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Kenneth Hutchinson stared out at the sea of people before him. He’d been told this was a sold-

out show, so it should have come as no surprise to see the arena packed from front to back, floor 

to rafters. Still, no matter how many times he played to sold-out venues, he could never quite 

believe all those people were shelling out their hard-earned dollars to listen to him play the 

piano.  

He took the obligatory bows, blew a kiss to the audience, and made a few expected comments 

about the piece he had just played, about being back in New York...or at least, he hoped it was 

New York. He tried to remember what distinguished the arena in New Jersey from the arena in 

New York, and finally risked uncertainty in the name of touting the glories of “The Big Apple.” 

Fortunately, the crowd applauded and cheered, so he knew he’d guessed right. New Jersey was 

tomorrow night. 

Dressed in white satin pants and a white silk shirt, he felt ridiculous as he returned to the piano. 

If he’d had his way, he’d have been dressed like any other normal classical pianist, but since 

he’d allowed his fiancée to start choosing his stage garb, he’d felt more like Liberace every day. 

Still, the fans seemed to love it, and he was fast becoming a sex symbol all over the world in the 

various combinations of silk, satin and occasionally leather that she would choose to showcase 

his blond good looks. 

He knew he had those—he was tall, slightly over six feet—with long, strong limbs, a well-toned 

physique, blond hair and “sky blue eyes,” according to Vanessa. Well, God love her, even if she 

was a pain in the ass, she had a way with words and a flair for stage costumes. Still, the whole 

rigmarole of turning into a pin-up boy didn’t exactly go with his vision of himself as a serious 

musician. Serious musicians didn’t make nearly as much money as the not-so-serious ones, 

according to Vanessa, and unfortunately, the record company agreed with her.  

The next album was going to feature vocals. His vocals. Even though singing in a studio or in 

front of a crowd made him break out in hives and lose his voice. Yes, instrumental piano was 

fine up to a point, but he was ripe to burst onto the pop scene. After all, according to Vanessa, he 

filled out a pair of satin pants better than Shaun Cassidy.  

What more could you ask for after studying at Julliard? 

He felt the throb in his head again, and that little light-headedness that seemed to follow it. God, 

he was so fucking tired. All night on the bus, all day in rehearsals, sound checks, and then dinner 

with Vanessa, the concert promoter and his wife... That Caesar salad felt as if it was about to 

make a reappearance as he swallowed hard and began playing the intro to “Moonlight Sonata”—

it wasn’t on the roster of selections for the night, but he felt like playing it, and if anyone in the 

crowd didn’t like it, they could find the exit. At that moment, it was the only song that seemed to 

be coming through the fog in his brain clearly.  

When it was over, he rose from the piano bench and strode offstage, feeling a little shaky as he 

grabbed a towel from a member of his crew and headed into the restroom. There, he locked the 

door behind him and leaned heavily against the back of the door. He darted into the nearest stall 

and proceeded to rid himself of dinner, what little he’d eaten of it in the first place.  



“Hey, you okay in there?” A man’s voice startled him as he wiped his mouth with a wad of toilet 

tissue.  

“Yeah, great,” he said sarcastically, irked that he hadn’t noticed one of the other stalls was 

occupied when he’d staggered into the restroom. There was a moment of silence outside the 

stall.  

“You sure you’re okay?” the voice persisted.  

Torn between wanting to kill the son of a bitch who was annoying him when his head was 

swimming and he could barely stand up, and being grateful he wasn’t alone when he felt close to 

passing out, he finally made his way out of the stall to find the source of the voice.  

A dark-haired man a bit shorter than himself stood a few feet away, a look of real concern in 

deep sapphire blue eyes. Feeling ridiculous for noticing such a thing about another man in the 

men’s john, of all places, he couldn’t help but go on to notice the silky dark lashes that framed 

those eyes. The other man looked as if he might be Jewish or Italian, or maybe even Greek. The 

strong features and dark curls were a bit ambiguous, but he found he enjoyed looking at this 

person. And for some reason, he felt at ease around him. 

“Who are you?” he managed, his voice sounding raspy from the vomiting. He moved over to the 

sink and splashed water on his face, looking in the mirror to see that he had only slightly more 

color than his white stage outfit.  

“I’m Dave Starsky, your new head of security. Your manager hired me yesterday, after that crazy 

fan came at you with a knife.” Starsky’s voice held a distinct New York accent. 

“Oh, her. She didn’t want to cut me. She wanted to get close to me.” Ken leaned on the sink with 

both hands. “Those other women wouldn’t move out of the way to let her get close any other 

way, but when they saw the knife, they panicked and parted like the Red Sea. I told Gordon not 

to sweat it.” He closed his eyes, grateful for the support of the sink, because the room was 

spinning now. 

“You don’t look so hot.” The sink was joined in its supportive efforts by two strong hands, one 

on each of his shoulders. “Come on, sit down over here,” Starsky said, guiding him to the lone 

chair that was positioned against the nearby wall. He crouched in front of Ken and looked up 

into his face. “You can’t go back out there like this.” 

“I don’t have a choice. You know how much it would cost to refund the ticket price to 20,000 

people? Or to put on a free make-up show?” 

“You’re gonna pass out under those lights.” A cool hand was on his forehead now, and it felt so 

damn good he found himself leaning into it. “Shit, you’re burning up, and you’re exhausted. 

When’s the last time you got any sleep?” 

“I think it was in the hotel,” Hutch said, concentrating on the wonderful soothing powers of that 

hand, his eyes still closed. “Maybe Miami...it was hot outside, I guess, because the air 



conditioner was on...so yeah, it was Miami.” 

“That was almost a week ago,” Starsky said, sounding outraged, as if days on end with little or 

no solid sleep was something unusual.  

“I’ve got...I have...I can’t...” 

“Yeah, that’s right, Blondie. Whatever you say.” The cool hand stroked back from his forehead 

into his hair, pushing the wayward strands off his face. The nausea was rising again, but there 

was nothing left. “C’mon, ya big lug. I’m gettin’ you outta here.” 

“The concert—” 

“The concert’s over.” 

“Van’s got a party set up.” Ken shook his head, but it only throbbed harder, and a little moan 

escaped him.  

“Then she’ll have somethin’ to do for a while. Sit tight.”  

He thought about getting up and heading for the stage. After all, this guy worked for him, not the 

reverse. He didn’t need to take orders from some brash stranger he met in the john. For all he 

knew, Starsky was a psycho fan masquerading as part of his entourage. He vaguely remembered 

Gordon raving about some ex-cop he’d hired to handle security, but he hadn’t been feeling well 

that morning either, so the conversation had fallen on deaf ears. 

“Okay, we’re all set, pal.” Starsky was back now, and a strong arm was sliding around his waist 

and hoisting him to his feet. 

“Where’re we going? I got a show to finish.” 

“They’re callin’ it right now. You’re comin’ with me.” 

“How do I know you’re not some psycho fan who’s going to take me home and kill me?” Ken 

asked, managing a faint smile. That earned him a snorted laugh as the other man guided him out 

of the restroom and down an oddly quiet hallway. Where the hell were all the hangers-on? 

“If I were gonna kill you, why would I have to haul your big blond ass all the way home? I 

could’a killed ya about six times in the john if I had a mind to.” 

“Can’t argue with that logic.” It was the last conscious thought that went through Ken’s mind 

before everything went black. 

******** 

Softness and warmth. A real bed. The sheets were smooth and soft, not rough and starched like 

the last hotel he’d called home. The mattress didn’t resist his body the way a hotel bed did...it 

yielded gently, supporting and cushioning him as he rested.  



Rest... Dear God, wonderful, blessed rest.  

He could hear someone moving around nearby, but it seemed like too much effort to open his 

eyes and investigate. He still felt warm, like he might be a little feverish, and the lethargy was 

still there.  

A cool cloth touched his forehead. 

“Shh, no need to wake up just yet,” a soft voice told him. “Just need to keep you cooled down. 

Can you take a couple draws on this, buddy?” A straw was prodding his lips, and he opened his 

mouth for it and took a few pulls, feeling the cool water flood his mouth. He swallowed eagerly, 

thirstier than he’d realized. “Yeah, that’s it, drink it up, boy.” When he stopped drinking, the 

straw was withdrawn, and that familiar cool hand replaced the cloth, checking his temperature 

from touch.  

“Where’m I?” he managed. 

“My place. I kidnapped you from the arena. Don’t worry. I talked to Gordon. He’s a little upset 

with me, but he’s also grateful the show was stopped before you keeled over. I told him you 

needed some R’n’R.” 

“Van?” 

“Gordon said she was playing hostess for both of you back at the hotel ballroom at that big fancy 

shindig you had planned.” Starsky paused. “Don’t worry about any’a that now. Just rest.” 

“They’ll want to know where I am,” he said, forcing his eyes open. Starsky was sitting on the 

side of the bed, wearing a deep blue plush bathrobe that matched his eyes. You must be sick, 

Hutchinson. What’s with you and this guy’s eyes? 

“You don’t have another show scheduled for a couple days. Gordon knows you’re in good hands. 

He said he’d handle Vanessa.” 

“Doesn’t make sense,” Ken insisted, forcing himself further into consciousness. “I don’t even 

know you.” 

“Sure you do. I told you—” 

“Yeah, I know, you’re my head of security.” 

“Right. What’s the matter? Don’t you feel secure?” Starsky teased, and Ken found himself 

smiling. 

“What’s wrong with me? How long have I been out?” 

“Just a few hours. I think you’ve got the flu—plus you’re exhausted and probably borderline 

dehydrated, but other than that, you’re in great shape.” There was that edge in the voice again, as 



if Starsky took the whole situation very personally. 

“Yeah, well, it’s been a long tour.” 

“Too fucking long. I looked at your schedule. I almost resigned. Nobody can keep up that pace. 

Shows every night, traveling every day, all’a those parties... Didn’t your lady notice you were 

gettin’ sick?” Starsky was bathing his face again.  

“I have a few food allergies. I threw up a couple times yesterday, but she was convinced it was 

something we ate at the last hotel.” 

“Sure she was. Can’t have you gettin’ sick when there’s a show to do.” 

“There’s a lot of money and manpower involved in—” 

“You know what? Racehorses are treated better than you are. These people just keep whipping 

and whipping you until you drop.” 

“You don’t know what you’re talking about. You’ve been on the job, what, a few hours?” 

“Since yesterday, but I got eyes, Hutchinson. Your schedule’d keep four guys busy. You’re sick 

and nobody cares so long as you get out there and rake in the bucks.” 

“There’s only another month to go, and then I have six weeks off before I start the European leg 

of the tour.” 

“Yeah, six weeks to record a Christmas special for TV and start voice lessons. It’s not enough 

you can play the piano like Beethoven? That’s not makin’ enough money?” 

“Van thought it was a good idea to try crossing over into a more...what’d she call it? Oh, 

yeah...radio friendly type of music. The record company liked the idea...” Ken shrugged, as 

much as he could lying in bed.  

“Drink some more,” Starsky ordered gently, prodding his mouth with the straw again. “Maybe 

Van oughtta try walkin’ a few miles in your shoes.” 

“Starsky, look, I appreciate what you’re doing here, I really do, but—” 

“I’m doin’ my job,” Starsky said simply. The cool cloth was back again. “Gordon hired me to 

protect you.” 

“I don’t think this is what he had in mind.” 

“Maybe not, but I signed up to protect you and keep you in one piece, and that’s what I’m gonna 

do. Right now, that means getting you well and keepin’ you off stage so you don’t get too 

dehydrated and exhausted again.” 

Resigned to quit arguing, since what little strength he had was waning, Ken let himself sink back 



into the softness of the pillows and was about to let his eyes drift shut again when he noticed 

something odd about Starsky’s chest. In the open “V” of the robe, marks in the flesh that 

appeared to be scars were partially visible. One was roundish, another was long and thin, like a 

surgical scar. As if noticing the scrutiny, the other man closed the robe a bit more tightly and 

adjusted the tie, getting up from the bed where he’d been sitting. He picked up the glass, 

ostensibly going to the bathroom to refill it. 

“What happened?” Ken asked softly as Starsky returned, his demeanor much more subdued. 

“I was in the wrong place at the wrong time,” Starsky said cryptically. After a long pause, he 

added, “Now I’m working private security jobs instead of bein’ a cop.” 

“Too much risk of going through all that again?” he prodded, nodding toward Starsky, as if to 

indicate whatever the scars represented. 

“Couldn’t pass the physicals. They were gonna stick me behind a desk, and I’d rather be dead 

than push papers.” 

“Ah,” Hutchinson said, nodding. “I can’t picture what it would be like to get shot,” he said, 

almost thinking aloud more than talking to Starsky. He felt pleasantly fuzzy, tired and relaxed. 

“Don’t try. Trust me, you wouldn’t like it.” Starsky checked his watch. “Hey, you need your 

sleep, Blondie. Quit trying to fight it and doze off, huh?” 

“Why are you doing this? It could’ve gotten you fired.” 

“I wouldn’t have much of a job if the guy I’m guarding drops dead, either. Besides, when I 

talked to Gordon, he was grateful I got you out of there when I did. He said the publicity 

surrounding a collapse on stage wouldn’t work too well with the next phase of marketing you as 

a pin-up boy. I guess pin-up boys aren’t allowed to pass out.” 

“Pin-up boys,” Ken snorted. “I’m thirty-five years old. I’m nobody’s boy.” 

“Go to sleep. You’re not anybody’s anything right now, so you can rest and forget about all’a 

them.” 

“Thanks.” Ken felt himself slipping away, and he didn’t fight it. For all Gordon’s wild 

promotional schemes and his constant collaboration with Vanessa to make Kenneth Hutchinson 

into an even bigger commodity than he already was, he’d at least done one thing right—he 

finally hired one person whose first concern was the commodity himself. 

******** 

Starsky stretched out as much as he could on the couch in the living room. In the dim light that 

spilled through the partially open bathroom door—mainly left on as a courtesy to his guest—he 

could just barely make out Terry’s face in the framed photograph on the shelf. He felt the 

familiar lump rise in his throat and battled valiantly to push it back down again. The pain was 



always going to be there, so he might as well get used to it—and learn to live with it without 

bursting into tears every time he felt blue.  

