CHAPTER 96

All the way home I thought about Nell and what had happened.  She had poured her heart out to me and asked me for help. I had made a promise to her and I intended to keep it. I’d been going along, just letting things happen to me and I’d decided it was time I started to think for myself.
When I got home, the front house was dark but I saw a light on in Amy’s room so I went in, tapped on her door and whispered, “Hey, it’s me. You up?” 

She answered, “Hang on while I put something on,” and a minute later she opened the door. She was wearing one of my old football t-shirts. It came down past her butt and she looked cute as hell.

I pointed to it and asked, ‘Where did you get that?”

“Mom gave it to me. I’ve been meaning to get a bathrobe but I never seem to get around to it.
“You look great in it.”
“Thanks. How did the weekend go?”

We sat on her bed and I gave her an edited version of La Jolla and the boat. When I told her that I took Meg with me, she wanted to know all about her and when I mentioned that I had danced with Delores Rio she insisted that I tell her about that as well. Then she asked about Monique. 
“I don’t know what to think about her.”

“What do you mean?”

“We’re sort-of going together but I don’t know if her heart is in it.”
“What does, ‘sort of going together’, mean?”
“We talked about going steady this weekend and she said okay, but I, uhh, I don’t know if I want to.”

“You’re crazy, she’s gorgeous.”

“Yes she is, but there are lots of pretty girls around and there’s something strange about her.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know for sure, she just acts kind-of weird.”

Amy made a face and when she looked off in the distance, I asked, “What the matter?”

“Oh nothing, we’ll talk about this another time.”
I was tired of people telling me that they would get back to me when I asked them something, and I growled, “Bullshit! Tell me what’s going on!”

She looked surprised and she raised an eyebrow and said, “Okay, you know that Kristen and I talk a lot don’t you?”

“Uh-huh.”

“She was working a gig in New York a while ago and she mentioned that she, Alice, and Monique spent some time together. When I found out about that movie deal for Alice and that she was coming out here to sign with us, I told Kristen about it and she started pressuring me to find some work for Monique. When the deal with WE came up it was natural for Monique to come along, so it all worked out. But I always wondered why Kristen was so insistent.”
“So you have no idea what it was about?”

“No, but I think it might have had something to do with you.”

“Me! Like what?”
“I don’t know. If Monique is your girlfriend, why don’t you ask her?”

“Maybe I will when she comes back from La Jolla.”
“Didn’t she fly back with you?”

“No, she and Marla had some kind of interview tomorrow and Meg had to get home.”
“When did you get back?

“This afternoon.”

“We were hoping you’d be here for dinner, where’ve you been all evening?”

“I was with Nell Burger.”

“You’re still seeing her?”
“Uh huh and as you know, Burgers own Solotronics. Well, they’re going to start advertising them as their store brand.”

“Are they going to keep you on as the Solotronics spokesperson?”

“Yes, and she said I’m going to do the ads for Burgers as well.”
Her eyes narrowed, “Why wasn’t the agency told about this?”

“I think it just happened. You’ll probably be notified tomorrow.” 

Amy stared at me for a moment, “Well, we knew that the reason Solotronics wanted you was because of her, but it can’t be just because you’re sleeping with her, can it?”
“It’s kind of a long story that has something to do with her husband.”
Amy stood in front of me, put her hands on my shoulders and said, “Do you know what this means? Burgers is a giant account. If what you’re telling me is true, you’re going to be making a ton of money. What else are you doing for her?”
“Nothing, she just wants me to be her friend.”

“C’mon, there has to be more to it than that. What’s the deal with her husband?”
“It’s kind of complicated. Their marriage is just for show and there’s a lot of internal politics involved. I think she’s kind of lonely.”
“Hmm, how old is she?”

“She’s twenty five.”

“Wow, I’ve heard that she’s the real brains behind Burgers. That’s pretty amazing for someone that young.”

“You’re only seventeen and you run a business.”

“Yeah, but it’s nothing like Burgers. What does she look like?”

