his father appeared hed faced him, and said in a low angry voice, Linda deserves an apology.


  What? Jerry stood before him, swaying slightly, liquid slopping over the edge of his glass.


  Bobby had no intention of backing down. Say youre sorry, you horny bastard.


  Jerry began to laugh in a nasty fashion. Sorry, to her, you gotta be kidding.


  For once in his life Bobby stood up to his father. Do it, he said tightly.


  There was a heavy silence as everyone pretended not to watch the tense confrontation.


  Cmon, son, cant ysee shes nothin but a tramp, Jerry said, slurring his words. You sure as hell know how to pick em, Bobby. Gotta
  stop lettin your cock rule your fuckin heart. Be like me, get some class in your life.


  Something came over Bobby, an anger so dark and overwhelming he couldnt control it. He hit Jerry straight on to his dumb ass. Then he grabbed Linda and got the hell out.


  The next week he took off for New York where hed thrown himself into making his career happen.


  Hed soon realized nobody was killing themselves to give Jerry Rushs son a job, but he was determined to make it, so hed gotten together with a couple of friends from
  college, and theyd started developing properties with an eye to getting them made as low-budget movies.


  They were a hard-driving team with an excellent commercial eye. His college room-mate, Gary Mann, line produced and handled the financial side. While Tyrone Houston, former college football
  hero, did the actual producing. Bobby starred in and executive produced, overseeing every detail.


  Fortunately it all came together and they enjoyed making it happen. Gary was Mister Charm with his easygoing manner, but underneath the warm personality lurked a calculator mind. Tyrone was
  Mister Handsome, black and athletic looking, he was an excellent producer who really got off on making killer deals.


  It was hard, gruelling, seventeen-hour-a-day work, but it sure paid off. Thanks to all their efforts theyd put together two movies on an almost non-existent budget, and when those films
  made money they were able to interest real investors and came up with Hard Tears, an erotic love story about a cop and a call girl. It scored big, and suddenly Bobby Rush was a star with a
  major development deal at Orpheus  which he made sure included Gary and Tyrone. Now they had plenty of Orpheuss money to do exactly what they wanted. The trick was picking the right
  project. A score was a score, but Bobby knew only too well that his second big movie was crucial. Right now he had a couple in development, and any moment he was about to decide which one was ready
  to go.


  Hi, Bobby. A pretty girl in cut-offs and a clinging T-shirt waved at him as she jogged past.


  Lately everyone greeted him, it seemed that overnight hed become public property. Never mind all the time hed put in on the soaps  one hit movie, thats all it
  took.


  Automatically he waved back, even though he had no idea who she was. He began to jog a little faster. The thrill of no longer being regarded as Jerry Rushs son was indescribable. It would
  be impossible for anyone to understand unless theyd gone through it themselves.


  Growing up with a famous parent.


  Handicapped for life.


  Goddamn it, hed taken that handicap and crushed it underfoot. Now he was a winner all the way.


  


  The Man moved into a room in a big, almost empty house on Benedict Canyon. It belonged to his uncle who lived back East, and allowed various relatives and friends to use
  it. In the forties it had been the home of a legendary blonde movie star whod killed her lover with a butchers knife and when the deed was done, committed suicide by hanging herself
  from the rafters in the huge gloomy living room.


  Eldessa, the old black maid who looked after the house, had told him the story the day hed moved in. The Man had listened impatiently to the senile old crone, and when she was finished
  hed instructed her never to talk to him again, and that she was not  under any circumstances  to enter his room.


  To make absolutely sure, hed summoned a locksmith and had special heavy-duty locks put on his door. Nobody was allowed to invade his privacy.


  The Man settled in because it was convenient. His family didnt want him back in New York, theyd made that quite clear. But they couldnt cut him off completely  he
  was their blood, and as such they were obliged to take care of him. So he was given a room in the uncles house and a paltry allowance.


  Did they really imagine they were rid of him for ever?


  No way in hell.


  But for now it suited him. He had things to take care of before he dealt with his family.


  The Man had a list  a long list. And he knew exactly how he was going to dispose of everyone on it.


  Retribution.


  Revenge.


  Kill the motherfuckers who had betrayed him. Every single one of them.


  Soon he would begin . . .


  


  Chapter Five


  Homebase Central was the hottest club in LA. Situated on the edge of Silverlake, it was co-owned by Melinda Woodson, a sour-faced sometime actress, and Arnie Isaak, a former
  child star turned coke dealer. The two of them were close friends of movie star Charlie Dollar, whod put up the money to get the place started. Charlie had done it as an insurance policy so
  he could be assured of a fun place to hang out  plus his two friends were driving him nuts and hed come to the conclusion it was about time he gave them something to do so
  theyd quit sitting around his house all day smoking grass, snorting coke and guzzling his booze.


  Charlie Dollar was hardly your average matine idol. He was overweight with a comfortable gut, fifty-three years old and slightly balding. But when Charlie Dollar smiled the world lit up
  and every female around got itchy pants  for Charlie possessed a particularly wild stoned charm that was irresistible to both men and women. It helped that every one of his movies was
  guaranteed a box-office smash, thanks to his quirky presence and off-beat performances. Charlie had a way of taking on a role and bending the character until it fit him to perfection. Some said
  that Charlie Dollar was a genius, others claimed it was just old Charlie up there on the screen jerking off over anyone whod pay attention.


  Nobody knew the real story about Charlie, although there were many rumours. Prison, a drug bust, a difficult tour of duty in Vietnam. Hed burst upon the scene as a burnt-out
  thirty-five-year-old in an underground rock n roll movie playing the crazed manager of a heavy-metal group. After that one brilliant, insane performance hed never looked
  back.


  Charlie Dollar was the hero of stoned America. He enjoyed fame, but pretended indifference. Life was simpler that way. After all, a man had to look like he had some ethics.