He distracted himself by thinking about his houseguest—or, more appropriately, his new 

employer. Kenneth Hutchinson wasn’t at all what he’d imagined. He’d had the tall blond figured 

for a stuck-up prick after meeting the stunningly beautiful but completely hollow woman the 

pianist was engaged to, and finding out just how much the guy was worth. At thirty-five, he 

could probably buy and sell the whole block Starsky lived on about five times over and still have 

plenty of disposable cash to toss around.  

Yet the man himself seemed as defeated and unhappy as anyone he’d ever seen, and it appeared 

as if his whole life was controlled and manipulated by the people around him. For all this guy’s 

money, power, charm, charisma and talent, he seemed to have no control over his own fate, and 

no concept of how to take control of it. Or maybe it was more that he had no spirit. Something 

was seriously missing from the musician’s life, though Starsky hadn’t yet figured out what it 

was. Whatever it was, it was the thing that should have put the light and the sparkle in those 

amazing blue eyes.  

******** 

The shout brought Ken up into a sitting position, heart and head pounding in unison. He listened, 

disoriented momentarily by his strange surroundings and unnerved by the sounds of obvious 

distress coming from the other room. Carefully, he swung his legs over the side of the bed, and 

when he was convinced he had the steadiness to stand and walk unassisted, he crept stealthily 

toward the door of the bedroom and peered out through the crack that was open to the living 

room. His host was on the couch, tossing and turning, apparently in the throes of a nightmare. 

Finding he was clad only in his boxers, he glanced back to the bedroom and noticed a red plush 

robe tossed over a chair. He pulled that on and went out to the living room. 

Unsure of how to approach an ex-cop in the middle of a nightmare, he sat on the coffee table 

near the couch and tentatively reached over to touch the other’s shoulder. 

“Starsky. Starsky, you’re having a nightmare. Wake up,” he urged, shaking the shoulder gently. 

Starsky shot up straight, staring at Hutch with startled eyes. “Sorry, but you were having a 

nightmare.” 

“Sorry I woke you.” Starsky rubbed at his eyes. 

“You want to talk about it?” Seeing the surprise on Starsky’s face, he added, “It helps sometimes 

to talk it out. I mean, I know we don’t know each other very well, but you helped me out, and—”  

“It’s the same dream I have every coupl’a nights.” Starsky leaned back against the arm of the 

couch, keeping himself sitting instead of lying down. “About the shooting.” 

“You remember it well?” 

“Oh, yeah, I remember it, all right.”  



“What happened?” Hutchinson persisted, feeling certain that Starsky was as alone in his own 

skin as he often felt in his—despite the presence of his entourage and spending the evenings with 

20,000 of his closest friends. 

“Terry and I...” he paused, smiling a little sadly. “Terry was my fiancée.” He got up and walked 

to the shelf where the picture sat, took it down, brought it back and handed it to Ken before 

sitting on the couch again. Ken moved from the coffee table to the opposite corner of the couch, 

still looking at the photograph of a pretty young woman with wavy brown hair and a beautiful 

smile. 

“Beautiful girl.” He set the photo carefully on the coffee table. 

“Yeah, she was.” Starsky took in a deep breath, staring at the photo. “We went into this party 

store to pick up some wine.” He averted his eyes from the picture and looked at Ken. “See, I 

proposed to her that night, at dinner, and she said yes... So we thought it’d be fun to have a few 

friends over for a little celebration. It was still early, and we decided to stop and get some wine 

and snacks and then go back to my place and call up a few people.” 

“Something happened at the store?” Ken guessed. 

“These two characters came in to hold up the place. Terry and I were the only two customers in 

there, and we weren’t really visible from the door. I knew the shop owner—it was on my beat. I 

was a detective, and I knew a lot of the business people in that area. Anyhow, these idiots 

couldn’t have been more than seventeen or eighteen, but they had guns, and the owner panics, 

and he yells to me to do something...” Starsky shook his head. “I still can’t believe he was that 

damn stupid, but I guess he got scared and panicked. Long and short of it is that he gave away 

the fact I was a cop.” 

“That is pretty stupid. What’d he think you could do when you didn’t even have the element of 

surprise on your side?” 

“Anybody ever tell you you think like a cop?” Starsky asked, smiling. Then his expression 

darkened and he continued. “I knew it was a bad situation, but they were young, and I was 

willing to bet not real experienced, and I thought maybe I could talk ‘em down. I knew I couldn’t 

draw my piece without gettin’ shot for sure, and I didn’t have time to get Terry out of sight. They 

already saw her, but I tried to keep her behind me.” 

“They shot her?” 

“Not then. I showed my ID, tried to say something about them giving it up before somebody got 

hurt and the charges would be worse.” 

“I take it they didn’t listen.” 

“The first guy opened fire on me. I didn’t have time to react, or even go for my gun. He just 

opened fire, firing as fast as he could. I felt the slugs hit me, and I heard Terry scream...” Starsky 

shuddered visibly, reaching up to catch a tear before it escaped. “I didn’t know they hit her until 



I came to in the hospital. I was...in a coma for over a week. She was dead on arrival that night. I 

didn’t...I wasn’t even at her funeral,” Starsky managed, but he was unable to stop the tears that 

came then. “I’m sorry.” 

“It’s okay. No need to apologize.” Moved by the other’s pain, Ken found himself sitting on the 

cushion next to Starsky and putting his arms around the shaking body. Strong arms fastened 

around him in response. “Let it out, buddy. It’s okay. Let it go.” He wondered if Starsky had 

grieved at all yet, if he’d let himself cry like this...or if there was any point in grieving this way 

when it was only the four walls of an empty room hearing you. “I know it hurts. It helps to get it 

all out,” he assured gently, one hand moving up to stroke the dark curls. They were surprisingly 

soft and silky, and wound around his fingers as if they had a life of their own. He wasn’t sure 

why he said what he said next, or why he thought it should have any meaning to a man he met a 

few hours earlier, but he rested his cheek against the dark hair and murmured, “I’m here, I’m 

right here. It’s okay.” 

It seemed like a long time before Starsky was completely quiet, and even after he was, Ken 

continued stroking his hair, patting his back and holding him close. Finally, the body in his arms 

stiffened and pulled away. 

“God, I feel like an idiot,” Starsky berated himself. “It’s been almost a year.” 

“A year’s not long. A lifetime’s not long to get over something like that.” Ken rose and went into 

the kitchen, opening the refrigerator. When he found a beer inside, he took it out and brought it 

back to Starsky. “You want this or water?” 

“Beer’s great, thanks,” Starsky said, smiling faintly. “It happened in California,” he said, taking 

a swallow of the beer. “I moved back out here to be close to family.” There was a derisive snort 

of a laugh. 

“That didn’t work out?” 

“My brother’s in the joint, and Ma remarried about three months ago.” 

“What happened with your brother?” Hutchinson asked, frowning.  

“He sold one too many hot stereos and ended up selling one to an undercover cop. I guess he’s 

not the one with the brains in the family.” Starsky shook his head. “I kept tellin’ him that the 

way he was living was gonna catch up to him. Pop would turn over in his grave seeing one of his 

kids in prison.” 

“Your father was a cop, too?” Ken guessed, and Starsky nodded.  

“Killed in the line of duty over twenty years ago. Ma finished raisin’ us herself. I’m glad she met 

somebody. She’s been alone a long time.” 

“The timing wasn’t so great for you, though, was it?” 



“Yeah, well, you know what they say. You can’t go home again,” Starsky said, smiling slightly. 

“I know I was running away more than I was coming here. I got a job working security at the 

Civic Arena, then when the head guy retired, they gave me that job. I had a solid background, 

and they didn’t wanna do a big search and waste a lot of time interviewing folks. I met Gordon 

yesterday, when he showed up to check on the security arrangements. He offered me the job.” 

Starsky gestured around the sparsely appointed apartment with its somewhat generic furnishings. 

“This isn’t exactly home sweet home, so traveling sounded like a good plan.” 

“Keep on running, huh?” Ken asked, though his tone was sympathetic, not accusatory in the 

least. He was still trying to picture living through something like what Starsky had described, 

and it wasn’t adding up.  

“I guess. So, what’re you running away from?” 

“What?” 

“You know my life story now, Hutchinson. What’s yours?” 

“Oh.” Ken paused, wondering what he could offer that wouldn’t sound either boring or 

pretentious. “I grew up in Minnesota, studied music most of my life. I actually prefer guitar, and 

I like to sing—if I’m alone. Audiences scare the hell out of me when I’m singing,” he admitted, 

chuckling a little. “My mother started me on piano lessons, and one thing led to another. I ended 

up on a scholarship to Julliard.” 

“Wow. Where’d you meet Vanessa?” 

“When I performed in Los Angeles, I met her father—he was the lead cellist in the symphony 

orchestra there. He hosted a party after the concert, and I met Vanessa there. The rest is history.” 

“Love at first sight?” 

“More like infatuation at first glance,” Ken admitted, laughing. “She was so...stunning. She had 

presence, and poise... She was a buyer for a major department store chain before she started 

traveling with me. She has a degree in Art History and has some training in fashion design and 

merchandising, or something like that. She was very successful on her own before hooking up 

with me.” 

“You never said if you love her,” Starsky observed, and the words hit Ken like ice water in the 

face. It was true. He hadn’t said it, because when he thought about Vanessa, he didn’t seem to 

tap into anything deeper than that infatuation he’d felt two years ago when he first saw her. 

“Guess that answers that question,” Starsky concluded after a pregnant pause. 

“Maybe it does,” Ken responded, sighing.  

“Why do you stay with her? It’s not like you can’t find another girl. And it’s not like leaving her 

would break her heart.” 



“Where do you get off saying something like that?” Hutchinson shot back angrily, getting up off 

the couch and starting to pace, though he felt the lingering weakness threaten his stamina. 

Whatever he had, it was getting better but it wasn’t gone. 

“If she loved you, you wouldn’t’a been on that stage tonight. Anybody with eyes could see you 

weren’t up to performing.” 

“That wasn’t Vanessa’s decision.” 

“Did she even try to stop you?” Starsky challenged. 

“She picks out my stage outfits, she doesn’t run my life, Starsky. I decided to go on.” 

“And nobody tried to stop you. Sometimes it takes somebody who cares about you to know 

better than you do about things. You were sick. You didn’t get this sick just bein’ on stage. You 

had to be good and sick before you went on.” 

“Okay, I was sick! So what? What fucking difference does it make?!” Ken shouted back, then 

raised a hand to his head as he felt it start pounding again. 

“Hey, I’m sorry.” Starsky was on his feet and at Ken’s side in a heartbeat, leading him back 

toward the bedroom. “I was outta line. Forget what I said and try to get some rest.” Ken let 

himself be deposited on the bed, and then got in without argument. “Let me tuck you in, you big 

blond beauty.” Starsky grinned at Hutchinson’s surprised expression. “You’re not ready for the 

big leagues yet.” 

Something in the gentle teasing and genuine concern in Starsky’s tone raised a lump in Ken’s 

throat. He couldn’t remember the last time someone had spoken to him that way, and he 

certainly couldn’t reach back far enough in his memory to recall when his abilities on the piano 

hadn’t taken precedence over him as a human being.  

“You gonna be all right?” he asked Starsky. 

“‘Long as you don’t fire me, I’ll be fine,” he quipped, pulling the bedroom door around to the 

frame.  

Fat chance of that, Hutchinson thought affectionately, drifting back off to sleep. 

******** 

Starsky stirred and groaned a little as his body protested a choppy night’s sleep on the couch. He 

could hear movement nearby, the shuffling of dishes, and...singing. It was quiet and light, but 

definitely singing. He opened his eyes and sat up, and from his place on the couch could see that 

Hutchinson was making himself at home in the apartment’s small kitchen, singing softly to 

himself and mixing something in a bowl, pausing intermittently to gulp greedily at a tall glass of 

water.  



“‘Mornin’, Betty Crocker,” Starsky needled, wondering if the international superstar was used to 

his underlings teasing him like a real human being, or if he was usually kept on a pristine ivory 

pedestal. 

“Somebody got up on the wrong side of the couch this morning,” Hutchinson countered, pouring 

the contents of the bowl into a skillet on the stove. 

“You must be feeling better,” Starsky said, getting up and straightening his robe, tying it a bit 

tighter.  

“Still a little weak, but the nausea’s gone. I could eat a horse.” Hutchinson shrugged, working on 

what Starsky now realized was a pan of scrambled eggs. “Can’t remember the last time I was 

this hungry.” 

“Can you remember the last time you got eight hours’ sleep?” 

“Can’t say I do, no,” he agreed, smiling. “Here.” He handed Starsky a glass of orange juice. 

Starsky stared at the large hand holding the glass, imagining the span it would have over the 

piano keyboard. No wonder this guy was so good; he had hands made for music. “I didn’t poison 

it, honest,” he prodded when Starsky continued to simply stare at it. 

“Sorry. Guess I’m still wakin’ up. Gotta get the coffee started. Thanks.” He took the orange juice 

and drank a little. “I would’ve made you breakfast.” 

“Least I could do.”  

“Probably been a while since you made breakfast, huh? Probably got servants to do all that.” 

“Back home, I have a housekeeper and a gardener...oh, yeah, and a driver, though I don’t use 

him much. I mainly have a driver in case I need to go somewhere for an appearance. I don’t ride 

around in a chauffeured limo when I go out on my own time to do something.” 

“I read about your house in one of those ladies’ magazines you get stuck reading in the doctor’s 

office. Sounded pretty spectacular.” 

“It’s a nice piece of property, but it doesn’t feel much like home. More like a big hotel where 

I’m the only guest. Vanessa picked it out and decorated it, and lives there with me.” 

“You don’t sound real excited.” Starsky started the coffee maker, relieved to know his first cup 

of the day was on its way. 

“Haven’t thought much about it, I guess. We’re together so much with her traveling with me...” 

Hutchinson shrugged.  