“She’s very tall and very pretty.”
“It’s hard for me to think of you being with other girls when someone as beautiful as Monique is around.”
“I’m spoiled. I’m used to being around beautiful girls.”

“Maybe so, but nothing like Monique.”
“That’s not true. Guys look at girls differently than girls do. Kristen is as pretty as Monique but in a different way. Monique is beautiful in the classic sense. Kristen is beautiful in a dark and sultry way and she’s sexy as hell. And of course, so are you.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about you. Both you and Kristen have better bodies than Monique, you’re as pretty as either one of them and you have something neither one of them has.”
“What’s that?”

I grabbed her around the neck and said, “You have a handsome brother who’s crazy about you,” and I started giving her ‘Nuggies’.

We giggled and wrestled around for a while, trying not to wake everyone when at one point she twisted and our faces were only an inch apart. Suddenly we both stopped and looked at each other. I had an overwhelming urge to kiss her but before I had a chance to act, she surprised me and she kissed me!

It was a long luxurious kiss. No tongues, but a lot of feeling and when we finally pulled back we were both a little breathless. 

There was a moment of silence before I said, “Wow!

She added, “Yeah, I uhh, forgot what a good kisser you are.”

“It’s easy to be a good kisser when you’re kissing someone as pretty as you are.” 

She looked down and said, “N-No I’m not.”

“Sure you are. You’re different than either Kristen or Monique and in some ways you’re even prettier.”

“How?”

“You’re like the girl next door only ten times prettier and a lot sexier.”

“Oh Pete, I…”

I interrupted, “Which brings up a question. Why aren’t you dating someone?”
“I don’t have time.”

“What do you mean?”


“On weekdays I’m up at five. I’m usually on the phone until time for school and when I get to school I’m a TA in two classes. I’m on a shortened schedule so I leave at around two and I’m at Stone until dinner time. I’d be there longer but unless something big is happening, Mom insists I leave work at six.” 
          “Then what?”
 
“Mom is teaching Erin and me how to cook. After dinner we clean things up, then, mom insists we spend time talking to each other about what went on during the day. After that we go to our rooms. I do homework, Erin studies her lines and we go to bed.”
“Erin studies her lines! Doesn’t she do homework too?”

“No, she was let go early, same as you.”

“You’re almost eighteen and you’re a legal adult, why do you let mom treat you that way?”

She frowned at me and said, “Because she’s my mom! She isn’t mistreating me. Everything she does is done with love. I can’t tell you how much I love being part of this family, Pete. I now have the life I always dreamed about and sometimes I have to shake myself to believe it’s real. I know you think I’m smart but after my dad died all I did was go to school. After school I would rush home to be with my mother and my brother because I was afraid something bad would happen. That night when we went to the lake was one of the few times I’d left the house at night in a very long time. Maybe I am smart, but there are things I don’t know about becoming a woman. Erin is only fifteen but in some ways she’s more advanced than I am. Mom is teaching both of us how to grow up.”

“What about weekends?”

“I’m at the agency on Saturday and on Sunday I usually go to see my mother.”

“How’s she doing?”

“Not good, she’s been losing weight. I’m going to have a doctor look at her on Tuesday.”
“So you haven’t been dating at all?”

“No, the guys at school don’t ask me out and I don’t really have time to meet anyone else.”

“Why do you think the guys at school won’t ask you out?”

“Tess says that the jocks won’t ask me out because I’m your sister and the other guys are scared of me or something.”
I laughed. “The real reason is because you’re so smart and so pretty. Except for the smart part, Monique went through the same thing. Guys don’t ask you out because the jocks and the good looking guys all have big egos and they don’t want to risk being turned down by really great looking girls. The regular guys and the nerds don’t think they have a chance so they’re afraid to ask.”

She was embarrassed and was looking at the floor when she said, “I-I’m not that pretty.”