  Because of Charlie, Homebase Central had instantly taken off. It was the place to see and be seen at. The hipper, younger side of the industry took their lives in their hands and drove
  down to Homebase Central on Friday and Saturday nights, knowing it was good for business, knowing they were either going to get a deal or get laid. Agents, actors, producers, managers  they
  all made the scene.


  Of course, getting laid was hardly difficult. Beautiful girls were everywhere. Girls with spectacular bodies and not much else. Girls with hungry eyes and a talent for spotting the real players.
  Girls who would do anything for a shot at the big time.


  And Charlie was always there, sitting at his usual table surveying the scene like a contented tom-cat.


  Jordanna cruised into the club late Saturday night. She knew everyone and everyone knew her. After all, she was a Hollywood kid, one of the chosen few. She had a famous father  alive. And
  a famous mother  deceased. She was Hollywood royalty.


  Arnie Isaak, who liked to play the genial host, greeted her with a friendly, Hey, Levitt, lookin good. Arnie was skinny with a straggly beard. He lived under the impression
  that he was irresistible to women. Wrong.


  To Jordannas annoyance Arnie was always trying to hit on her, in spite of the fact she made it very clear she couldnt stand him. Staying out of his face seemed to be the only way
  to avoid his irritating come-ons.


  Hi, Arnie, she said, moving quickly past him to join a group of her peers  the other Hollywood kids.


  They were all assembled. Cheryl Landers, a cynical redhead with seen-it-all eyes, long legs, and real attitude  which surprised no one, since her father, Ethan, owned a major studio, and
  her mother, Estelle  a secret drinker in the privacy of her Bel Air mansion  was the high priestess of LA society.


  Sitting next to Cheryl was Grant Lennon, Junior, the dissolute son of Grant Lennon, a wildly attractive movie icon. Grant, who worked as a junior agent at International Artists Agents,
  considered himself the town cocksman, but Jordanna suspected that unlike his studly father he couldnt get it up as often as he would like, which was why he kept trying so hard.


  Then there was Marjory Sanderson, the dreamy-eyed daughter of a billionaire television magnate. Marjory was painfully thin, with long wispy fair hair and a plain pinched face. She was a
  recovering anorexic who spent most afternoons on her psychiatrists couch.


  And lastly Shep Worth, the only son of an ageing sex symbol. Shep resembled a smaller version of his famous mother, Taureen Worth  the woman with a body that never quit, and a long line
  of ex-husbands.


  The group had grown up together, sharing the experience of too much too soon. A Porsche at sixteen. Handfuls of credit cards. European vacations. The best tables in the hottest restaurants. And
  endless lavish parties.


  Jordanna flopped into a chair. I need a drink, she said, grabbing a handful of tortilla chips and tossing them into her mouth.


  Tough day? Cheryl asked.


  Its a bitch doing nothing, Jordanna deadpanned.


  Cheryl laughed a humourless laugh. Tell me about it, she said drily, knowing exactly what Jordanna meant.


  Cheryl had moved out of the family home at seventeen, the envy of her friends because her parents had presented her with a condo in Westwood, a new BMW, and limitless charge cards. They were
  almost as delighted to see her go as she was to depart the family mansion. Since that time shed been trying to get her life together without much success. There was nothing for her to excel
  at. Being Ethan and Estelles daughter meant living up to impossible expectations, so she just didnt bother.


  Cheryl was attractive without being dazzling. Had she not been a Hollywood princess she would have been considered extremely attractive. In a town full of outstanding physical beauty she was a
  six. Anywhere else shed be considered a ten.


  Cheryl had found that being best friends with Jordanna had taken getting used to. Theyd never really clicked until after Frans suicide, then theyd bonded, united in their
  grief, because theyd both been close to Fran. At first Cheryl couldnt stand Jordanna, as far as she was concerned the coltish bad girl with the wild reputation was an outrageous pain
  in the ass. But once shed gotten to know her shed realized that, like herself, Jordanna came from an affluent dysfunctional family and was merely trying to survive as best she
  could.


  Theyd started hanging out together, bringing in Shep, Grant and Marjory as their cohorts. Soon they were known as The Hollywood Five. It suited them fine as they all carried the same
  burden  parents who were too busy being rich, famous and successful to find time for their kids.


  I suggest you try a margarita, Cheryl said, barely looking up. Three of those little mothers and you dont even know youre on this planet!


  You try a margarita while I try the blonde in the tank top, Grant said, getting to his feet. He was tall and lanky with a long face, thick arched eyebrows and brown
  hair slicked back in a ponytail. He was handsome, but not as handsome as his famous father  a fact that irked him considerably.


  Jordanna glanced over at his soon-to-be conquest. She loathed what she termed the Bimbette Army. They invaded Homebase Central on a regular basis, all tight Spandex, big hair and plumped-up lips
   every one of them available and stupid. How you guys can get it up for them is beyond me, she sighed. Havent you heard of having a conversation first?


  Cmon, Jordanna, get real, Grant said, preparing for conquest. Id like to get an ear on your pillow talk.


  Screw you, Grant, she said mildly.


  Shep joined in. He had sun-kissed blond hair and small, well-defined features. Yes, Jordy, he said accusingly, you do the same as Grant  pick a body for the night and
  a couple of hours later its goodbye, dont call me Ill call you.


  At least mine dont have plastic tits, Jordanna retorted tartly. And they dont show everything in girlie magazines with one leg in the air claiming they love
  animals and have this burning desire to save the world.


  Personally, Ive decided Im into celibacy, Cheryl announced. Either that or I might try the dyke route. This whole AIDS thing scares me enough to keep my pants
  on!


  Can I watch? Grant asked, leering.


  Get out of here, Cheryl said tartly. Youre a real sicko.


  Grant touched her shoulder. And you love it.


  In your dreams.


  Grant moved rapidly toward Miss Tank Top, who lurked at the crowded bar with a group of similar-looking girlfriends.


  God, I hope hes not going to bring her over, Jordanna groaned.


  Ignore her, shell never notice, Cheryl said, knocking back her fourth margarita. Shes the kind of girl who only pays attention to the guys.