“I know we sort of talked about it last night, but...do you love her?” Starsky asked, and even 

though he knew he was out of line with the question, he hoped for an honest answer instead of 

the defensiveness he’d gotten the night before. 



“This is going to sound a little bizarre, but I haven’t had time to really think about it.” 

Hutchinson laughed a little bitterly. “I probably did when I proposed, or maybe I just thought I 

did. Now that you ask, and I think about it... I guess I don’t.” 

“Not too late to back out. No ring on your finger—or through your nose—yet.” 

“She’s invested a lot of time and energy in my career, Starsky. I can’t just—” 

“Sure you can. People break up all the time. Besides, I’m willin’ to bet that anything she 

‘invested,’ she got something out of it. I saw those...rocks she was wearing for earrings.” 

“She likes to shop. My accountant pays the bills.” He scraped the finished eggs onto two plates. 

“Make some toast, huh?” 

“Sure.” Starsky pulled out the bread and went about toasting some, while Hutchinson put the 

eggs on the table and finished setting it. Starsky joined him when the toast was finished. 

“I probably should call Gordon pretty soon. He’ll be worried about the show tonight.” 

“You’re not going on.”  

“Like hell I’m not. It’s only in New Jersey. I can still get there in time—” 

“You’re feeling better, but you’re still pale and you’re still weak. You need to get your strength 

back. Goin’ back on the road this fast...it’s just gonna undo all the good that’s been done.” 

“If it’ll make you feel better, I’ll see a doctor before I go on stage.” 

“And abide by his advice?” Starsky added. Hutchinson smiled, as if he knew he’d been trapped.  

“And abide by his advice,” he agreed. 

“And be honest with him about all your symptoms and how sick you were last night?” 

“There’d be precious little point in my going to him if I didn’t plan on doing that.” 

“Just makin’ sure.” Starsky dug into his breakfast. “For a big-shot star, you’re a pretty good 

cook.” 

“My father always said if I went into the music business, I better have some other skills as a 

back-up plan. If this concert tour thing falls through, I can always be a short-order cook.” 

******** 

Starsky wasn’t pleased to drive Kenneth Hutchinson back to the posh hotel where the rest of his 

entourage was waiting, nor was he happy that the still-fatigued musician was actually 

contemplating going onstage that night. However, he preferred to be part of all of it, with his 

own apartment closed up and his bag packed for at least two weeks of non-stop travel as head of 



security. Since his objections weren’t going to stop the other man from returning to his ungodly 

schedule, Starsky was at least going to be as much a part of it as he could.  

And maybe somewhere along the line, he’d figure out why he felt such a connection to this 

virtual stranger, and why he cared so deeply about his welfare. 

Dressed in one of Starsky’s old sweatsuits, an old denim jacket, baseball cap pulled down low, 

Hutchinson sure didn’t attract any approving glances. Actually, the only glances he attracted 

were disdained ones from the hotel staff. Starsky, in his jeans, red shirt and black leather jacket, 

probably didn’t inspire much more confidence. When they approached the desk, Hutchinson 

raised the visor on the baseball cap, and the desk clerk’s whole demeanor changed. 

“Mr. Hutchinson, I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t recognize you.” 

“That’s the plan,” Hutchinson responded, smiling pleasantly. “I need a key to my room, Derek. I 

left without one last night, and my fiancée has them.” 

“Of course, sir. One moment please.” The older man disappeared into a private office behind the 

desk, and a moment later, re-emerged and handed Hutchinson a key. “Will there be anything 

else?” 

“No, thanks, that’s all. We’ll be checking out in the next couple of hours—the whole entourage.” 

“Of course, sir. We’ll do all we can to have things processed as quickly as possible.” 

“Mr. Hansen will be down to handle the paperwork,” Hutchinson said, referring to Gordon. 

With his key in hand, Hutchinson led the way to the elevator, which carried them to the tenth 

floor. Once there, he headed down the hall to the suite and unlocked the door. The two men 

walked into the room, startling Vanessa, who was just checking her make-up in the mirror of her 

compact.  

“Ken!” She rushed over to him and kissed him. “I was so worried about you. Are you all right?” 

she asked intently. Starsky tried to push down the feeling he had that her concern was rooted in 

the income source that paid for the designer clothes she wore, rather than for the man she 

allegedly loved. 

“I’m still a little tired, but I’m feeling better. You’ve met David Starsky,” he said, gesturing at 

Starsky. Vanessa spared him a glance and a smile that looked more like an expression brought 

on by a gas pain.  

“Yes, of course. I understand you spirited Ken away last night.” The statuesque brunette turned 

her attention to Starsky briefly. 

“He was about to collapse. He needed some rest. He’s been needing it for a while now, from the 

looks of things.” 



“Yes, well, it was lucky you were there to help out.” She turned back to Hutchinson, taking a 

hold of his arms. “You are planning on performing tonight, right? Gordon’s been on the phone 

with the promoter all morning—the man was frantic when he heard about last night’s show.” 

“If the doctor says it’s okay, right, Hutchinson?” Starsky spoke up, and Vanessa shot him a 

venomous glare.  

“I thought you were head of security, not the road manager.” 

“He’s right, Van. I’m going to see a doctor, and if he gives me the clearance, I’ll go on. 

Otherwise, we’ll have to cancel the show.” 

“Cancel the Meadowlands? Ken, do you have any idea...? It’s a sold-out show!” she exclaimed, 

throwing her hands in the air. “You can’t just cancel it!” 

“It’s gonna be a real short show if he passes out on stage,” Starsky spoke up. “Even if you don’t 

give a damn about his health, you might as well face facts about the show. Unless he’s healthy 

enough to do it, it ain’t gonna happen anyway.” 

“If you can’t learn to mind your own business and pay attention to your job, you can be fired as 

quickly as you were hired, Mr. Starkey.” Vanessa shook a well-manicured finger in Starsky’s 

direction. Before he could open his mouth to respond, Hutchinson took it out of his hands. 

“His job is looking out for my safety, and he’s doing that. Furthermore, nobody’s firing him. He 

reports directly to me from now on, and he’s not going anywhere. And the name is Starsky.” 

“‘Morning, folks,” Gordon said, entering through the partially open door to the suite. The stout 

older man with the receding gray hair smiled pleasantly, if not a bit nervously. “I heard the 

commotion.” 

“He’s talking about cancelling tonight,” Vanessa snapped, stalking off into the bedroom and 

slamming the door behind her. 

“Cancelling? The Meadowlands?” Gordon looked a tad panicked now. “Did you get bad news at 

the hospital?” 

“Hospital?” Hutchinson frowned. 

“I assumed you got checked out last night—” 

“No, Starsky took me to his place to sleep it off. But today, I’m seeing a doctor. If I get the green 

light, I’ll do the show. If not, we’ll just have to cancel some dates.” 

“That’s bad news, Ken. I figured if you got some sleep, you’d be back on your feet. I didn’t 

realize it was more serious.” 

“Maybe it’s not. Look, this is a big show tonight...” Ken wandered over to the window, staring 



out at the city below. Starsky watched him with the sinking feeling he was about to give in to the 

pressures of the size of the audience and the money involved in the cancellation. 

“If you push yourself now, you’ll just have to cancel more shows when you keel over and end up 

in the hospital,” Starsky stated simply. “If the most important thing here is dollars and cents, one 

show’s a lesser loss than a half dozen of ‘em.” He shot a look at Gordon. At least the man had 

shown the good grace to feign concern for his product. There was something piercingly sad that 

someone Starsky considered so beautiful as a person was regarded so coldly as an investment by 

the people closest to him.  

“I’ll talk to the hotel management, see if they can recommend a good doctor.” Gordon turned to 

leave the room. 

“I can recommend someone,” Starsky spoke up, and Hutchinson turned back from the window, 

looking a bit surprised himself. “I had to get on the books with a doctor after I got out here in 

New York...after the shooting,” he explained to Hutchinson. “He’s a good guy, been in practice a 

long time. I could call him.” 

“Do it,” Hutchinson said. “Thanks, Gordon. I guess we’re all set until I see the doctor.” 

“You better do it soon, because—” 

“I know, Gordon. We’re already late leaving.” 

“Right,” Gordon said, exiting the room. Starsky moved to the phone.  

“I better go talk to her,” Hutchinson said, gesturing toward the bedroom. 

“Whatever,” Starsky mumbled, dialing the number.  

“She’s upset. She’ll settle down—” 

“That’s your business, Hutchinson, not mine.” Starsky didn’t want to talk any more about the 

shallow vixen his employer called fiancée. He didn’t like Vanessa, and more than that, 

something about her sparked something inside of him—his old cop instincts. There was more to 

her than just a pretty face, but what lay beneath was not nearly so attractive.  

******** 

“Well, you’re gonna live,” Dr. Wilson announced. Nearing retirement age, the gray-haired man 

had a relaxed, friendly demeanor about him. He seemed totally unimpressed that he had been 

called to the most expensive suite in a five-star hotel for the purpose of examining a world-

famous musician for fitness to perform a sold-out concert. Ken took great comfort in that. 

“That’s the good news, right?” he asked. 

“Right. The bad news is that I wouldn’t put good odds on that if you keep pushing yourself like 



you’ve been doing. The headaches, the vomiting, the fatigue... I’d really like to see you admitted 

to the hospital for tests, because we can’t rule out another cause besides exhaustion. At the very 

least, your system is run down, and if you keep pushing yourself now, you’ll wind up in the 

hospital.” 

“So doing the concert tonight isn’t a good idea?” 

“I can’t guarantee that you’ll pass out if you do it, or that it’ll do any permanent damage to your 

health, but I would strongly advise against it. Men younger than you have had heart attacks with 

lesser provocation. Your blood pressure’s elevated, your reflexes are sluggish... You’re pushing 

yourself too hard. My advice would be to cancel everything for the next week or so and go home 

and see your own doctor. Have some blood work done, get a complete physical, make sure it’s 

just fatigue. Get plenty of bed rest and try to relax. That’ll be good for whatever it is that’s ailing 

you.” 

“I’ve got four shows coming up this week. If I cancel that—” 

“It’ll cost you some serious money—you mentioned that already,” the doctor said, his voice 

gently reproachful. “Get dressed. We’re all set here.” 

“You think it’s really imperative that I—?” 

“I don’t know what’s really wrong with you, Ken,” Dr. Wilson said bluntly. “Your symptoms 

could be everything from simple exhaustion to the flu to the precursors of a heart attack. Without 

further testing, I just don’t know. What I do know is that no matter which one of those is the 

cause, doing a two-hour concert under hot stage lights and traveling halfway across the country 

in a bus aren’t going to do you any good.” 

“I guess that’s it then. Thanks, Doctor.” 

“You’re welcome. Take care of yourself. There’ll be lots of other concerts, but you’ve only got 

one life. Don’t blow it for the sake of a few thousand bucks.” 

The doctor left the bedroom of the hotel suite, and Ken sat there a moment, wondering how he 

was going to break the news to Gordon and Vanessa that not only was tonight cancelled, but 

everything else for the next week—at least. Beyond that, the doctor’s words rang loudly in his 

ears—precursors of a heart attack.  

“Hey.” A soft knock preceded Starsky’s voice as the now-familiar face poked through the door, 

which he opened just a crack. 

“Come in.” Hutchinson waited while the door closed and Starsky moved closer to where he sat 

on the bed, buttoning his shirt.  

“Well?” 

“He says I should cancel everything for a week and go home and see my doctor.” 



“What’s wrong?” Starsky sat on the bed himself now, concern plain on his face. Ken had to 

smile in spite of himself, and in spite of his own worries. Starsky was worried about him. Not 

about the shows, not about his own new job and how a sickly performer might not need a head of 

security...Starsky was worried about him. 

“He doesn’t know. Said it could be just fatigue or the flu...” 

“Or?” Starsky prodded. 

“He figures it’s nothing serious, but he...he was mentioning...heart attack symptoms.” 

“But that’s just one possibility, right?” 

“Right.” 

“Hey.” Starsky waited until Ken looked up and met his eyes. “Doctors are always kind of 

alarmists, y’know. They always have to think about the worst, just in case.” 

“I know. Probably nothing some bed rest won’t cure.” 

“Right,” Starsky agreed, smiling. “You finish gettin’ dressed, and I’ll go drop the bomb.” 

“I should tell them,” Ken said, referring to Vanessa and Gordon, who were waiting outside in the 

sitting room.  

“The relaxation part starts now. I’ll tell ‘em, and they can yell at me.” Starsky stood up and 

patted Ken’s shoulder.  

“Starsky, this is going to mean thousands of dollars, and all those cancelled shows—” 

“Hold it.” Starsky crouched in front of him, not unlike he had the night before, when Ken had 

been slumped in the chair, too weak to even stand unassisted. “Everything’s gonna be okay. You 

can afford to lose a little money, and your health is more important.” 

“I’m letting everybody down,” Ken said tiredly, feeling his voice shake, his emotions oddly close 

to the surface. It had to be exhaustion. He felt like crying over this, and bursting into tears was 

hardly a sane reaction.  

“No, you’re not. Everybody in this entourage, including me, has a job because’a you. Nobody’s 

bein’ let down here. Do you think any of those fans who love you and buy your records would 

wanna think you were damaging your health just to do a show? That they wouldn’t come back 

another time rather than have you hurt yourself like that?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I feel like things are...out of control...” 

“They are, but that stops now. First things first. We get things cancelled and then get you 

somewhere you can rest. Let me get Gordon started on things, okay?” 



“I can’t cancel all these shows, Starsky. I just—” 

“Yes, you can. Look at me.” Starsky waited until Ken gave up and met his eyes. “Everything’s 

gonna be okay. You just need to get some rest. Okay?” 

“Okay,” he agreed, still unconvinced. He knew he should be the one to tell Gordon and Vanessa; 

he knew Vanessa would be flying into the bedroom moments later anyway, enraged and ranting 

about all that was being lost and compromised. He knew the peace that followed the soft click of 

Starsky closing the bedroom door would be short-lived. Nonetheless, he gave in to his body’s 

demands and stretched out on the bedspread, letting the fatigue claim him. 