I put my arm around her, pulled her to me and said, “Of course you are, you’re a stone fox. That settles it! I’m going to put an ad in next Sunday’s paper and start to interview guys for you to go out with.”

“So anybody I date has to go through you first, right?”
“Damn right! And I have to go along on the first three dates to find out if the guys are worthy of you.”
She hugged me then she grinned, looked up at me and said, “I love you big brother.”

I hugged her back and said, “I love you too little sister.”

We sat there for a while holding each other and I thought about what I’d said to her. She really is beautiful and I tried to compare her to other beautiful girls in my life.

Monique has a calm, almost too-perfect beauty about her. When she walks into a room everyone looks at her but few people will walk up and talk to her because she seems untouchable. 
Kristen has a dark, sensuous look about her that calls attention to her whether she’s across a room or across the street. I’ve watched people in the audience when she was on the stage. Every guy there would have given his right arm to be with her. 
Amy is different. When she first came to live with us she was cute, but she was thin and undernourished. The change has been dramatic. Now, she radiates health and strength. I think that you might not pick her out in a crowded room but once you did, I believe her face is something you’d never forget. She has a wholesome look about her and a body that’ll stop traffic, but there’s something else. I don’t know how it affects other people, but when I look at her, I sometimes get a little breathless. And a strange thing happens when she looks at me. It’s like she can see what I’m thinking. It would be difficult for me to lie or to try to hide something from her and I know I’d never want to. I’m kind-of glad she isn’t dating someone. I guess I’d be a little jealous.  

Suddenly she made an odd noise and when I looked at her she was sound asleep. The clock showed it was almost two o’clock, so I laid her down and pulled the covers over her. She looked like an angel lying there and I wondered what my life would be like if I hadn’t met her.
I was awfully glad I had. 
Monday morning I hit the snooze button several times before I was able to drag myself out of bed. When I got to the front house everyone had left so I gulped down some cereal and drove to the studio. On the way I called Ms. Devon’s cell phone. She told me to come to sound stage six and when I got there she was sitting at a desk talking with the director. Myrna smiled when I walked up but the director gave me a slow up and down look, like a guy staring at a girl. It made my hair stand on end and for a second I thought about punching him in the mouth. Instead I just said “Hi,” and sat next to Myrna. 
Apparently they’d been arguing and I guess it had something to do with me because the minute I got settled, he said to Myrna, “Look at him, they’d be sensational together.”

Myrna answered, “I-I don’t like it. Besides, you’re over budget already and by the time the writers get through with it, it’ll add two, maybe three more days.”

“Not true! It’s already been written and I’ve even had it staged. Think about it, Myrna. Can you imagine what will happen if we get those two together? They’d be incredible.”

“How do you know, you’ve never seen them work together?”

“I can tell, Myrna. Remember, I’ve been doing this a long time.” 

“But they’re brother and sister!”
“Exactly! And when the press finds out they’ll go crazy! They’ll be in every tabloid in town, the rumors will run wild and it’ll practically guarantee the show will be picked up!”

I broke in with, “Hey! What’s going on here?”

Myrna answered, “He wants you and Erin to do a love scene.”

“What kind of a love scene?”

The director said, “Nothing too sexy, just some long looks and maybe a kiss.”
It only took me a second to think about it. I was sure Erin and I could do it and I said, “No problem.”
Myrna asked, “You and your sister wouldn’t mind kissing each other?”
“Not at all, we know it would only be acting.”

The director asked, “What if I asked you to give her a sexy kiss?”

“We trust each other. If you wanted it to be sexy I’m sure we could do it.”
The director grinned and said, “That’s exactly what Erin said.”

Myrna gave him a cold look and said, “You already talked it over with her?”

“Yes, she said it wouldn’t be a problem.”

“Did you mention it to the twins?”

“Actually it was Rose’s idea. She thought they’d be great together.”

“Neither one has much experience, how will you handle it?”
“You’ve seen Erin work; she takes direction like a pro. As for Pete, you leave that to me.”

“I’d have to talk with their mother about it.”