  I cant stand these would-be starlets, Jordanna complained. They honestly believe if they sleep with a guy whos even vaguely connected to the movie industry
  hell give them a part. Everyone knows what part theyll get, and the only place its connected to is his balls!


  Vulgar! Shep said.


  But true, Cheryl said.


  Theyre so dumb! Jordanna said.


  Not everyone has your rocket scientist IQ, Shep interjected.


  Jordanna turned on him. Why are you so pissy tonight? Got your period?


  What do you mean by that? Shep demanded, his cheeks reddening. Shep was gay, but he still thought nobody knew. They all did, but the closet door remained firmly shut.


  Hes always pissy, Cheryl murmured, causing Shep to glare at her too.


  Naturally Grant couldnt resist bringing the hard-bodied blonde to their table. She had that glazed look, like shed recently posed for a centre spread revealing her big breasts,
  all-American teeth and ever so slightly protruding eyes to the world.


  Everyone, this is Sissy, Grant said, placing a possessive arm around her bare shoulders.


  Sissy focused on Shep, who was even more handsome than Grant. Hello, she said, in a high-pitched Valley-girl voice. And who exactly am I meeting?


  Oh, great, Jordanna thought. This one wants their rsum on the table before she puts out.


  Shep Worth, he said obligingly.


  And this is Jordanna, Cheryl and Marjory, added Grant, always the polite host.


  Were a singing group, Jordanna deadpanned.


  Really? Sissy was impressed. And where exactly do you sing?


  Shep burst out laughing.


  Did she say something funny? Grant snapped.


  They all say something funny, Cheryl murmured.


  Grant took Sissys arm. Lets dance.


  She was disappointed. Arent we going to sit with your friends?


  Later, he muttered, pulling her towards the small crowded dance floor where the soulful sounds of Whitney Houston filled the air.


  Jordanna narrowed her eyes. Do you think Grant uses a condom?


  Hed be crazy not to, Cheryl replied. He sleeps with at least two different girls a week.


  Jordanna tapped her fingernails on the table. Yeah, well, its that whole macho thing, she said knowingly. Whatever they tell you, men are not into condoms,
  they figure it slows down their action.


  I hope youre not telling me you let them get away with that crap, Cheryl said sternly.


  Do I look like an idiot? Jordanna replied, brushing back her long dark hair. I buy them by the gross and keep them in a cookie jar on the coffee table. They soon get the
  hint, and if they dont theyre out the door.


  Oh yeah? Who was she kidding? Twice the previous month shed indulged in unprotected sex because shed been too out of her head to care. Every so often she found herself on a
  self-destruct course. Drinks, drugs, wild sex, anonymous partners. When she came to her senses she swore shed never do it again. And yet something always happened that pushed her over the
  edge.


  Wife number five was responsible for her last binge. Gotta get over caring so much about Daddy. He obviously didnt give a damn about her.


  The truth was she knew she had to gain control of her emotions and stop feeling that way. If she didnt get it together nobody was going to do it for her. Right now she was off drugs. No
  grass. No cocaine. No crazed nights. She was cleaning up her act and it felt good.


  I had another death threat, Marjory said, speaking for the first time in an hour.


  Jordanna leaned forward. A what?


  Ive been getting these letters, Marjory confessed.


  What kind of letters? Cheryl asked.


  Marjory clammed up. I dont want to talk about it.


  The hell you dont, Cheryl said, signalling the pretty waitress to bring her another drink.


  Marjorys voice was low and even. He says hes going to slit my throat.


  For Gods sake! exclaimed Jordanna. Have you contacted the FBI?


  Marjory looked mournful. I havent told anyone.


  Not even your father? Shep questioned.


  Hes too busy, Marjory said.


  They could all identify with that.


  Jordanna crammed more tortilla chips into her mouth and asked Marjory how many letters shed received.


  Marjory didnt care to talk about it any more. Im sure its someone playing a joke, she said, closing the subject.


  Some sicko joke, commented Cheryl. Give the letters to your old man, he should have his security check them out.


  Yes, I will, Marjory said. If you think I should.


  Of course you should, Cheryl insisted.


  Make sure you do, Jordanna added sternly.


  Arnie approached their table, gap-toothed leer on full alert. Hiya, Levitt, he said, referring to her by her surname which always irritated her.


  She gave him one of her direct dont-fuck-with-me stares. What do you want, Arnie? she asked, willing him to leave her alone.


  As host of the hottest club in town most women were ready to rock n roll any way he wanted, he got off on the fact that Jordanna wasnt all over him. Charlies
  throwing a party at his house after we close tonight. Wanna go?


  With you?


  Yes, with me.


  No offence, Arnie, but Ive told you before  Im not interested in dating you.


  This wouldnt be a date.


  Oh yeah? What would it be?


  He scowled. Whats your problem, Levitt?


  She stared him straight in the eyes. I dont want to fuck you, Arnie. Its your problem, not mine.


  Youre a real bitch, Levitt.


  No. Merely honest. Makes a refreshing change, doesnt it?


  He kept his leer firmly in place. Lighten up. Who knows? You and I could be this generations Natalie and R.J.


  Youre full of shit, she said offhandedly.


  Thats what I like about you, Levitt, your gentle reserve.


  Gee, thanks. Its nice to know Im appreciated.


  Give it a rest, you two, Cheryl said, yawning. Youre beginning to sound like youre married.


  Jordanna leaped to her feet. Thats it. Im out of here, she said restlessly.


  Where are you going? Arnie asked, disappointed.


  To check out the competition.


  We have no competition, he boasted.


  Ill let you know, she said crisply.


  On her way to the door she caught a wink from a stoned Charlie Dollar. He was old enough to be her father but still quite sexy. Idly she wondered what he was like in bed  reports
  varied.