******** 

“Rise and shine. Time to get some presentable clothes on you,” Starsky’s voice cut through the 

stupor he’d slipped into while lying on the bed. 

“Where’s Van?” Hutchinson asked, pushing up to sit. 

“Venting her rage on the bellboys, I think. She’s supervising getting the entourage ready to go 

while Gordon handles the phone calls. I volunteered to babysit.” Starsky grinned, and despite 

Hutchinson’s momentary bristling at the other man’s choice of words, he had to smile back. 

“Yeah, well, take a good look at me, because I won’t look the same after Van claws my eyes 

out.” He got up and started undressing, shedding the ratty suit of sweats Starsky had loaned him 

to smuggle him back into the hotel. It struck him that as wealthy as he’d become, this was his 

first experience at having a valet. Starsky was busily rifling through the luggage that had already 

been packed for departure, retrieving dark jeans, a navy blue turtleneck and a brown leather 

jacket.  

“How’d you know I was cold?” Ken asked. 

“You were shivering a little when I came in to wake you.”  

“Thanks for the loan,” Ken said, tossing the old sweats on the bed as he reached for his own 

clothes.  

“Not exactly top of the line, but I don’t think my jeans’d be long enough for ya.” Starsky stuffed 

the sweats into a nearby open travel bag.  

“How’d they take it?” Ken finally asked. 

“Gordon looked like his dog just died, but he was pretty calm about it. Vanessa flew around the 

room a few times like a balloon somebody just let the air out of, but Gordon corralled her and 

turned her on the poor hotel staff to start getting everyone’s bags on the buses.” 

“Starsky?” 



“Yeah?” Starsky leaned his butt against the dresser now, satisfied he’d moved all of Ken’s bags 

into a neat formation near the door, ready for one of the bellhops to pick up. 

“Thanks. None of this stuff was exactly in your job description.” Ken smiled a little uneasily, but 

he could feel himself blushing. 

“Yeah, well, uh...talkin’ me through things last night wasn’t really part’a yours either.” Starsky 

seemed to have developed quite an interest in the pattern of the carpeting, carefully avoiding eye 

contact. 

“I know you didn’t sign up to sit around the house, but I’m hoping you’re going to come back to 

LA with us. God knows there are enough guest rooms, and maybe we could talk about some 

plans for the rest of the tour, when I’m back on my feet again.” 

“I wasn’t sure you’d be wanting my services when you weren’t on the road.” 

“Is LA where you lived before?” Ken asked, combing his hair and adding a little dash of 

cologne. 

“Close. Bay City.” 

“You mind going back?” 

“Nah. I didn’t really leave Bay City to get away from anything. I came out here to be near 

family, like I said, but things didn’t work out so great.” Starsky sighed. “I didn’t expect leaving 

California would make me forget or anything. So goin’ back won’t make me remember any 

more than I already do.” 

“Good. I didn’t want to put you on the spot.” Ken gathered what few of his personal effects had 

been on the dresser and dumped them into the shaving kit, which he then tossed in the travel bag 

and zipped it. 

“You look like you’re feelin’ better,” Starsky observed, following Ken into the sitting room. 

“I still feel tired, but better than I did. When I dozed off there earlier...I felt like I couldn’t... 

handle anything. It was an odd feeling. It went beyond just being tired.” 

“Am I gonna need a plane ticket?” Starsky asked, suddenly wondering how he was going to get 

to California on such a spur of the moment invitation. 

“Gordon’s chartering a plane. There’ll be plenty of room.” 

“How do you know he’s chartering a plane?” 

“He always does when we have to make a quick trip across country. Believe me, it’s easier than 

dealing with commercial flights with a group this size.” 

“I guess.” 



“I better go find Van and have a talk with her. Excuse me,” Ken said, smiling politely as he 

exited the room, leaving Starsky to ponder why a man with so much wealth and power seemed 

so powerless when it came to his own life. 

******** 

Whatever transpired between Hutchinson and his girlfriend back at the hotel had apparently not 

completely assuaged her. She was sitting in one of the generous bucket seats of the chartered jet, 

reading Vogue magazine, her long legs crossed, one foot swinging a bit, as if she were barely 

containing her anger. Her attractive features were clouded, and she barely spared her fiancé a 

glance, let alone a word. The situation didn’t appear to bother Hutchinson too much; he was 

reclined in his seat, dead to the world. Starsky, for his part, sat close by, as if keeping a watch 

over the sleeping musician. He was the recipient of more than one glance over the top of 

Vanessa’s magazine, though her expression was a bit unreadable. It wasn’t as hostile as he’d 

expected, but it was certainly not friendly or open to conversation.  

The cabin of the jet was more like a well-appointed living room than an airplane, and Starsky 

had to admit, if only to himself, he was pleasantly surprised not to be strapped into a too-small 

seat of a puddle jumper, gripping the armrests in abject terror. That was the image “charter a 

plane” had conjured in his mind. The Kenneth Hutchinson entourage obviously traveled in style, 

and this degree of luxury was nothing out of the ordinary for them. For his part, he did his best 

not to look too impressed.  

Frustrated with staring into space and not terribly excited about staring out the window, Starsky 

finally found a magazine to distract him for a while, though he found his thoughts most often 

wandering away from the article to his new employer, or to the beautiful but icy Vanessa, or to 

the puzzle of Ken Hutchinson’s life.  

“I’d offer a penny but it looks like at least a dollar’s worth,” a drowsy voice said next to him. 

Starsky turned to look at Hutchinson, who was watching him with somewhat droopy eyes.  

“Nothing that interesting. How’re you doin’?” he asked, noticing out of the corner of his eye that 

the exchange now had Vanessa’s attention.  

“Feel like I could sleep for a week,” Ken responded through a yawn. 

“Don’t fight it, pal. You need the rest.” Starsky reached over and patted the other man’s arm, the 

gesture seeming natural. He felt Vanessa’s eyes on him, and he looked over to meet them.  

“I didn’t realize your job included home security as well, Mr. Starsky,” she said, forcing a smile 

and a politeness into her tone that was obviously superficial. 

“I asked him to come with us so we could discuss some of the security concerns for the tour 

when it resumes,” Hutchinson explained calmly.  

“If it resumes,” she muttered.  



“No need to be so dismal, honey. This is just a temporary setback.” 

“You know I hate it when you call me that. Makes me feel like...June Cleaver.” She tossed her 

magazine aside and went to the wet bar to make herself a drink.  

“Sorry, Van. Maybe you should wait—” 

“Oh, Ken, please! Don’t tell me you’re going to lecture me about the proper time of day to have 

a drink! I think the occasion calls for it.” She prepared a martini for herself and returned to her 

seat. “How much longer are we going to be stuck in here?” she asked Gordon, as he returned 

from a visit to the cockpit. 

“About an hour. So, Mr. Starsky, quite an introduction to your new job, huh?” Gordon remarked 

cheerfully. “Well, we’ll have the gears grinding again soon enough.” 

“I think I can make myself useful on or off the tour circuit,” Starsky responded. “There are a lot 

of security concerns surrounding a celebrity both at home and on the road. Hopefully I can make 

some suggestions for tightening up the security around the estate as well.” 

“We’ve never had a problem at the house, and I certainly don’t want to turn it into a well-

appointed prison,” Vanessa spoke up. “Frankly, Mr. Starsky, I really don’t see the need for you 

to accompany us back to California.” 

“I asked him to,” Hutchinson said simply. Though he usually let Vanessa have her way, or have 

the last word, something in his tone indicated this point was not up for discussion.  

“Well, since you’re going to be with us permanently now, apparently, why don’t you tell us 

about yourself?” Vanessa began. “Gordon hired you, so he knows all he needs to know, but I 

barely know you at all. Gordon mentioned you were a police officer?” 

“That’s right. I was a beat cop for a few years and then a homicide detective for several years 

before I was injured in a shooting incident. I wasn’t cleared for active duty after that, so I 

decided to pursue a career in private security work. I was in charge of security at the arena where 

Gordon hired me yesterday.” 

“You certainly didn’t give them much notice of your departure, did you?” Vanessa laughed 

softly and shook her head. “Apparently this was a better offer.” 

“It was, but there was a guy I worked with very closely at the arena who knew the ropes, and 

probably will get promoted into my job. They were in good hands with him, and the concert last 

night was the last big event there for a few weeks, actually.” Starsky inclined his head toward 

Gordon. “Gordon said you folks needed someone on the job right away, and my boss was pretty 

understanding about it.” 

“I still don’t know what all the fuss is about. Some silly woman with a knife who never even got 

near Ken. Hotel security took care of her.” 



“It just pointed out some holes in our procedures, Vanessa. I figured Dave here could help us 

plug up a few of those holes,” Gordon explained. 

“What about you, Vanessa?” Starsky turned the tables on his inquisitor. “I know almost nothing 

about you, and you seem like quite a fascinating lady,” he added, smiling charmingly at her. 

With a toss of thick chestnut curls, she smiled back. 

“What would you like to know?” she asked, her tone almost coy, her voice definitely a tad lower 

than before.  

“Whatever you’re willing to tell,” Starsky flirted back. Hutchinson, for his part, was watching 

the exchange with some interest now. 

“I was a buyer for Whitley-Ramsey Department Stores—you’ve heard of them?” she asked 

Starsky, who nodded. 

“I understand they make Macy’s look like K-Mart,” he responded, and Vanessa actually 

chuckled a bit at that, seeming pleased that he was adequately in awe of her background. 

“They are rather upscale,” she said, still smiling. “I worked mainly for their fashion department, 

choosing clothing lines and designing displays.” 

“Ken mentioned you had a degree in Art History. Any interest in going into your field?” 

“My field would amount to dusty museum work. No, I’m afraid not. I prefer 

more...contemporary settings. The background does come in handy at times.” 

“Yeah, for picking out overpriced paintings,” Ken grumbled. 

“You can’t have a home like a palace and hang...old posters on the walls. Of course, you have to 

invest in some decent art.” 

“Maybe we can sell a couple paintings and cancel the rest of the tour,” Ken suggested, his 

expression dark. He was baiting Vanessa now, and it amused Starsky just a bit. Despite his 

deceptively mild demeanor, it was obvious Hutchinson had an acid tongue held in check just 

beneath the surface.  

“Oh, Ken, honestly,” Vanessa dismissed, looking vexed. “If you were as big a boor as you like to 

pretend you are, you’d be one of the Beverly Hillbillies.” 

“You’ll have to have Van give you the tour of the art collection. Makes me feel like I’m living in 

the damn Louvre.” 

“I’d like to see it. I admit my appreciation of it probably isn’t a match for an art expert, but I do 

enjoy art—provided I have a lovely and charming tour guide.” 

“I’d be glad to show you the collection. Perhaps someone besides me will appreciate it.” 



******** 

Having marginally de-clawed Vanessa on the plane, Starsky didn’t feel nearly as uneasy during 

the limousine ride to the estate. While it was apparent the tension between the musician and his 

fiancée was thick enough to cut with a knife, at least the animosity Starsky had sensed aimed in 

his direction seemed to have cooled a bit. Haughty twits like Vanessa thrived on putting other 

people down. Starsky had long ago learned that the easiest way around people like that was to 

play up to their sense of superiority and let them have the upper hand—or at least, the illusory, 

superficial upper hand they seemed to need so badly. She’d most likely surmised that he was a 

career cop without an Ivy League college in his past, and without people of means in his family 

tree. Before she could begin a campaign of putting him in his place as a servant of sorts, he’d 

opted to feed her ego and save them both the unpleasantness. 

More than that, he strongly felt the last thing Hutchinson needed was more discord in his life. 

“Home sweet home,” Vanessa announced, and Starsky wasn’t sure if she was genuinely glad to 

be approaching the house or not. The limo stopped before a set of black iron gates—on one gate, 

an elaborate and ornate “V” was part of the design, and on the second, an equally flamboyant 

“K.”  

“This way, we know which one is ours,” Hutchinson quipped, smiling knowingly at Starsky as 

Vanessa omitted the obligatory gasp of disdain at his boorish humor.  

The long driveway wound back among the trees for some distance before reaching the front of a 

sprawling, ornate white stucco house with arched windows and a red tile roof. In front of the 

massive hacienda was a large stone fountain around which the drive circled.  

“This house has quite a fascinating history, Mr. Starsky. We’ll have to fill you in on all the 

details at dinner,” Vanessa said, seeming almost cheerful at having a new houseguest in her 

clutches who hadn’t heard the whole story many times over. 

“Just don’t tell me if someone killed himself in my bedroom,” Starsky responded, and 

Hutchinson laughed. It was a sound Starsky had heard very little of, but he liked it. He wanted to 

hear it more often.  

Ken, Vanessa, Starsky and Gordon got out of the limousine and made their way to the front door, 

where a uniformed maid greeted them, stepping aside for them to enter. The stout Hispanic 

woman brightened when she saw Ken. 

“Como esta, Senor?” she asked, smiling, her eyes showing real concern. 

“Un poco cansado, pero bien, gracias, Ana,” he replied, returning the smile.  

“We should be ready for dinner about seven, Ana. Please ask Jacques to cook something simple. 

Mr. Hutchinson has been a bit under the weather and we don’t want anything too spicy. It will be 

just the four of us tonight.” 



“Of course, Ms. Reardon,” Ana responded, her smile fading considerably. “Mr. Starsky, may I 

show you to your room?” 

“Please,” Starsky responded.  

“You will be staying the night, Mr. Hansen?” Ana addressed Gordon, who shook his head.  

“No, thank you, Ana. I’ll be heading home after dinner.” 

“Right this way, sir,” Ana said to Starsky, leading the way up the stairs while the other three 

moved across the foyer in the opposite direction, most likely toward the living room.  

“Have you worked for Mr. Hutchinson a long time?” Starsky asked, following her up the ornate 

winding staircase with its rich red carpeting and black wrought iron banister. There were a 

number of paintings gracing the textured white walls, and Starsky imagined each one had set the 

master of the house back more than a few bucks. 

“Four years, since he became a big star,” she said, almost bursting with pride in her employer. 