Just then his pager buzzed. He looked at it then he handed some papers to Myrna and said, “Here’s the scene. Talk to their mother and let me know. I know how I want to do it and if it’s okay I’d like to start setting up right away. I gotta go. We’re shooting the final scene with the twins, do you want to come by and watch?”

“Yes, I want Pete to see it. We’ll be there in a little while.”

He left and I watched Myrna look at him as he walked away. She seemed upset, so I asked, “Are you okay?”

“Yes… it’s just that things are changing.”
“How so?”

She was quiet for a while, then she said, “Remember when I told you that the girls were getting too old to play the kind of parts that made them famous and that this would probably be the last show they would do before they moved on to different things?”

“Yes, I remember.”

“For a long time they carried any show they were in. We had offers from every studio and writers were always pitching us to read their stories and scripts. But as I told you, they’re almost too old to play the sweet faced little pixies they once did and the director knows it. He’s been making Erin more and more important to the show and now he wants to bring you in.”

“What’s the matter with that?”

“He doesn’t think the twins can carry the show any more. He’s so sure of it he even staged this new scene with the two of you in it.”   

I didn’t know what to say so we sat quietly until Myrna stood up and said, “I’m going to the rest room. When I get back we’ll go to the set,” and she left. 

Suddenly, with a loud, “Pete,” (a noise that got dirty looks from some others in the building) Meg ran up to me and said, “You’re not going to believe this. I met with Tammy yesterday and she offered me a job!”

“Really, doing what?”
“She’s going to teach me to run a salon.”

“Fantastic, when do you start?”

“I start next week. For a while I’ll be working at the Beverly Hills salon in the afternoons and evenings. I’ll be able to work with you for the rest of this week and after that, during the day until the show wraps, then I’ll go there full time.”

“You’ll be running the Beverly Hills store?”

“No, she’s going to be opening another salon.”

I grinned, “I’m really happy for you. But how will I get along without you?” 

“You’ll get along fine. You seem to have the magic touch, especially with women.”
“What makes you say that?”

“When I mentioned to Tammy that you’d taken me to La Jolla she raved about you for ten minutes. I think she’s in love with you.”

“I love her too. Everyone in my family does. We’ve been through some serious stuff together and she’s like a sister to me.”
“She didn’t talk like any sister I ever knew.” 

“She and I have a special bond. What’s the matter, are you jealous?”

“Don’t be silly, I just wonder how you manage to be so lucky with women.”

I joked, “I’m not all that lucky. After all, my so-called ‘magic’ didn’t work with you!”
We hadn’t seen anyone come up to us, so we were both startled when a voice said, “Maybe you should have showed her your magic wand, Pete.”
It was Jack Hedden and before I could reply, Meg glared at him and said, “Well, stick around, maybe he’ll show it to you!” Then she turned to me, “When you get done here meet me on the set,” and she walked away.
I thought Jack might be offended but he just smiled and said, “Cohen says you want to talk to me, what’s up?”
“I have a friend that grew up in a show business family. She goes to high school in a small town about an hour from here and when she mentioned the names of some people she’d met, the kids started making fun of her. They all think she’s lying and it’s getting a little out of hand.”

“So? What do you want me to do?”

“There’s a dance on Saturday night. I’d like you to go there and make believe you know her.” 
He looked surprised and said, “You want me to go to a fucking high school dance and pretend I know some little cunt that you’re trying to get it on with?” 

“She’s not some little cunt and I’m not trying to get it on with her, she’s a friend and I want to do her a favor. And the dance isn’t at a high school; it’s a formal dance at a Grange hall. Shall I call Cohen and tell him you won’t do it?”

He shot a look at me then he thought for a minute and asked, “Who’s the show biz family she was part of?”
“Her mother is Vivian James.”

His eyes got big, he cried “Holy shit,” and he started laughing. After a few seconds he said, “I know Vivian James. The first adult movie I ever did was ‘High School Hi Jinks’ and Vivian James played the school teacher. The set was at some big estate somewhere north of here. Come to think of it, she had her kid with her.”
“Her daughter was in the movie?”