  Out in the parking lot her Porsche was parked right up front. She was a good tipper  learned that from Daddy. So you give out an extra thousand bucks a year, its worth
  it. Words of wisdom from the great Jordan Levitt. And he was great, when he wanted to be. When he had time. When whoever the current wife was wasnt messing with his brain.
  Strike that. Make it cock. Fact of life. Jordan Levitt was ruled by the great erection.


  Growing up in Hollywood. Watching Daddy get laid. What an education!


  Jordanna had many fine memories, one of the most vivid being the time shed discovered her father in the family swimming pool  which happened to be drained at the time 
  servicing a voluptuous movie star, while their respective spouses circulated at a lavish party taking place inside the house. Jordanna had viewed the entire spectacle from her bedroom window.
  Shed never told anyone  except Jamie  that it was she whod switched the floodlights on the pool, illuminating her fathers bare ass and the movie stars huge
  quivering breasts. Wife number three had departed shortly after. Jordanna was satisfied. Mission accomplished.


  She hit the road in her Porsche and dropped by a couple of supposedly happening clubs. Unfortunately, Arnie was right  Homebase Central was the only place to hang, there was no action
  elsewhere.


  By two a.m. she was home. Alone. Another scintillating night in the City of Angels.


  One of these days shed meet someone who could take away the dull throb of loneliness that stayed with her day and night. Someone who would understand and love her. One of these days.


  Maybe . . .


  


  Chapter Six


  Five days on Quincy and Ambers couch was five days too many. Michael had an aching back and a permanent headache because the baby never stopped crying and the toddler
  kept up a particularly aggravating whine from early morning on.


  How do you put up with this? he said to Quincy as they drove slowly through the residential streets of Beverly Hills  Quincy was giving him the grand tour.


  Its called marriage, doncha remember? Quincy said, chuckling.


  Yeah, he remembered all right. Rita complaining every time Bella woke her in the middle of the night. The smell of dirty diapers. Toys and baby clothes all over the floor. A fridge full of
  formula. Ah, memories . . .


  I gotta get my ass outta your back yard, he muttered, thinking to himself the sooner the better. Hed already looked at several apartments. Unfortunately the ones he liked
  were too expensive, and the rest were crap.


  Why? Quincy asked. Amber loves you, an I kinda get off on havin you around. Its like old times, only were not out bustin our cans
  chasin low-life scumbags.


  True, he said, staring through the window at huge wrought-iron gates, sweeping lawns, exotic plants and manicured palm trees. Hey, Q, this place is unreal. People really
  live like this?


  Quincy laughed. He was a big man, verging on being overweight, with soft brown eyes, bushy hair, and extra-large hands and feet. He had a habit of waving his hands in the air whenever he got
  excited. Youve seen it in the movies, now get used to the real thing, he said, gesturing expansively. These dudes got plenty of money an dont mind
  spendin it.


  Who? Movie stars?


  Naw . . . some of em, maybe. But its all those producers an Hollywood execs who cream a bundle off every movie theyre involved with. Those guys make sure
  theyre swim-min in big bucks. They call it creative accounting.


  What are you  a Hollywood expert? Michael asked, laughing and scratching his chin.


  Quincy nodded knowingly. Im doin some work for a couple of those hotshot studio execs.


  Yeah? Anything interesting?


  Not compared to our New York days. Hey, at least I aint puttin my life on the line tryin to nail some friggin deadbeat with a bad crack habit an a shaky
  trigger finger. Out here its cream-puff time, an I get paid primo. Im telling you, Mike, come in with me, wed clean up mucho bucks.


  Unconvinced, Michael said, Doesnt it get kinda boring? Yknow, the sun shining all the time, people telling you to have a nice day, everyone smiling


  Youre forgetting about the riots, Quincy interrupted. An the car-jackings, earthquakes, mud slides, fires, drive-by shootings an floods. Its not
  all Sunset Boulevard and big mansions.


  Reaching for a cigarette, Michael lit up and said, This is nice, Q, but after a while, Id miss the streets, yknow what I mean?


  If you stay here youll be near your kid.


  I called yesterday, he said, taking a deep drag. Same old thing, all I get is that frigging answering machine.


  So drop by, surprise em. You must be achin to see little Bella.


  I am, but I gotta be sure Rita knows Im here to stay. I need my own place, that way I can take my kid for weekends, get to know her again.


  Whynt you bring her over to us? Amber would love it, shes turned into a regular earth mother.


  Im tempted.


  Tell you what, Quincy said, making a quick decision. If you promise not to tell Amber on account of the fact that shes startin to call me fat boy, Ill
  buy us a pizza, then well drop by an surprise Rita. Hows that?


  You know something, Michael said, nodding slowly, thats not such a bad idea.


  ***


  Bobby Rush, Mason said, his voice crackling over the phone from New York.


  Dont you mean Jerry Rush? Kennedy replied, cradling the receiver under her chin as she reached for a notepad and pen.


  Jerrys cold. Bobbys hot.


  She hated asking, but she honestly didnt know. Who is Bobby Rush?


  Mason grunted disapprovingly. Sometimes you surprise me.


  Ive never heard of him.


  For Christs sake, K.C., keep up with whats happening or Im likely to think Ive made a serious mistake hiring you.


  She drew a stick figure on the notepad and added little pointed horns. Movie stars are not my priority, Mason. I presume thats what he is.


  Hes Jerrys son done good. Starred in and produced Hard Tears, it just passed the hundred-million-dollar mark. He takes his clothes off on screen  that should
  appeal to you  a touch of the double standard reversed. I suggest you see the movie. In the meantime well Fed Ex you some of his clippings and a bio.


  How exciting, she said drily.


  I want a very provocative piece. Thisll be the cover story. Make him out to be a male Sharon Stone.


  Why  does he flash his pussy?


  Dont be crude.


  I was hoping for Clint Eastwood, Charlie Dollar or Jack Nicholson.


  You like em old, huh?


  I like em to have a brain.


  He does.


  What are you  his PR?


  Goodbye, Mason said, hanging up.


  She called Rosa at the network. Whos Bobby Rush?