“He is a good man. Not like some of those show business people who take the drugs and drink 

and do all sorts of things.” 

“He seems like a great guy. I’m glad to be working for him,” Starsky agreed.  

“Your suite, sir,” Ana said, pushing open a dark wood, arched door to reveal a richly furnished 

room that looked to be about the size of Starsky’s whole apartment. A huge four-poster bed 

made of heavy dark wood was adorned with a rich tapestry bedspread, more expensive paintings 

graced the walls, a large dresser and wardrobe completed the bedroom set while a grouping of 

black leather furniture and a coffee table occupied the other half of the large open room. There 

was a fireplace near the grouping of leather furniture, and a set of glass doors that led out to a 

balcony. The doors were framed with burgundy velvet drapes, held back by heavy, ornate gold 

hardware. “The bathroom is right through that door. Donald will be up with your luggage very 

soon.” 

“Quite a room,” Starsky commented. “Beautiful house.” 

“Can I get you anything?” 

“No, thank you, Ana. I think I’ll just join the others downstairs in a few minutes.” 

“Of course. If you need anything, you can push that intercom button on the telephone, and it will 

ring in the kitchen.” 

“Oh. Okay. Thanks.” Starsky watched as she nodded and left the room, pulling the door closed 

softly behind her. Wandering over to the glass doors, he looked out at the grounds behind the 

house. The garden was breathtaking from this view, as was the huge, kidney-shaped swimming 

pool behind the house. Guess I should’a taken piano lessons when I was a kid, Starsky thought, 

snorting a little laugh. There was a soft knock on the partially open door. 



“You can just leave the bags there. I’ll unpack myself,” he said. 

“Good, because I’m not doing it for you.” Hutchinson’s voice startled him, and he turned around.  

“Sorry. I thought you were Donald with the luggage,” he apologized, smiling.  

“Quite a place, huh?” The other man sat on the foot of the bed. 

“Yeah, it’s really something,” Starsky agreed. It was an impressive place to tour, but he wouldn’t 

personally care to live here. He was stunned by his host’s next words. 

“I hate this place.” 

“It’s a beautiful house—” 

“It’s pretentious, overdone and depressing. Everywhere you look, there’s something dark and 

heavy and velvet. Oh, well, give it another six months and Van’ll rip everything out and start 

over.” 

“What was it like before she re-did it this time?” 

“All white and lots of plants. It was almost...tropical,” Hutchinson said, his voice holding a trace 

of fondness.  

“You liked it then?” Starsky sat on the foot of the large bed also. 

“Yeah, that’s the main reason I went along with buying this place. It was uplifting, light.” He 

sighed. “Needless to say, it didn’t last when Van actually moved in and decided it had to be 

completely redone.” 

“Can I ask you a question?” 

“Sure.” 

“It’s way outta line.” 

“Okay.” 

“Why do you stay with her?” 

“It’s complicated, Starsky. Besides, you keep asking me about it and apparently my answers 

don’t satisfy you.” 

“I know it’s none of my business. But you’re both...you don’t seem to get along, and you don’t 

seem to...like each other too much.” 

“The main reason I came up was to let you know that if you need anything, you can feel free to 

buy it while you’re here. I’ll reimburse you—just save your receipts. I know you were packed for 



a couple weeks on the road, not this trip, so if you’re missing anything you need, just get it and 

give Gordon the bills. He’ll add it to your pay.” 

“Thanks. I think I’ve got everything I need—except maybe a good suit for dinner. I’m probably 

gonna show up looking like the gardener,” Starsky said, chortling a little nervously. Truth be 

told, he was a little unnerved by his surroundings. Despite his determination not to let Vanessa’s 

snootiness get to him, he was feeling a bit like Cinderella at the ball, only he was still wearing 

rags and carrying a pumpkin. 

“We don’t dress for dinner here—at least not unless we’re entertaining.” 

“Oh.” Now he felt a bit clumsier than before, obviously having shown his totally clichéd and 

apparently inaccurate view of how rich people lived day to day. He had visions of them in suits 

and formals, eating dinner by candlelight at long ornate tables every night. Still, he would lay 

odds on the long ornate table, even if all his other assumptions proved to be wrong. 

Hutchinson got up then and moved toward the door, then stopped, his back still to Starsky. 

“Van had a miscarriage about six months ago,” he said quietly. 

“I’m sorry,” Starsky responded, not knowing what else to say. He waited until the other man 

turned around to face him.  

“Things weren’t great between us then, and I was on the verge of breaking it off. After that 

happened, I...well, I just couldn’t do it.” 

“A miscarriage doesn’t fix a relationship,” Starsky ventured, even though he knew he was 

probably pushing it.  

“No, you’re right about that. But the thing is, something went wrong, and...” He paused, running 

a hand over his face, which was looking tired and drawn again. “She can’t have any more 

children, Starsky. There were complications, and...I’d feel like I was discarding her. Like I used 

her up and tossed her out. She quit her job to tour with me, and now she can’t have children 

because of me—” 

“Whoa, whoa, hang on a minute. Her not being able to have children has nothing to do with you. 

If she had a miscarriage and can’t have more kids, that would’ve happened with somebody else, 

too. What did the doctor say? I mean, come on, Hutchinson, it’s not like you planted some sort 

of bad seed in her that did that to her. It’s sad and it’s awful, but it’s not your fault.” Starsky 

paused. “Is that what she’s tryin’ to sell you? That it is your fault?” 

“Not in so many words, but I know she blames me. The point is, there’s too much between us for 

me to just show her the door.” 

“Vanessa’s a knock-out. She’d have another job and another guy in a heartbeat, and you know 

it.” 



“She can’t have children, Starsky. Because she miscarried my child.” 

“Would that matter to you if you really fell in love with somebody? That they couldn’t have 

kids? I would’a loved Terry no matter what she could or couldn’t do. If Vanessa wants to get 

married and have a family, she’ll find another guy and adopt. You don’t owe her the rest of your 

life. Neither one’a you is happy like this.” 

“I don’t know why I’m talking to you about this. It’s none of your business.” 

“No, you’re right, it’s not. I’m just the security guy around here.” 

“That’s not how I meant it.” 

“I’ve never been good at keeping my mouth shut with my opinion, so if you’re gonna get worked 

up over that, you might as well fire me now.” 

“Sometimes I get up in the morning and wonder how my life got so fucked up,” Hutchinson said 

bluntly. “I grew up on a ranch in Minnesota. It was spectacular. My dad raised thoroughbreds, 

and I love to ride. The grounds were incredible...” He was smiling slightly at the memory. “I 

wish to God my mother had never made me take those goddamn piano lessons.” 

“So buy yourself a ranch and raise horses. You could probably retire on what you’ve already 

got.” 

“Do you know what the mortgage is on this place? How much is invested in just the paintings 

alone? Shit, Starsky, I’ll have to tour until I die just to pay for all this. I’m so far in debt now that 

cancelling these dates is just about gonna put me under. It’s only the name and the promise of 

big record sales next year that’ll keep the creditors off my back.” 

“Vanessa?” 

“She was so depressed after the miscarriage that I went along with buying this place. It was 

like...showing her we were having a new beginning, together, and that what happened hadn’t 

changed things between us—that I still wanted a life with her. Then she started re-doing every 

square inch of it, and everything was top of the line. I didn’t know that the credit cards she was 

using in my name were all run up to their limits. I didn’t know how much money she was 

throwing around until I had about two weeks off the road a few months ago, and started really 

going over the bills.” 

“So sell this...museum and get something you can afford. What you can afford would look like 

the Taj Mahal to most people.” 

“I already told Van the house has to go. That’s why she’s in such a snit right now. I’m not going 

bankrupt over it. Of course, her solution was to put me in those ridiculous stage outfits and talk 

the record company into marketing me like the next Shaun Cassidy. She doesn’t care if it makes 

me look like an idiot at thirty-five to be trying my hand at being a teen idol.” 



“Oh, I don’t know. Don’t you think you could still look dignified and sing ‘Da Do Ron Ron’ at 

the same time?” Starsky grinned, and Hutchinson caught his eye, then laughed. 

“If I could, it’d be a real accomplishment.” 

“I know it’s none’a my business, and I don’t really agree with you giving up your whole life just 

because of what happened, but I think it’s really...noble the way you stuck with Vanessa.” 

“I don’t know how noble it is, but it seemed like the right thing to do.” Hutchinson headed for 

the door, a certain determination in his stride this time, as if he were truly resolved to leave. 

“Starsky—don’t let on to Van that you know about any of this, okay? She’s really touchy about 

it, doesn’t want anybody to know.” 

“Sure.” 

“I’m going to lie down for a while. My stomach’s not feeling so great. There’s a library down the 

hall, if you get bored. Dinner’ll be served around seven.” 

“Yeah, okay.” Starsky paused. “What’s wrong with your stomach?” 

“I just feel nauseous. I had a beer and some cheese and crackers, but maybe I didn’t have enough 

to eat or something, and the alcohol is upsetting my stomach. I don’t know.” 

“Where’s your room in this vast maze, anyway?” Starsky noticed Hutchinson’s puzzled 

expression. “I’m your head of security. I oughtta at least know where you sleep, don’t you 

think?” 

“Oh, yeah, right,” Hutchinson responded, smiling slightly. “Right this way.” He led the way 

down the hall two doors and pushed a door open stepping aside. Starsky walked in, smiling at 

the refreshing difference in the decor. Everything was in shades of white, cream and tan, with 

plants everywhere. “My sanctuary,” he said, chuckling. “Van’s room is right across the hall.” 

“That’s handy,” Starsky said, trying to sound light-hearted. Knowing the relationship was based 

on guilt and greed, respectively, it was hard to feel cheerful about it. 

“She doesn’t ever want to sleep in here, so I have to go over there when I’m granted an audience 

with her ladyship,” Ken said, though his tone stayed fairly jovial. “She says it’s like visiting the 

jungle.” 

“You keep all the refugees from the great plant massacre in here?” Starsky said, checking out the 

long, glossy leaves on a giant corn plant that was nearly as tall as he was. 

“As many as I could safely house without getting lost in here myself.” His expression changed, 

and he laid a hand on his stomach. “I think I better lie down a while.” 

“It’s only four. Why don’t you get in bed and sleep a few hours? Maybe you’ll feel better in time 

for dinner.” 



“God, it hurts.” He sat down heavily on the beige quilted bedspread, one arm over his stomach. 

“I’m gonna be sick,” he croaked, as Starsky lunged for the nearest wastebasket and stuck it under 

Hutchinson’s chin just in the nick of time.  

“Easy, easy,” Starsky soothed, rubbing the other man’s back as the last heaves wracked his body. 

“That’s it, take it easy.” He set the wastebasket aside and eased Ken back on the bed, moving 

down to slip his shoes off and lift the long legs up so he was lying flat. Immediately, the long 

form moved on its side and curled inward. A moan escaped slightly parted lips. Starsky grabbed 

onto one of the large hands and felt it wrap around his with a frightening tightness. With his free 

hand, he picked up the phone on the nightstand and dialed the operator, putting out the call for 

an ambulance. The very fact that Hutchinson raised no objections told Starsky how ill he really 

was.  

“Feels like...my stomach’s...turning inside out.” 

“I know, buddy. Everything’s gonna be okay.” Starsky stroked the tall forehead, pushing a few 

clinging strands of hair off the sweat-dampened face. “Shhh. Try to relax. Help’s on the way.” 

“What’s going on?” Vanessa stood in the doorway, staring at them with a sort of stunned 

expression on her face. “Ken?” 

“I called an ambulance,” Starsky said. “He’s in pain.” 

“An ambulance? For heaven’s sake, we could have taken the limo! It’s probably just his stomach 

again. You’re making a lot out of nothing. He’ll be fine in a couple of hours.” 

“Go make sure someone’s at the front gate to let the ambulance in and direct them up here.” 

Starsky gave Hutchinson’s hand a reassuring squeeze, but the other man lurched upward anyway, 

eyes searching frantically for the wastebasket. Starsky obliged him, and Vanessa disappeared 

from the room. “Way to go, partner. I couldn’t get her to budge,” Starsky quipped, and smiled 

when the pained expression on Ken’s face gave way to a brief smile. “Yeah, you’re gonna be just 

fine.” 

“I don’t need an ambulance, Starsky,” he finally protested weakly. 

“We’re not takin’ any chances on you, hear me? You’re gonna get those tests and find out what’s 

tearin’ up your insides like this.” Starsky rubbed soothing circles on Hutchinson’s back. “That’s 

it, just rest.” 

“Not...really part of...your job description, huh?” Ken joked feebly. 

“I told ya last night—protecting you’s my job. Whatever form it takes.” 

“Did I...miss your shoes?” He smiled without opening his eyes, which had finally drifted shut. 

The pain seemed to be easing a bit.  

“Better luck next time, hot shot. I caught it all in the wastebasket.”  



“Gordon hired you...for your...quick reflexes.” 

“That’s me. Lightning Starsky.” Starsky squeezed the hand around his, and a small smile curved 

Ken’s mouth. Somehow, he wasn’t a “Ken,” and “Hutchinson” was so damned formal and 

pretentious. “Looks like you’re restin’ a little easier there, buddy.” Starsky patted his back 

lightly. 

“It’s eased off a lot...the pain’s better.” 

“Good.” 

“Starsky?” 

“Hm?” 

“Thanks. And don’t tell me you were just doing your job, because this isn’t your job.” 

“You’re kinda new at this friendship thing, aren’t ya?” Starsky teased gently, moving his hand 

lightly over Ken’s back. “You helped me out last night. You didn’t have to do that either.” 

“Guess we help each other out, huh?”  

“I guess we do,” Starsky concluded, smiling. “Sounds like the ambulance guys are here. Just try 

to stay nice and mellow and let them do all the work, okay?” The blond didn’t answer him; he 

seemed to be sleeping. “That’s a good boy, Hutch. Sleep easy. I’m right here,” Starsky said softly 

just as the ambulance attendants appeared with the gurney.  

******** 

Ken forced his eyes open, blinking at the intrusive bright white lighting around him. Hospital... 