“No, she was only 5 or 6 years old. They shot the scenes in the main house and I think the kid was in the barn playing with the horses. 
“How old were you?”

“My buddies and I were only fifteen or sixteen and we all had phony ID’s. They weren’t as careful then as they are today.” He laughed again and added, “The name on my ID was Lance Allott”.
“Did you do a lot of adult films?”

“I did a few. Why, are you interested in doing one?”

“No, but I thought you were uhh…”

“You heard I was gay, right?”
“Uh-huh.”

“Well, I am, but I tried pussy for a while. I did those films before I came out.”

“Aren’t you afraid people will find out?”

“What, that I’m gay?”

“No, that you did adult films.”

“Nahh, it was a long time ago. Plus I had a different name then and thanks to modern medicine, I looked a lot different. What about my being gay, does it bother you?”

“I uhh, really don’t know what being gay is all about.” 

“That’s okay, a lot of people don’t.”

“Does it bother you being gay?”

He laughed out loud this time, and asked, “Does it bother you being straight?”
“I  never think about it.”

“Well, I think about being gay all the time, especially when I see a good-looking guy like you.”

I was getting uncomfortable with the conversation and when he saw it he said, “Okay, enough of this, I’m not going to make a pass at you unless you want me to. Now, we need to talk about a couple other things. First, Cohen tells me I have to do what you want, so I’ll need directions and what time you want me there this weekend.”

“Okay, what’s the other thing?”

“I talked with your agent this morning. When I said I was going to see to you today she asked me to fill you in about some things that are going to be happening in the near future. It’s something we’ve been planning for a while. We’re going to leak a story to the tabloids about Kristen and me, ‘seeing’ each other. I’m going to New York next week and we’ll be seen having dinner, going to parties etc. God knows what they’re going to print, so be ready for anything.”

“Why are you telling me this? Kristen and I aren’t together any more.”

“Well, your agent says that Kristen wanted me to tell you.”
“Uhh okay, I’ll look into it. In the meantime, give me your cell number and I’ll call you about this weekend when I have more information.”

“Call Cohen, he’ll get the message to me.”

“Why not just give me your number?”
He dismissed me with a wave of his hand and said, “I don’t give people my personal number. Don’t worry kid, Cohen will get hold of me.”
His attitude and the way he dismissed me bothered me. 
I used to watch his show. In his Rocketman costume he always looked huge and imposing. He’s well muscled, but he isn’t nearly as big as he looks on television. As a matter of fact he isn’t as big as I am. In any case, I decided I wasn’t going to let him get away with talking down to me, so I stepped close to him, looked down and said, “Cohen said you weren’t going to give me any shit. Give me your cell phone number.”
Instead of getting mad, he chuckled. “Relax Pete, I’m just fucking with you.” He reached in his pocket and handed me his card. “My number is on the back.”
“Why are you trying to tease me?”

Still grinning, he said, “I like you and I wanted to see if you were as feisty as Cohen said you were.”

I was shaking my head in dismay when suddenly I had an idea and I asked, “That ranch where you did those films, where was it?”

“One of the other guys drove. All I remember is that it was outside some little town north of here.”

“Was the name of the town Cantil?”

“Yeah, I think that was it!”

“Was there a long driveway after the front gate?”

“That sounds like the place. Have you been there?”
”Yeah, I met Ms. James there.”

“Did you fuck her?”

“No, I took her daughter there to pick up a set of keys.”

“Too bad, she was a great piece of ass. The first time we met her, she…”

I held up my hand to stop him and asked, “So, are you going to be able to come on Saturday?”