  Nice ass, Rosa said. Why?


  Ive never heard of him, she repeated.


  I wouldnt advertise. Hes famous.


  I guess Id better start watching E.T. and reading People.


  How about going to the movies occasionally?


  So shoot me. I prefer watching PBS.


  Bobby Rush is very sexy. Rumour has it he fucks like a rabbit and doesnt come for an hour and a half.


  Sounds like your kind of man, Rosa.


  Im perfectly happy with my basketball player, thank you. He might be young, but he has stamina and . . . uh . . . other attributes Im too much of a lady to
  mention.


  Sure!


  Rosa giggled. OK, OK, hes hung like a bull and I think Im in love,


  Again?


  They both laughed. Rosas love life was legendary, she used men for sex the way men usually used women, and she always got away with it because she never let them into the secret.


  Why are you questioning me about Bobby Rush? Rosa asked curiously.


  Kennedy sighed. Because Mason  in his wisdom  requires me to write a cover story on this person Ive never heard of.


  Check out the movie pronto and get back to me. I got a feeling youll like what you see.


  Ill let you know.


  An hour later she was sitting in a darkened theatre watching Bobby Rush emote. He was certainly movie-star material with his regular features, dirty blond hair and incredible blue eyes. The body
  was good, too  and he flashed regularly  kind of like a Richard Gere for the nineties. At one point in the movie there was a brief full frontal shot  fast but worthwhile.


  Male bimbo? she jotted down with a question mark. Beautiful but dumb? If he was, she could rip him to shreds without any trouble at all.


  Now why would I want to do that? she asked herself.


  Because I have no intention of writing the usual love-struck female journalist puff piece.


  She called Mason. Send me everything youve got on him and the father.


  This is not supposed to be a father/son piece, Mason warned. His press people were adamant about that. A pause. But do what you want  make it
  provocative.


  I intend to.


  ***


  The Sunset View Hollywood apartments did not live up to their glamorous name. There was no sunset because they faced the wrong way, and absolutely no view. The small cluster of
  run-down apartments were located in a seedy side-street off Hollywood Boulevard.


  Shit! Michael muttered, as Quincy parked his car outside. Rita told me she and Bella were living in a decent place. This is a crap hole.


  Maybe its better on the inside, Quincy said, always the optimist.


  Maybe not, Michael said grimly, eyeing a couple of derelicts huddled in a doorway surrounded by overflowing shopping carts.


  Lets go take a look, Quincy suggested.


  They got out of the car, dodging a drunken bum who staggered by singing to himself.


  No kid of mine is living here, Michael said, running up the front steps. This isnt what Im paying alimony for.


  Calm down, Quincy said, right behind him. You havent seen Rita in a while, dont start with the screamin, see what she has to say first.


  I dont give a shit what she has to say, Michael said angrily, and he meant it. Quincy could try and calm him all he wanted, but no way was his daughter staying in a dump
  like this.


  He pressed the buzzer marked Rita Polone. Trust his lovely ex to use her maiden name, Scorsini wasnt good enough for her, Rita wanted better. Shed come to Hollywood to find it and
  look where shed ended up.


  There was no reply to his persistent buzzing, so he leaned on the bell next to hers.


  After a few moments a head poked out of an upstairs window and an elderly fat woman wearing too much makeup and a pink bow in her hair croaked an unfriendly, If ya sellin I
  aint buyin. If ya buyin I bin outta the business five years, an why that dumb ass freebie piece a shit magazine keeps runnin my address aint my
  concern.


  Michael took a couple of steps away from the building and looked up. Im trying to contact Rita Polone, he shouted.


  Who? the woman yelled back, cupping her ear.


  Rita Polone. She lives in the apartment below you with her little girl.


  Oh, her the woman snorted. That redheaded slut. Dont know where she is, an dont care. With that she disappeared, slamming her window
  shut.


  Nice neighbours, Quincy remarked cheerfully.


  Christ! Michael said, getting more frustrated by the minute.


  Quincy tried to calm him down. Maybe we should come back when shes home, he suggested.


  Maybe we shouldnt, Michael retorted sharply. Get the door open  I wanna take a look around.


  Quincy pulled a face. Thats breakin an enterin, Mike. You know Ritas temper. I dont wanna be here when it hits.


  Michael threw him a dirty look. What happened to you in California, Q? You gone soft?


  Hey, hey, Quincy replied, gesturing wildly. Gotta keep within the confines of the law or I could get my licence revoked.


  Fuck the law and fuck your licence. I want in.


  Shit! Quincy groaned. I almost forgot what a trip it was workin with you.


  Lets go, Michael said impatiently, clicking his fingers.


  Shit! Quincy repeated, before using his skills and a Sears credit card to skewer open Ritas front door.


  The first thing that hit them was the smell  a combination of stale air, mouldy food and damp. Jesus! Michael said grimly, pushing his way in. Whats that
  stink?


  Piled on the floor behind the door was a stack of unopened brochures, letters and flyers  mostly junk mail, but as Michael bent to sift through it he was startled to find his last two
  months alimony cheques, still in their envelopes.


  Sorry to say it, Quincy said, walking through the musty hallway. I gotta strong suspicion they dont live here any more.


  


  Chapter Seven


  Im going into the hooker business, Cheryl announced over cappuccino and a Danish, carefully monitoring her friends reaction.


  Jordanna raised her blacker than black shades and stared disbelievingly at her friend. Excuse me?


  They were sitting at an outside table at Chin Chin on Sunset Plaza watching hordes of Euro-trash pass by.


  Not street hookers, Cheryl explained matter-of-factly. High-class party girls who get paid a ton of money for doing things they usually do for free. Call girls
  actually.


  Jordanna frowned, she was used to Cheryls crazy ideas, but this was ridiculous. Have you totally lost your sense of reality?


  I always thought Id make a good business-woman, Cheryl said evenly. And nows my opportunity. Donna Laceys father has summoned her back to London, and
  shes asked me to take over her business while shes away.