He turned his head to the side and looked for the familiar form he’d come to rely on being 

nearby, but only saw the white lab coat of a doctor. He followed the coat up to the man’s face. It 

was a somewhat ordinary, but pleasant, lined older face framed with gray hair and accented with 

wire-rimmed glasses. 

“Mr. Hutchinson, I’m Dr. Weiss. How are you feeling?” 

“Like the ambulance ran over me. Tired.” 

“Well,” the doctor chuckled a bit at the humor, “we’ve got some of your blood tests back, and 

the good news is that we haven’t found anything seriously wrong with you. The bad news is, of 

course, we can’t explain what made you so sick. We’re going to run a few more tests on you, do 

a little more blood work just to be sure.” The doctor checked his chart. “Your friend said you 

saw a doctor in New York earlier today for symptoms of exhaustion?” 

“Starsky?” 

“Yes.” 



“That’s true, I did. I felt ill during a performance last night, and when I got off stage, I felt 

almost like I was getting the flu—tired, headachey, nauseous...kind of out of it. I saw a doctor 

this morning, and he advised me to cancel some tour dates until I had some tests run to see what 

was causing my symptoms. I was planning to make an appointment to see someone in the 

morning.” 

“Did you eat or drink anything when you got home?” 

“A little cheese and crackers, and part of a beer. I still wasn’t feeling very well. I took some 

Vitamin C; I thought it might help me shake whatever this is.” He watched as the doctor made a 

few notes on the chart. “The doctor in New York said the symptoms could be the precursors of a 

heart attack.” 

“Well, let’s not borrow trouble. Your pulse is a little on the slow side. Do you exercise a lot, Mr. 

Hutchinson?” 

“I jog in the morning—any time I have a chance. I work out when I can. Quite a bit, I guess. I try 

to stay healthy—eat right, jog, take vitamins. Guess it isn’t doing much good.” 

“Staying in shape is always a good practice,” Dr. Weiss responded, making more notes on the 

chart. “We’re going to let you get some sleep tonight—” 

“I have to stay here?” 

“I’m admitting you for tests. There’s no reason to be alarmed by that, but at the same time, we 

don’t want to gloss over something that could be diagnosed and treated.” The doctor turned away 

from the bed as a nurse parted the curtain in the emergency ward. 

“Dr. Weiss, Mr. Starsky is asking about seeing Mr. Hutchinson again. He wants to know how 

long it’ll be.” 

“Tell him to come in, and make arrangements to move Mr. Hutchinson to a private room on 

seven.” The doctor handed her the chart. “I’ll be in to check on him and leave instructions before 

I finish rounds tonight.” 

“Yes, Doctor,” the nurse responded, taking the chart and disappearing on the other side of the 

curtain.  

“Just relax, Mr. Hutchinson. There’s no reason at this point to believe there’s anything serious to 

worry about. We simply have to cover all the bases. Get some rest.” 

“Thanks, Doctor.”  

A split second after the doctor left, Starsky poked his head around the side of the curtain.  

“You’re awake,” he said, brightening. 



“So they tell me. How long was I out?” 

“I don’t know for sure. You were pretty out of it in the ambulance. How do you feel?” 

“Tired. A little queasy yet. Where’re Van and Gordon?” 

“Gordon’s wife showed up and he went home with her, once the nurse came out and said you 

were stable and they were doing some blood tests. Vanessa disappeared a few minutes ago, and I 

haven’t seen her since. She said something about goin’ to the ladies’ room.” 

“Oh.” Hutch nodded.  

“So what’s the matter with you?” 

“He doesn’t know. Said the blood work so far has all come back normal, but he wants to run 

more tests tomorrow. I hate hospitals.” 

“I’m not nuts about ‘em myself. Worst place in the world to get a good night’s sleep.” 

“I would’ve been better off at your place. I sure slept last night,” Ken recalled, chuckling. 

“They’ll probably give you something to knock you out so you get some sleep tonight.” 

“Uh...you rode with me in the ambulance?” Hutchinson asked, frowning a little. He’d figured 

Van would have been the one to come to the foreground to do that. 

“I guess I didn’t give Vanessa much of a chance to get in my way,” Starsky admitted, having the 

good grace to look guilty. “Guess I oughtta get out of here so if she wants to visit, I’m not in the 

way again.” 

“They’re gonna move me upstairs in a few minutes, but I’m not sure how late visiting hours go. 

What time is it?” 

“Eight-fifteen.” Starsky glanced from his watch to Ken. “What do you think’s wrong with you?” 

“I don’t know. I try to take care of myself. I know I’m run down from the tour schedule, but that 

never wiped me out like this before. It seems like it comes and goes in waves. Sometimes I don’t 

feel so lousy, and other times I just don’t feel like I can get around, or my stomach acts up.” 

“Maybe you oughtta start keepin’ track—you know, like a journal. Write down what you do and 

when you’re feeling good and when you start feeling lousy. Maybe there’d be a pattern in there 

somewhere.” 

“That’s a good idea. I’m surprised the doctor didn’t think of it.” 

“Hey, I didn’t spend all those years as a detective for nothing. We’re just looking for a different 

sort of perp, that’s all.” He patted Ken’s blanket-covered knee. “I’ll go tell Vanessa they’re 

movin’ you upstairs.” 



“Starsky?” 

“Hm?” Starsky paused, having walked a few feet away already. 

“Thanks.” 

“Anytime, pal.” Starsky grinned briefly then left, and before long, Ken found himself being 

moved up to a private room on the seventh floor. All the while, he kept thinking back of 

different things Starsky had said, about how good it had felt to have that hand moving in circles 

on his back when he was so sick...about how ridiculously glad he was to see that now-familiar 

face look around the curtain. He found himself hoping it would be Starsky, and not Vanessa, 

who would come up to his room.  

******** 

“I don’t know how it happened,” Vanessa’s frustrated voice reached Starsky’s ears as he made 

his way down the hall. He paused, noticing where her voice was coming from—inside a room, 

the door to which was marked with a sign that read “Doctors’ Lounge.” “One minute he was 

fine, and the next minute, I go upstairs and Mr. Starsky’s telling me he’s called the ambulance.” 

Vanessa’s voice held a sort of desperate, frustrated quality to it.  

“Did the tests turn anything up?” a male voice asked.  

“Not that I know of, but then the only thing we’ve heard is that he was in stable condition, not in 

any immediate danger, and that they were doing blood work.” 

“You better get back to the waiting room in case there’s news.” 

“David Starsky’s there. I told him I was going to the ladies’ room.” 

“He’s going to think you fell in, Vanessa,” the male voice said, holding a definite trace of 

humor. Sensing the conversation was nearly over, and wanting to get a look at the man Vanessa 

was chatting with, Starsky made his presence known, tapping on the door frame of the small 

break room. Vanessa looked startled, not to mention a bit nonplused, that Starsky had found her 

there. 

“He’s awake, and they’re moving him to a private room on the seventh floor,” he told Vanessa. 

Then he walked into the room. “Dave Starsky,” he said, extending his hand toward the doctor, a 

tall man with a good build, thick brown hair and a mustache. “I’m Ken Hutchinson’s new head 

of security. You’re a friend of the family?” he asked, keeping his tone innocent. 

“Of Vanessa’s family, yes. For many years. I’m Scott Randolph,” he responded, shaking 

Starsky’s hand. “Vanessa, I’ll keep in touch with Ken’s doctor, keep an eye on his case. If either 

of you need anything, be sure to call me. My service will get a hold of me if I’m not in.” 

“Thank you, Scott,” Vanessa responded, smiling sweetly, accepting the platonic peck he placed 

on her cheek. 



“Try not to worry too much. I’m sure Ken’ll be fine. He’s young and healthy—probably just a 

little under the weather.” 

“I’m sure you’re right...it’s just hard not to think the worst,” she replied. 

“Nice meeting you, Mr. Starsky. Good to know Ken and Vanessa are in good hands.” 

“Likewise,” Starsky responded, watching the other man leave the room. “I’ll wait in the waiting 

room if you want to have some time to go up and visit.” 

“I think visiting hours are nearly over,” she said, checking her watch. “I’ll just run up and make 

sure he’s settled in for the night. Did the doctor say anything about his tests?” 

“Just that they haven’t found anything so far, but they’re still looking,” Starsky replied, shoving 

his hands in his pockets. “Something’s gotta be makin’ him this sick. Seems like a pretty healthy 

guy otherwise.” 

“I better go. I won’t be long. You might want to go track down Arnold and tell him we’ll be 

ready for the car soon,” she instructed. Resisting the urge to feel as if he’d just been dismissed 

like a common servant, Starsky nodded his agreement and went off in search of the chauffeur. 

As he made his way down the hall, he pulled out the small notepad he still carried in his jacket 

pocket, more out of habit than necessity, and made a notation of Dr. Scott Randolph’s name. 

Maybe he could pull a few old strings and check the guy out. 

******** 

Ken’s stay in the hospital was brief and generally fruitless. While he emerged a bit better rested, 

and certainly minus the symptoms that had sent him there, the tests had all come back 

inconclusive or negative. There was nothing unusual in his blood work, and the unpleasant 

symptoms hadn’t returned. Dr. Weiss was content with a diagnosis of exhaustion and ordered 

two weeks of rest and relaxation. He further recommended that the balance of the tour be 

cancelled. To Vanessa’s and Gordon’s horror, Ken agreed to that recommendation, and sent 

Gordon off to make the necessary phone calls.  

With Hutchinson tucked safely in his room napping, the lady of the house shopping, and the 

domestic staff doing whatever it was domestic staffs did around large estates all day, Starsky 

settled into his own room with the telephone and dialed a familiar number from his past. A gruff 

voice came over the line. 

“Dobey here.” His captain sounded no less harried than he had several months earlier, when 

Starsky had turned in his resignation.  

“Hey, Cap’n, you’re sounding chipper as ever.” 

“Yeah? You’ve got a hell of a nerve talking to me about chipper, Starsky. You’re the one who 

took off outta here and left me short-handed.” 



“Sorry ‘bout that,” Starsky responded, mostly sincere. The one thing he was sorry about was how 

genuinely disappointed Dobey had been to lose one of his best men. “I need a favor.” 

“I figured. How fast were you going and who’s the cop?” 

“Very funny. Actually, I need to run a check on somebody. His name’s Scott Randolph, and he’s 

a doctor at Mercy Hospital in Los Angeles.” 

“What’s this about, Starsky? Are you in the hospital again?” 

“No, I’m fine. It’s the guy I’m working for now that’s havin’ some problems. I just got hired as 

the head of security for Kenneth Hutchinson—you know, the piano guy?” 

“Edith’s got one of his albums. He’s pretty famous. Must be good money.” 

“Yeah, it is, and if he gets back on his feet, probably a lot of travel eventually. Right now, 

though, he’s under doctor’s orders to rest. They think it’s exhaustion, and it probably is...” 

“But?” 

“There’s something here that’s not right, Captain. I—” 

“Don’t tell me. You have a feeling.” 

“Well, yeah, I do. See, he has this fiancée, and she was talking to this Randolph guy...there was 

something about it I just didn’t like the smell of. I don’t know what’s going on yet...hell, maybe 

nothing...but I’d like to know a little more about who that guy is.” 

“That’s no problem. I’ll have someone run a check on it. So you’re back in LA?” 

“I was working that arena security job in New York, and Hutchinson’s manager hired me there, 

right on the spot. I guess some nutcase fan tried to get at Hutchinson with a knife the day before, 

and he was pretty nervous about not having enough security. So when he heard about my 

background, he figured I’d be ideal to supervise keeping things secure. The thing is, Hutchinson 

got sick during a show night before last, and ended up cancelling the tour, so now I’m staying at 

his estate, with him and Vanessa—oh, hey, could you check her out while you’re at it? Last 

name is Reardon. Her father is supposedly some big-shot musician...oh, yeah, he’s the cellist 

with the symphony here. Or at least he was.” 

“I’ll see what I can find out. Anything else?” A hint of amused sarcasm now in the voice. 

“No, that’ll do it for now,” Starsky said. “Of course, there is Gordon, the manager.” 

“Okay, fine, give me that information, too, while you’re at it.”  

******** 

Ken sat propped up in bed, diligently recording as much as he could remember of his activities 



since his symptoms began. Starsky had presented him with the small spiral-bound notebook 

when they’d arrived back at the house from the hospital, with the hushed, cryptic instruction to 

show it to no one. Ken had to smile a little and shake his head as he struggled to put the previous 

day in some sort of order in the little book. Starsky must be missing his detective days. He was 

resorting to analyzing his new employer’s weird health problems to give him something to 

investigate—something cloak and dagger, at that.  

Staying in bed so long into the day seemed absurd, but truth be told, he didn’t have the energy to 

do much else. Everything seemed like an effort, and the doctor had told him to take it easy and 

get plenty of bed rest.  

The bedroom door opened just a crack, and Ken watched it, figuring it was probably Ana trying 

to check on him to determine if he wanted lunch. His stomach twisted a little at the thought. 

“I’m awake,” he finally said, letting his visitor off the hook. The door opened all the way, and 

Starsky walked into the room. “You’re not Ana,” Ken said, smiling. 

“You’re sharp, Hutchinson. Must be getting the old noggin back in working order,” Starsky 

quipped in return, glancing out in the hall and then closing the door behind him.  

“What’s wrong? Trying to lose a tail?” Ken set his notebook aside on the nightstand. 

“Very funny.” Starsky walked over and ignored the nearby chair, sitting on the side of the bed, 

near the foot. “How’re you feelin’?” 

“Tired. That’s nothing new.” 

“Ana said you didn’t have breakfast.” 

“I’m still nauseous. I don’t know if I’d keep it down.” 

“How’s the autobiography coming?” 

“Pretty dull stuff. I just discovered the glamorous life of famous musicians is a farce. Give me a 

notebook and I can’t find anything interesting to write in it except how many times I puked or 

when I had lunch.” 

“Do you know a guy named Scott Randolph?” Starsky asked. Ken frowned, trying to think, but 

he wasn’t coming up with anything. 