He thought for a minute then he said, “Can I bring Blaster?”
‘Blaster’, whose real name is Justin, is the name of his sidekick on Rocketman. He’s like a junior version of Jack. He’s three inches shorter, thirty pounds lighter and he follows Jack around like Robin does on Batman. Jack is a good-looking guy. He appeals to women of all ages. Justin looks five years younger than Jack and his fans are younger. A couple years ago I remember Erin and her friends referring to him as a ‘cutie pie’. I thought he might appeal to the younger crowd at the dance, so I said, “Sure, no problem.” I told him I’d get in touch with him later in the week and I headed for the set. When I got there the twins and Erin were standing by a doorway talking with the director. I started toward them but someone cried “Places,” so I stepped back and waited while everyone went to their spots. When the director said ‘action’ the twins, pigtails flying, raced toward the door. As the first one went through the one behind looked over her shoulder at Erin and yelled “C’mon” and Erin went running after them. They did it three more times, before the director said, “Print.”

When they were finished the girls came back and when I stepped out of the shadows one of the twins saw me and cried “Hey, the hulk is here,” and they came running over, jumped on me and began tickling me. 
I tried to get them off me without hurting them and we were flailing around when the director yelled, “Knock it off before you ruin your makeup. We have another scene to shoot.”

One of the twins had an arm around my neck and her legs around my waist. The other girl had both legs wrapped around one of my legs. When the director yelled at them the one around my neck dropped off. But the one who had her legs around my leg hesitated for a second then she forced her crotch against me. She held it there until I looked down at her, then, making sure I was watching, she did a ‘bump and grind’ on my leg before she jumped off and ran away giggling. 
I looked over at Myrna and Erin to see if they’d noticed. Erin was grinning and Myrna was frowning. But all she did was shrug her shoulders and say, “Meg had to go to pick up some script changes. Wait for her then meet us at the schoolroom.” 
Myrna and Erin walked away just as Meg showed up. Apparently she had seen what happened. “You gotta be careful of those two. They may look like little kids but they’re not.”

“I know. Myrna has asked me to keep my eye on them and it might be more than I bargained for.”
“You umm, may be right.”

The way she said it led me to believe she had left something out, so I asked, “Why, have you heard something?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Are you really watching out for them?”

“Yeah, I promised Ms. Devon I would.”
“I don’t want to get them in trouble, but there are people around here that like to take advantage of young girls. Some friends of mine passed by their trailer last Thursday they said they heard weird noises.” 

“What kind of noises?”

“They said it sounded like they were having wild sex.”
“Do they know who was in there with them?”

“I asked and they said no. This is a big place and usually nobody pays much attention to what people are doing. But they were making a lot of noise.” 
“Do you think I should mention it to the girls?”

“Yes I do and you should do it before Ms. Devon hears about it.”

“I’ll talk to them.” 
“Okay, but remember they are just young girls. Try to be diplomatic.”

“I will, but I think they should know that people are talking, and if they are having sex I want to know who it’s with and if they’re being careful.”

She raised her eyebrows, “You’re serious about watching out for them aren’t you?”

“Uh huh, I promised Ms. Devon I would.”
She cocked her head and smiled, “If I asked you, would you look out for me?”

“Sure I would, but I think someone else has that job in mind.”

Her smile faded, “I guess you’re right. He called last night and we talked until two this morning.”

“You’re complaining?”

“No, I guess not.”

“You like him, don’t you?”

“Sure I do, it’s just that everything has happened kinda fast.”

“Well, sometimes it does and a girl of your advanced age should take advantage of things before it’s too late.”

That got me a swat on the arm and we headed for the schoolroom.
The schoolroom set looked just like a regular schoolroom; complete with battle-scarred desks and an assortment of notebooks and papers lying around. There were kids sitting at the desks and the director was explaining what the shot was about. The twins were sitting at desks next to each other and Erin was at the desk behind them. 

Meg was explaining to me how nothing was left to chance. That even the places where the kids were seated were dictated by their height, coloring and sometimes even their ethnic mix.
Suddenly I felt my cell phone buzz, so I stepped out of the room and I was about to answer it when I saw Myrna coming toward me with a big smile on her face.