  And what exactly is her business?


  Where have you been hiding? You must have heard about Donna. Shes that English directors daughter who supplies girls to several of the studios on a regular basis. Her
  clients include agents, studio execs, and quite a few movie stars.


  Jordanna sipped her cappuccino, and said without much interest, I guess Ive seen her at Homebase picking out talent. I had no idea she was a friend of yours.


  We go to the same shrink, and we got to talking.


  I see.


  Cheryl desperately wanted Jordanna to understand that this was a legitimate business venture she could get into without any help from Daddy. She needed to separate from her family, show the
  world she had her own identity. The thing is shes got the high-class hooker bit covered because important men trust her. Donnas connected  like me. Thats why
  shes decided Im the perfect person to take over for her.


  Lucky you.


  Cheryl chose to ignore the sarcasm in Jordannas voice. You see, guys are all the same, she explained, warming to her subject. They either have the original wife whos
  not into sex any more. Or the sleek little trophy number who, after one year of marriage, conveniently forgets what a blow job is! Sex and marriage do not jell  hence Donnas
  thriving venture. These men are into paying for it.


  Why? Jordanna asked, genuinely puzzled.


  For the same reason they buy the most expensive cars, houses, clothes. Money equals status. They dont want a fifty-bucks-a-night hooker, they want the top-of-the-line latest model,
  hardly used, very costly.


  Youve finally lost it, Cheryl, Jordanna said, shaking her head. Why would you get involved?


  For a piece of the action.


  Oh, like youre hard up for money. Your father owns a studio, for Gods sake, you can have anything you want.


  Cheryl turned on her, eyes flashing. I want to do something on my own for once without taking hand-outs from my family. Right now my only claim to fame is that I went on a date with Eric
  Menendez in high school. This is my opportunity.


  Jordanna snorted derisively. Big fucking opportunity. Running call girls.


  Dont knock it, Cheryl said defensively. They pull in fifteen hundred a trick, and I get to pocket forty per cent. Of course, Ill have to put aside ten
  for Donna, but thats OK, Ill still end up with plenty.


  Youll be a madam, Cheryl. You could get busted for pandering  isnt that what they call it?


  Youve been Watching too many of your fathers movies. They cant touch me, Im Hollywood royalty.


  Oh, really?


  A good-looking blond guy cruised by in a low-slung convertible. He beeped his horn and waved at them. Automatically Jordanna waved back.


  Cheryl sat up a little straighter. Whos he? she asked.


  Do I know? Do I care?


  Come on, be a little co-operative, he could be a future client.


  Jordanna stared at her in amazement. Youre really serious, arent you?


  Cheryl nodded, her gold ear-rings glinting in the noonday sun. You bet I am. Its certainly preferable to marking time. I mean, take a look at us  what are we
  doing with our lives?


  The unfortunate thing was that Cheryl had a point. Jordanna realized shed partied her way through high school; continued to party through two years of college; lived in Paris for six
  months where shed learned the language and had a hot affair with a married French movie star twenty years her senior. Until finally shed returned to LA, moved into her fathers
  guest house and generally bummed around, taking for granted the generous monthly allowance she received. Cheryl was right  what were they doing?


  It often crossed her mind that maybe shed be a lot happier if she could find something interesting to occupy her time. But what? For several years shed thought about becoming an
  actress, everyone told her she had the looks, and it was possible shed inherited some of her mothers talent. Tentatively shed approached her father, whod laughed in her
  face. Forget it, skinny bird. You have no idea what a hard business this is, especially for actresses. Hed gone on to convince her that as Jordan and Lillianne Levitts
  daughter shed have too much to live up to  people would expect the moon and then some. Sadly shed been forced to agree, even though she still secretly harboured the ambition to
  act.


  Shed considered several other careers, but none had really grabbed her attention, so eventually, like Cheryl, shed fallen into the pattern of lunching with friends, shopping,
  hanging out, going to parties, doing drugs. It soon became an addictive lifestyle, although it never made her happy, and it certainly didnt make her father happy. The summer after Fran
  committed suicide hed gotten together with Ethan Landers, and the two men had decided their errant daughters needed something more than parties to occupy their vacation time, so theyd
  put them to work as set assistants on The Contract, a movie Jordan was producing for Ethans studio. Both she and Cheryl had hated every minute of it, although Jordanna had managed to
  have an affair with the director, Mac Brooks, and that had been quite an experience.


  Now she was well aware she was at a crossroads, but she sure as hell wasnt becoming a madam like Cheryl, who was even now leaning over her cappuccino with a self-satisfied expression.
  Ive had a brilliant idea, Cheryl exclaimed excitedly.


  What? Jordanna asked, suspicious of her friends brilliant ideas.


  You! Cheryl said, eyes gleaming. Youd make a shitload of money.


  Doing what?


  You could be one of my girls.


  I love your insane sense of humour. Any more brilliant ideas?


  I mean it.


  Stop it, Cheryl, OK? I have no intention of becoming one of your girls. In fact, theres no way Im getting involved in this stupid scam of yours.


  Youll be sorry, Cheryl taunted. Donna handed over her little black book and its full of important names  arent you at least curious?


  Nope.


  Her books worth plenty and Ive got it, Cheryl said.


  How fortunate for you, Jordanna replied with absolutely no interest.


  I now know everything about the players in this town, Cheryl continued with relish. What turns them on  and off. The type of girls they like, and the ones
  theyve had. All their kinky turn-ons. Its kind of a thrill discovering what everyones into.


  Im sure it is, Jordanna said, wondering if Cheryl had totally lost her mind. I always had a feeling voyeurism was your thing.


  Donnas filled me in good. She has plenty of girls working for her, and when she needs new ones she simply goes on a recruiting spree.


  Sounds like the Army.