“No, should I?” 

“He’s a friend of Vanessa’s.” 

“How did you meet him?” Ken asked, straightening up in the bed a bit.  

“Last night, after I saw you, I went to find Vanessa to tell her you were being moved into a room. 

She was in the doctors’ lounge, talking to this guy who introduced himself as Dr. Scott 



Randolph. He said he was a friend of Vanessa’s family.” 

“So? Her family’s very wealthy and well known in the upper social circles. They probably do 

have a lot of friends in walks of life like that.” 

“Yeah, I suppose.” 

“What are you thinking?”  

“I don’t know. There was just something about...I guess it’s a gut instinct. The whole thing made 

me uneasy.” 

“Just because things aren’t perfect between Van and me is no reason to start jumping to 

conclusions when she talks to someone of the opposite sex.” 

“Sorry if it sounds like I’m doing that. I just didn’t like it.” 

“You know, Starsky, it would be understandable if a job like this wasn’t exactly the throbbing 

pulse of excitement you’re used to, and maybe you’re trying to find something in this situation 

that isn’t there. This has to be anticlimactic compared to being a homicide detective. I finally 

had a chance to read your resume while I’ve been lying around this afternoon. No wonder you’re 

bored with this.” 

“I’m not bored, and I had my reasons for leaving the force.” Starsky sighed. “Look, there’s 

something about this whole situation that doesn’t smell right, and I can’t put my finger on it yet, 

but I’m working on it. And that is part of this job.” 

“You were supposed to keep the crazed fans away from me, not follow my fiancée around,” Ken 

reminded him. Starsky looked briefly wounded by the mild reprimand, but didn’t take issue with 

it.  

“Hey, it’s a beautiful day outside. How about a picnic? I could ask Ana to pack up some food for 

us, and we could eat out in the garden. The fresh air’d do ya good,” he said, patting Ken’s leg. 

“I think I’m just going to finish what I was writing and take another nap. I’m not feeling so good 

right now.” 

“You’re gonna see another doctor for a second opinion, right?” 

“As a matter of fact, I am. I called a friend of mine who’s a pediatrician—” 

“At least you’ll get a lollipop at the end of your next exam.” 

“Very funny. I asked him to recommend someone, and he did. So I set up an appointment for 

Tuesday.”  

“Couldn’t he look at you before then?” Starsky asked, seeming distressed that four more days 

were going to pass before the appointment. 



“He’s one of the top internists in Beverly Hills. It’s only because he plays golf with my friend 

every Sunday that I got in at all. He isn’t taking new patients.” 

“Like somebody wouldn’t take you on, famous as you are.” 

“I’m not the only famous patient the guy’s got. I imagine he has a lot of them.” 

“Internist to the stars, huh?” Starsky asked, chortling. “Maybe I’ll go with ya. I might get a 

chance to meet somebody famous in the waiting room.” 

“Okay,” Ken responded, grabbing onto the thought of Starsky going with him faster than he’d 

planned. His mind had gone down a number of grim roads that morning, closeted in his darkened 

bedroom, about the type of hidden horrific malady a specialist might uncover. Visions of his 

own mortality had crept into his dreams. 

“Hey, cheer up, Hutch. If it was anything that serious, it would’a shown up in all those tests they 

ran at the hospital.” 

“I guess.” Ken frowned and looked up. “What’d you call me?” 

“Sorry. Hutchinson,” Starsky repeated with emphasis. “That’s a mouthful.” 

“No, ‘Hutch’ is okay. I just...nobody’s ever called me that before.” 

“Your friends call you ‘Ken,’ right?” 

“Well, yeah. My family even uses ‘Kenny’ sometimes. I hate that,” he said, smiling. “Hey, would 

you grab my vitamins? I’ve been taking some extra vitamin C to see if I could kick this thing.” 

“Sure. Where are they?” Starsky got up and headed toward the adjoining bathroom.  

“In the medicine cabinet, second shelf, in a brown bottle. It’s labeled ‘C’ right on the front.” He 

waited.  

“I don’t see it.” 

“You can’t miss it. It’s gotta be right in front of your face.” 

“The only thing here is B-complex capsules.” 

“That’s impossible.” Exasperated by anyone being unable to spot the large vitamin C bottle, Ken 

swung his legs over the side and got out of bed, resisting the little wave of light-headedness that 

made him want to fall right back into it again. He was briefly disconcerted by the vision he 

caught in the dresser mirror—hair mussed, face pale, pajamas rumpled—on his trek to the 

bathroom. “They’re right—” He stopped, looking at the empty space where the large bottle had 

been. “Shit. There was half a bottle there. Where could they be?” 

“Don’t know, but they’re not here. Does Vanessa take vitamins, too? Maybe she’s got ‘em.” 



“She isn’t into vitamins in pill form. She says if you eat right, you shouldn’t need to ‘pop pills.’ 

I’m the only one who’d be taking them.” Ken struggled for a moment, holding onto the sink, 

trying to catch his breath. 

“What’s wrong?” Starsky’s hands were immediately on his shoulders, steadying him.  

“It’s like...I couldn’t catch my breath, and my heart...there was something weird. Like it missed a 

beat...or two.” 

“How’s it doin’ now?” Starsky asked, his hand moving soothingly now over Ken’s back.  

“Better. It’s like the walk from the bed to here sort of winded me.” 

“The doc said your pulse was a little slow, didn’t he?” 

“Yeah, but he wasn’t real concerned about it.” 

“Maybe he oughtta be.” 

“I’m scared, Starsky,” Ken admitted quietly. “Something awful is wrong with me, and it’s just a 

matter of time until they find it, and then what good is all this?” he said, gesturing around weakly 

at the lushly appointed bathroom with its garden tub, gold faucets, and giant shower stall. “What 

does it all mean when you’re dead and this is all you’ve left behind?” 

“Hey, what’s this death stuff, huh? You’re gonna be fine. But I think we oughtta try to get that 

appointment with that fancy doctor in Beverly Hills moved earlier, so he can check up on your 

ticker.” Starsky rested a hand gently over Ken’s heart. “Can you give me your friend’s number, 

and I’ll call him and tell him you need help sooner? Maybe he can get you in faster.” 

“I don’t wanna die, Starsky,” Ken said solemnly, his voice weak and a little shaky.  

“You’re not gonna die.” He was startled to be pulled into strong arms and held close. He 

clutched at Starsky, taking in the warmth and the strength there. “It’s gonna be okay. 

Everything’s gonna be okay,” Starsky repeated gently, and for a few moments, they stayed like 

that, in silence, Starsky’s hand rubbing slowly up and down Ken’s back. He felt himself relaxing, 

and the next words were welcome ones. “Come on, let’s get you back in bed, and I’ll work on 

gettin’ you a better doctor’s appointment.” 

Ken let himself be led back to bed and tucked in, grateful to have someone else’s strength to rely 

on when he felt so weak himself.  

“Starsky?” 

“Yeah?” The other man was smoothing the blankets around his charge, making sure he was 

comfortable.  

“If something happens to me, don’t blame yourself. Whatever happens...you did everything you 



could.” 

“Nothing’s gonna happen to you, Hutch.” Starsky sat on the side of the bed. “Where’s that phone 

number?” 

“His name’s Michael Foster, and he’s in my address book. It’s right there in the nightstand 

drawer.” 

“Okay, got it.” Starsky held up the small leather-bound address book. “Mind if I have a look at 

this while you’re resting?” He pointed at the spiral notebook. 

“Go ahead. Not much in there you don’t already know.” 

“Yeah, but sometimes you see a pattern with everything all written down. We’ll have to take it 

with us to the doctor, too.” Starsky had the two books in his hand, and for some reason, Ken felt 

reassured by that. Whatever was wrong, his fuzzy brain was telling him Starsky would fix it.  

“Ask Ana to give you some keys,” he said. “I’ve got three cars. Pick the one you want, and you 

can use it while you’re here. We dragged you out here with no wheels.” 

“Okay. Thanks. Want me to sit with you while you go to sleep?” It felt so childish to say yes, and 

yet Ken had feared that odd limbo between waking and sleeping, alone in the shadowy bedroom. 

He nodded. Starsky smiled and patted his arm.  

Ken was sound asleep in minutes. 

******** 

Standing in the hallway, Starsky looked at his watch. It was almost 2:00. Vanessa had gone into 

town for shopping and lunch with a friend, and Starsky wondered what the timetable on her 

return would be. He approached the door to her room and contemplated going in to have a look 

around, but thought better of it. The timing wasn’t right, and she was due back any time. While 

Hutch wouldn’t stand for him being fired and driven out of the house, even in the face of 

Vanessa’s wrath, the man was pretty weak. Not only would a confrontation be bad for him, but 

he probably couldn’t fight too much and win in his present state.  

Starsky returned to his own bedroom and called Michael Foster’s office number. After spending 

nearly twenty minutes on hold, a man’s voice came over the line. 

“Dr. Foster,” he said, sounding harried. 

“Dr. Foster, this is David Starsky. You don’t know me, but I work for Ken Hutchinson. I’m his 

new head of security.” 

“I just spoke to Ken this morning. Is anything wrong?” 

“He’s pretty sick, and I think he oughtta get in to see your friend the internist faster than 



Tuesday.” 

“I had to go through some pretty fancy maneuvers to get him in at all, Mr. Starsky. I don’t know 

how much—” 

“How good of friends are you with Ken?” 

“That’s an odd question. We went to high school together, both ended up out here...why?” 

“I think something’s going on here, and I don’t have it figured out yet. But he’s not getting 

better, and today, he had this funny feeling in his chest like his heart was missing beats. He’s 

been through all sorts of tests at the hospital and they didn’t find anything. So if you’ve got an 

expert who can look at him, please get him in there sooner than Tuesday.” 

“When you say there’s something going on—you make it sound as if you think there’s some foul 

play behind Ken’s condition.” 

“I don’t know that, but it’s a...a feeling I’ve got. I don’t think we ought to wait four days to get 

him checked out.” 

“All right. I’ll call Dr. Willoughby’s office immediately and tell them it’s urgent. Tomorrow’s 

Friday, and he usually doesn’t see patients in the afternoon. Maybe he’ll take Ken then.” 

“Great. Thanks, Doc.” Starsky hung up the phone. 

“Ken’s worse?” Vanessa’s voice startled him from behind, and he turned to see her standing in 

the open doorway of his room. “I couldn’t help overhearing when I passed the door,” she said.  

“Yeah, he’s feeling pretty lousy. I was hoping we could get him in to see a specialist sooner than 

that appointment he made for Tuesday.” 

“I didn’t know he had an appointment with a specialist. For what?” 

“To find out what’s wrong with him.” 

“No, I mean, what kind of specialist is it?” 

“An internist. A really good one, I guess,” Starsky added, watching her reaction intently. 

Vanessa was either extremely cool and street smart, or she was innocent of anything but good 

intentions toward Hutchinson. Her face betrayed nothing. 

“Who? My father could probably recommend someone. He’s had some health problems in recent 

years and has been to a number of doctors, including an internist and a cardiologist.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that. I think we’re all set. A friend of Ken’s is setting something up.” 

“I see. Well, we’re certainly lucky to have you on board, David. You’ve taken full responsibility 

for Ken’s...situation,” she said, her voice and face pleasant, but with an underlying coldness in 



her eyes.  

“He needed somebody to look out for him,” Starsky said pointedly, his own tone as falsely 

pleasant as Vanessa’s. “That’s my job, as head of security.” 

“I’m not sure that’s what Gordon had in mind, but as long as Ken’s happy, I suppose that’s what 

matters here. I’ve invited a few friends over for dinner tonight. Hopefully, Ken will be able to at 

least join us for a while. If you’d like to take one of the cars, please feel free to do so. I’d hate to 

think of you being cooped up in your room all evening,” she said, turning away and heading for 

her own room.  

“That’s very thoughtful. Ken’s already offered, since I’m stranded here with no wheels.” 

“Of course, he would,” she said, her tone still light as she paused by the door of her room to pick 

up numerous shopping bags. Starsky picked up a couple himself. “Chivalry is not dead, I see. 

Thank you. Just put them on the bed there,” she instructed, piling the bags she was carrying there 

as Starsky did the same.  

“Quite a haul,” Starsky commented, smiling.  

“Yes, well, the holidays are just a couple of months away, and once the cycle of parties and 

social activities gets underway, it’s hard to find time to shop for anything decent to wear.” 

“Well, I’ll leave you to your...uh...unpacking. Ken’s asleep. He’s not feeling so good, so I don’t 

know if he’ll make it down for dinner or not, but you ought to try to get him to eat something. 

He’s still nauseous.” 

“Thank you, David. I’ll look in on him later,” she said, powdering her nose in front of her 

dresser mirror and touching up an imaginary flaw in her hairstyle. 

Starsky left Vanessa to wallow in her mounds of overpriced clothing, and paused long enough to 

look in on Hutch. He found him to still be sleeping soundly. Hutch...fits him better than 

“Hutchinson.” Certainly a damn sight better than “Kenneth.” Wondering if the other man might 

feel a bit abandoned to wake up and find Starsky out for the evening, he jotted a short note and 

left it on the nightstand. He didn’t resist the urge to adjust the blankets, bringing them up over an 

exposed arm and shoulder. He did resist the odd urge to touch the silky blond hair where it rested 

on the pillow...and the equally bizarre and yet compelling urge to land a light kiss on the 

sleeping man’s forehead. Shaking his head at the strange thoughts, he chalked it up to his 

sympathy for Hutch’s condition and his panic over it, and Starsky’s own desire to show this man, 

who seemed totally alone in the middle of thousands of admirers, a little of the warmth that was 

missing in his life.  

******** 

Ken looked at himself in the mirror. He was up, showered and dressed, having risen to the 

occasion of Vanessa’s impromptu dinner party. The white shirt, overpriced new tie, tan jacket 

and brown slacks complimented his coloring, according to Vanessa. He leaned closer to the 



dresser mirror to determine if he had any coloring to compliment. He was pale, and he felt like 

the walk down the main staircase would be a supreme effort. Most of all, he bristled that 

Vanessa had taken it upon herself to dismiss Starsky for the evening as if he were a common 

servant.  