  Cheryl was still on a roll. She finds them on Rodeo Drive, Melrose, at health clubs, restaurants, parties. According to Donna gorgeous girls are everywhere, and theyre all tempted
  by the money. I mean, were talking big bucks. She discovered one girl checking out the jewellery in Pepe, and the next day she had her on a private jet to Paris with five thousand bucks in
  her purse for one simple days work! Nobodys going to turn down an extra thousand or two. And these girls get to go on great trips, just like the one in Pepe, who incidentally ended up
  marrying an extraordinarily rich Arab.


  Jordanna couldnt believe Cheryl was actually serious. Shed done some wild things in her time, but this was way out there. Im delighted youve found your
  vocation, she said coolly. But its not something I would even consider getting into.


  Youre chicken shit.


  How about you? Jordanna challenged. Are you planning on putting out for the right price?


  Please! Cheryl replied scornfully. Madams dont have to.


  I didnt think so, Jordanna murmured, clicking her fingers for the bill and watching as the good-looking waiter hustled it over.


  Another out-of-work actor. Her weakness.


  Idly she wondered if shed had him. Maybe in her drug days.


  Youd love being a hooker, Cheryl continued, still trying. Think of the illicit thrill!


  Jordanna shook her head. Ive never seen you this hyped.


  Keep watching, Cheryl said happily. Im about to be bigger than my daddy any day!


  ***


  Sharleen and Mac were on the outs, theyd hardly spoken for almost a week now, ever since theyd arrived home from the screening at Jordan Levitts and found
  the police on their doorstep.


  Sharleen blamed Macs two sons for the trouble. Mac was equally convinced that Sharleens sixteen-year-old daughter was to blame. Whichever of their offspring was responsible did not
  make much difference  the fact was thered been a drug bust in their house and Sharleen was mortified. Ill be all over the tabloids, she wailed.


  It wont be the first time, Mac replied, remembering when shed been labelled the other woman in his very public divorce. At the time hed been married to Willa,
  the daughter of famous director William Davidoss. Willa had been his ticket to the big time  hed started out as third assistant on one of her fathers movies in New York, and
  ended up moving to California and marrying his daughter. Two years later  with a little help from William  hed directed his first movie.


  When he and Willa had separated, the tabloids had gone into a frenzy, because some big mouth had alerted them about his affair with Sharleen. For months theyd lived with the lurid
  headlines, right up until hed divorced Willa and married Sharleen. Thank God they hadnt delved into his background, although it would be pretty difficult to find out anything about
  him, hed covered his tracks well.


  Sharleen was not to be appeased. That was then  this is now. I have a reputation to protect, she said primly.


  When Sharleen said things like that, he wasnt quite sure what she meant. Sharleen was a movie star for chrissake. Movie stars were supposed to have reputations!


  Calm down, he told her, in between trying to find out exactly what had taken place at his house. Kyle and Daniel, his sons, were close-mouthed. Suzy, Sharleens daughter, was
  sulky. The three of them were silent on the subject of who invited the drug dealer  a twenty-something rich kid  to their house.


  Hes a friend of a friend, Kyle finally admitted. We had no idea he was a dealer.


  Sure. Theyd had no idea. Until the rich kid was arrested by an undercover cop posing as a high-school drop-out just after hed sold a gram of cocaine to Suzys best friend, an
  angelic-faced blonde teenager.


  Its your fault, Sharleen informed Mac.


  Why is it always my fault? hed asked patiently.


  Because you never discipline those boys. You allow them to run wild.


  It was Suzys friend making the buy, hed pointed out.


  Thats right, change the subject.


  At Sharleens insistence hed arranged for his sons to visit their mother for a few weeks. Some punishment. Lounging around Hawaii surfing and getting tans.


  His ex-wife had moved to the big island shortly after their divorce became final. Her father had made sure she used a killer lawyer whod scored her an enormous settlement, with hefty
  alimony payments unless she remarried. Plus child support until the boys finished college.


  Like she needed the money, Willa had trust funds coming out her ass.


  Big chance shed ever remarry. He was screwed. The moment all financial matters were in place shed moved her girlfriend in, a plump redhead with smoky eyes and soft hands. The
  ex-Mrs Mac Brooks was a dyke, and there was nothing he could do about it except continue paying big bucks for the rest of his life.


  He was able to get custody of his boys. This didnt thrill Sharleen, who went to great lengths to inform anyone whod listen that they were merely her stepsons.


  Mac was not happy about the situation. Getting divorced was one thing. But getting divorced and then having his ex set up home with another woman was downright insulting. Especially when
  he was paying for their cozy little set-up. Somehow he imagined Willas sexual turnaround reflected on him, and not favourably. Hadnt he satisfied her? Wasnt he an
  incredible lover as women had always told him?


  Baby, youre the best, Sharleen crooned on a regular basis. She was a very intelligent woman when she wanted to be.


  So Kyle and Daniel were banished to Hawaii, and Suzy was forbidden to see her angelic-faced girlfriend ever again. Case settled. Mac could get back to concentrating on his next project.


  He had a lunch-time meeting with Bobby Rush regarding a script Bobby had sent him. Thriller Eyes was an interesting piece of material  a psychological sexual edge-of-the-seat
  psycho drama about a hero and a villain. The twist was that the villain was a beautiful psychotic young woman, although the audience didnt find out until the end of the movie.


  Mac liked the piece a lot, but he wasnt sure about working with Bobby Rush, if he was anything like his father hed be a monumental pain in the ass.


  ***


  Have you heard about Cheryls latest venture? Jordanna asked Shep as they sat on the patio of his two-bedroom Hollywood Hills house  purchased for him
  by his mother in a generous mood.


  The call-girl thing? Shep said.


  Jordanna raised her eyebrows. Is she crazy or what?


  We all know shes crazy, Shep stated matter-of-factly.


  I realize that, Jordanna replied. But this time shes really over the edge.


  Shep filled up Jordannas glass of iced tea. She told me if she succeeds with the girls shes starting a service to accommodate the wives.


  Jordanna almost choked on her tea. Huh?


  Studs for bored women.


  No way! Jordanna said, spluttering with laughter.


  Shes quite serious. In fact, she asked me if I was interested in being on her books.


  Come on, Shep!


  Honestly.


  I dont know why Im surprised. She tried to recruit me, too  said Id make a shitload of money.


  You would.


  They stared at each other and completely broke up.


  Can you imagine! Jordanna exclaimed. Id like to see the face on one of Daddys friends if I turned up at their door in a skimpy black lace teddy carrying a
  whip. It could put them off sex for life!


  Maybe not. Think about the vicarious excitement of it all.


  Youre bad, Shep.


  So Ive been told, he replied crisply, brushing a lock of blond hair off his forehead.


  Grant would be perfect if Cheryl starts a stud service, Jordanna mused. Have active cock  will travel.


  Perfect, Shep agreed. My mothers always had her eye on him. Im sure if she could only pay for it she wouldnt feel so guilty.


  Did she ever try to screw him?


  When we were fifteen she came on to him one day after school. I told you about that, didnt I?


  No, you certainly didnt. What did he do?


  Refused to come back to my house for three years!


  Grant must have been petrified  your mothers so . . . predatory.


  And needy.


  Is she?


  Theres no one more needy than an ageing sex symbol.


  Poor Taureen


  Her husbands get younger, she gets older, and the movie roles are almost non-existent.


  Its so sad.


  Right now shes doing the nasty with an ex-bartender who thinks hes this generations answer to James Dean.


  How old is he?


  Barely older than me.


  Well . . . if it makes her happy. She sipped her tea. Hows your relationship with her now?


  After ten years of therapy Im learning to accept her for who she is.


  And does she accept you?


  Shep turned away, not answering.


  Jordanna knew better than to push. Parents. Who could understand them? Who really wanted to? Shed spent years in and out of shrinkdom until shed finally decided she didnt
  need help, she could deal with her own problems.


  Am I doing that? she thought anxiously.


  Yes, she decided, Im finally making a start.


  ***


  Bobby Rush sat at table number seven in Le Dome surveying the scene. It was a good day  a power day. Hed already had a stream of people stop by his table as he
  waited for Mac Brooks to arrive. Something told him he was the movie star, he shouldnt be kept waiting. But so what? His ego wasnt out of control yet, he could handle it.


  Bobby! Taureen Worth paused dramatically on her way to the back room, trailed by two short, hyper agents. For a woman in her early fifties she was quite a knockout in a skintight
  white Montana suit and Walter Steiger stiletto heels.


  Bobby jumped up and returned her enthusiastic greeting, even though the last time theyd met hed had two lines in one of her movies and shed barely acknowledged his
  existence. You look wonderful, he said, with just the right degree of sincerity. Hed learned at an early age that in Hollywood you always complimented women and they always
  believed you whether you meant it or not.


  I feel like a hag! Taureen replied, knowing full well that she did indeed look wonderful. And so she should, she worked hard enough at it  liposuction, face peels, collagen
  injections, high colonics, punishing work-outs. She hadnt resorted to plastic surgery  yet. Ive been working non-stop, you know how tiring that is.


  Bobby nodded, wondering what she was working on.


  Im so proud of you! Taureen exclaimed, flashing her feral smile  big teeth and a curled scarlet lip. To think, I discovered you!


  What was the woman talking about?


  Now, Bobby, she said, leaning over his table, bending slightly so he couldnt miss her impressive trademark cleavage. When youre casting your next movie
  dont forget it was me who gave you your first break. Id love us to work together again.


  He repeated his nod, it seemed thats all she required. He was saved by the two agents bobbing into view. Taureen did not introduce them. She pursed her lips and moved in for the kill,
  leaving sticky lip gloss residue on both his cheeks. Goodbye, darling. Meaningful pause. Youre looking very . . . sexy.


  Its the hit movie that does it, he wanted to say, pulls em in every time.


  Taureen swept into the other room, her musky scent lingering behind.


  What a town! Bobby thought. When youre hot youre boiling. And when youre cold  lie down and die, asshole, cause even your exterminator wont speak to
  you.


  Mac Brooks hurried up to the table full of apologies. Trouble with my kids, he said ruefully. If youre single, Bobby, stay that way. Marriage leads to kids, and then
  normal life as you know it is over for ever. I gotta have a drink. He wrinkled his nose. Thats a hell of an aftershave youre wearing.


  Taureen Worth.


  Is she doing that Elizabeth Taylor thing now?


  Bobby laughed. Not yet. She stopped by the table. Im sure shell be back when she knows youre here.


  You heard about me and Taureen, huh? It was a location fuck  you know what thats like  six weeks of passion and then you dont even remember each others
  name. Shes the worst actress I ever worked with  never again.


  Bobby decided to go the polite route. Its a pleasure to finally meet you, Mac. I admire every one of your movies, especially The Contract.


  Mac signalled the waiter, he really did need a drink and a Scotch on the rocks would do nicely. You, too, Bobby. I had the studio screen Hard Tears for me  excellent work.
  As an actor you make interesting choices. You have an edge. I like that, keeps the audience alert.


  Bobby felt suitably flattered. Thanks, he said modestly.


  I almost worked with your father once.


  How lucky can you get.


  Well, Mac thought, I guess we know where we stand on that issue.


  So, Bobby said, getting right to it. Did you have time to read the script?


  Read it. Loved it. Thats why Im here.


  Are you interested?


  Mac chuckled. You dont believe in wasting time, do you?


  Bobby paused before answering. Hed gone over this meeting in his head for several days. Mac Brooks had a fine track record, but he hadnt made a money-making movie in several years,
  so choosing him for the project was a risk. However, Bobby was sure, in fact he knew that if they got along, Mac would be the perfect director for his film.


  You know what, Mac, he said slowly, measuring his words. In the past I have wasted a lot of time, and now Im taking the high-ticket ride. He stared
  directly at the Oscar-winning director, his blue eyes blazingly intense. I need a fast answer, so, lets cut out the bullshit. Are you in or out?
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