“Almost ready?” Vanessa breezed into the room, stunning as ever in a flame-red cocktail dress, 

accented with the diamond jewelry he’d bought her the previous Christmas. “Oh, Ken, I thought 

you’d wear the blue suit tonight! It’s dressier.” She stood with him at the mirror, checking her 

make-up, which, as always, was perfect. 

“I didn’t know you were going this formal, Van. You look beautiful,” he said, managing a smile. 

At least tonight she seemed like herself again; a bit of the depression and moodiness that had 

plagued her since the miscarriage seemed to be gone.  

“Thank you. It’s new,” she said, doing a slight modeling turn for him. “Oh, Ken, you look fine,” 

she said, adjusting his tie. “I was just thinking that with the Morgans coming...you know how 

formal Wesley is.” 

“He’s also an uptight, pretentious pain in the ass.” 

“Ah, but he writes a very influential review column in Classical Monthly.” 

“I thought you wanted me to be the next pop idol. So what do we need him for anyway?” 

“You have to be able to bring your former audience along when you go after your new audience. 

No need to lose your usual fans, and Wesley can help persuade some of the diehard classical fans 

to try something a bit different.” 

“All right, Van. Who else is on the list?” 

“Roger and Marie Fairchild—Marie and I had lunch today, and she helped me throw this little 

event together. Besides, you always enjoy chatting with Roger. Oh, and Dan and Sally Havens. 

Sally is the entertainment editor for the Los Angeles Nightlife magazine! I didn’t even know she 

was a friend of Marie’s until we talked at lunch.” 

“Van, I’m not sure I’m up to this.” Ken turned and sat against the dresser. “I feel like I can’t 

catch my breath, and I’m so damn tired.” 

“A little company will do you good. You’re spending too much time moping around in the dark 

up here.” 

“I really wish you hadn’t...dismissed Starsky tonight. I was hoping he’d be here.” 

“There wouldn’t be much for him to do, sitting around in his room all evening.” Vanessa headed 

for the bedroom door. 

“I would have invited him to join us, Van. He’s not one of the yard men,” Ken retorted, annoyed. 



“You’d have Starsky join this dinner party? Oh, Ken, really,” she said, laughing. “He’s a fine 

choice to handle security on the road, but he’s hardly someone I’d put on the VIP dinner list.” 

“He’s on it now, Van,” Ken said firmly. “I mean it. This is the last time I want you to pull 

something like this without asking me. I might be under the weather, but I’m not incompetent. I 

still have something to say about who is entertained in this house. It is still my house, in case 

you’ve forgotten.” 

“Well, thank you for throwing that in my face!” she shot back. “You’re in charge, your lordship. 

Forgive me for forgetting my place.” 

“You knew damn well that I would want Starsky at this dinner tonight, and you purposely made 

sure he wasn’t here because you don’t think he’s good enough for one of your pretentious, 

boring, long-winded evenings with a bunch of people who mean nothing to us!” Ken retorted, 

and the more upset he became, the more unsteady he felt. He put a hand over his chest when he 

felt his heart fluttering uncomfortably. 

“Ken?” Vanessa took a step forward, watching him intently. 

“Just go downstairs and greet your guests. I’ll be down in a few minutes.” 

“I take it I’m dismissed then,” Vanessa shot back, still bristly from Ken’s sharp words moments 

earlier. She stormed out the door, slamming it behind her.  

Ken stared at the closed door a moment and seriously contemplated taking his clothes back off 

and crawling into bed. Still, he did have a career to think about, even if he wasn’t feeling up to 

par. When he got back on his feet, Vanessa’s connections would be useful in advancing his 

success, and his success was, after all, the single most important thing about him.  

Dead musicians sell a lot of albums, he thought morosely, taking a deep breath and bolstering 

himself to participate in the coming evening. 

******** 

Starsky drove up in front of The Pits. He’d made the hour drive from Los Angeles to Bay City 

for no particular reason, other than having nothing to do with his evening. Oh, there was much to 

do in Los Angeles, but he didn’t feel like club-hopping and picking up some faceless one-night-

stand, and sitting through a movie didn’t appeal to him either. He’d kept in touch with his friend, 

Huggy, the bar’s proprietor, since leaving for New York. He knew he could count on Huggy to 

give him a room over the bar with a telephone so he could call Dobey and check up on what the 

captain had found out. 

The last time he’d been here was the day after he was released from the hospital. The last time 

he’d walked into the bar not suffering some catastrophic physical or emotional pain had been a 

couple of days before Terry’s death. He’d brought Terry here for beer and hot dogs before they 

went to a movie. He fought off the melancholy that memory brought and craned his neck over 

the bustling crowd to see Huggy directing his staff from behind the bar. He sat on the last empty 



barstool and waited until the slender black man turned from talking to a girl who must have been 

a new waitress—Starsky didn’t recognize her.  

“Hey, Starsky my man!” Huggy greeted enthusiastically, sticking out a hand for a low five, 

which Starsky gave him with a resounding slap. “You finally come to your senses and decide to 

come home?” 

“Not exactly, Hug. I have a new job. I’m managing security for Kenneth Hutchinson.” Seeing 

Huggy’s blank expression, he added, “He’s a big shot in classical and easy-listening instrumental 

piano. Got three or four albums out.” 

“Wow, that’s somethin’ else. So you’re back in the area again?” 

“His estate’s in LA, so here I am. Actually, he’s sick, so some dates got cancelled.” 

“That explains why you’re not out on the road, then.” 

“Yeah. Look, Huggy, something really weird’s goin’ down there. I can’t put my finger on 

it...can’t prove anything yet. But I got a bad feeling about this.” 

“What, exactly?” 

“This...sickness of his. The doctors can’t find anything wrong with him so they say it’s 

exhaustion, and yet it seems like more. His fiancée...she’s so worried about the bottom line that 

she doesn’t seem to care about him at all, and...I don’t know, Hug. It’s just a weird 

arrangement.” 

“You think she’s slippin’ him a Mickey?” 

“I’ve wondered about it, but I can’t prove it. Hell, they ran all sorts of tests on him, and nothing 

showed up.” 

“There’s stuff that doesn’t show up on no hospital test. You know that.” 

“Yeah, but what? Besides, I’ve got nothin’ to go on but a gut feeling. It’s just strange how this 

guy who’s so popular he’s got fans climbing all over him one minute is just...all by himself. It’s 

like he’s got nobody to lean on.” 

“‘Cept you.” 

“Yeah, except for me.” 

“So what’s in the book?” Huggy asked, tapping the cover of the little spiral notebook Starsky had 

brought into the bar with him.  

“I asked him to keep a log of his routine—and to backtrack a few days. Since the doctors can’t 

figure out what’s wrong with him, maybe I can. Maybe there’s a pattern.” 



“You left him alone with the dragon lady?” Huggy asked, raising his eyebrows. 

“They’re having a dinner party. Besides, she knows I’m coming back, and she doesn’t know 

exactly when. I don’t plan on staying out too late.” 

“How ‘bout a pitcher’a beer and a house special pizza while you’re over in the corner readin’, 

then?” Huggy offered. 

“I’m driving, Hug. Actually, I’m driving one’a Hutchinson’s cars—a ‘65 Mustang. How about 

one beer and a house special pizza? Oh, and any chance you got an empty room upstairs I could 

use to make a few calls?” 

“Sure thing. Already drivin’ the big star’s cars, huh?” Huggy dug in his pocket and fished out a 

key, handing it to Starsky. “The one right at the top of the stairs. I’ll send Stacey up with your 

pizza.” He grinned and winked, inclining his head toward a chesty blonde waitress. 

“Thanks, Hug,” Starsky responded, chuckling.  

Two years ago, that thought would have held promise. Then he’d met Terry, and his world had 

wrapped around her and no other women existed. His world shattered when she died, and his 

heart seemed incapable of finding any thrill with another woman, even for a superficial contact. 

Now, for some odd reason, it wasn’t so much the ghost of Terry that made Stacey a bland 

alternative, but a pale, overly tired blond guy with perfect features and the most beautiful blue 

eyes he’d ever seen. Starsky had to laugh at the thought. Since when did he start gazing dreamily 

into other men’s eyes? 

He let himself into the sparsely furnished room and sat at the rather worn table, finally opening 

Hutch’s notebook. The first entry was preceded by a notation: 

“Going from memory on 10/12, 10/13, and 10/14. Don’t remember all 

of it.”  

“10/12: Got up 7:00 AM. Ordered room service, showered, shaved, ate. 

Took vitamins. 9:00 AM meeting with Gordon about scheduling 

interviews with magazines...can’t remember which ones. Interviews 

got cancelled when tour got cancelled. Somewhere between 10:00 

and 12:00, threw up. Went to lunch with Van. Didn’t eat. Sound 

check around 2:00 PM, tried some dinner at 5:00. Held it until after 

the show. Running to the john, not feeling too good. Went to post-

concert party with local press. In bed around 3:00.” 

Starsky shook his head, wondering how long anybody could keep up twenty-hour days. The next 

entry wasn’t much different. 

*********** 



“Got up 8:00 AM, showered, shaved. Skipped room service. Stomach 

still upset. Took vitamins. 10:00 AM, bus ride to new hotel. Nausea 

was bad...remember feeling “car sick”—”bus sick,” I guess. Diarrhea 

at the hotel, stomach pain, headache. Went to lunch with Van and 

promoter and his wife. Ate salad and bread. Felt lousy but made it 

through sound check. Got sick during show. Threw up. Met Starsky. 

Went to his place.” 

************ 

“Threw up” and “met Starsky” being on the same line made him 

chuckle for some reason, and he moved on to the next day.  

*********** 

“Got up about 10:00 AM, had some breakfast at Starsky’s. Went back 

to hotel around 11:30. Saw doctor. Took a nap. Left for airport about 

3:00 PM. Got home about 4:00 PM, Pacific time. Feeling lousy, tired. 

Took vitamins. Showed Starsky around a little. Got sick. Vomiting, 

stomach pain, nausea, weakness. Went to hospital by ambulance. Not 

sure what time. Spent the night there. Got up early next AM, can’t 

remember time. Went home from hospital and slept a lot.” 

************* 

The final entry was for that day, and Starsky read it with interest, not seeing much improvement 

in the pattern of illness Hutch was going through.  

*********** 

“Woke up at 7:00 AM. Went to the john. Felt really weak. Went back to 

bed. Woke up again about 10:00 AM when Ana asked me about 

breakfast. Too nauseous. Got up, couldn’t find vitamins. Drank some 

water, went back to bed, started writing in journal. Too tired to do 

anything...chest feels funny all the time...sort of unstable.” 

************ 

Sighing, Starsky went back over the entries. He began to concentrate on the pattern involving the 

vitamins—the ones Hutch had been so annoyed to find missing today. Each “took vitamins” 

entry was followed within a couple hours with some sort of sickness—vomiting, nausea, 

weakness, diarrhea, or some combination. He made a note in his own notepad to hunt down the 

vitamins and to ask Hutch what dosage he took. It was unlikely someone so health conscious 



would be so careless as to take so many vitamins they became toxic to his system, but every 

option had to be explored. Maybe they just aggravated his stomach symptoms. 

And maybe there was more to them than met the eye... 

Starsky dialed Dobey’s home number and after three rings, the captain answered his phone.  

“Sorry to bother you at home, Cap’n, but I can talk now. I’m not too sure I wanna make these 

calls from the house. I’m over at Huggy’s.” 

“You could’ve stopped by, you know. Edith always has enough food for one more.” 

“Thanks, I’d like to sometime.” 

“Hang on, let me get my notes.” There was a rustling of paper, and a moment later Dobey was 

back on the line. “Nothing remarkable on your Scott Randolph. He’s a staff physician at Mercy 

Hospital, graduated with honors from UCLA, did his residency in San Diego, joined the staff at 

Mercy four years ago. Most damning thing I found on him was a parking ticket two years ago—

which he paid.” 

“What about Vanessa?” 

“Not much on her, either. Graduated from a private women’s college called Hillside, with a 

degree in Art History. Worked for a major retail chain for a few years as a buyer, then quit—I’m 

assuming to follow her boyfriend around on the tour circuit. Her old man was the lead cellist for 

the local symphony until he started having health problems last year. Her mother passed on a 

couple years ago, so Vanessa’s the heir to her father’s estate. According to what I found running 

the social security number, she’s the beneficiary on a couple of hefty policies of Hutchinson’s as 

well.” 

“Really? How hefty?” 

“Totals about five million dollars. He’s young, healthy—probably got himself well insured while 

the rates are good. In his income level, five million wouldn’t stack up to much next to his 

earnings over the period of a few years.” 

“Yeah, but it would stack up real nicely against nothin’. I mean, if you wanted out, and you 

knew there was five million in it for you, it might make finishing your boyfriend off look pretty 

good.” 

“We don’t know for sure she even knows about the policies.” 

“Something tells me she knows, but I can find that out easily enough.” 

“How?” 

“Ask Hutchinson.” 



“Just like that.” 

“Just like that. He trusts me. He knows I’m looking out for his interests.” Starsky frowned. “You 

say her father’s having health problems, too?” 

“You think she’s killing off everyone she knows all at once? Come on, Starsky. Don’t vent your 

frustrated detective skills on this woman so you wind up turning her into Lucretia Borgia.” 

“You gotta admit, it’s awfully convenient. Her old man is all alone and leaving his entire estate 

to his darling daughter. Suddenly, he starts getting sick. Her fiancé names her as the beneficiary 

on some big policies—for all we know, she could be the heir to the whole damn estate—and he 

starts getting sick. It’s very neat, very easy. She ends up free as a bird with several million 

bucks.” 

“Where does Randolph fit in, then?” 

“I don’t know yet. I mean, there’s the obvious—that he’s the other man. They didn’t really say 

anything suspicious when I overheard them, but there was something in the way they were 

saying it... You know, if she’s slipping something to Hutch, she’s gotta be getting it someplace, 

and the doc might just be the source.” 

“Hutch?” 

“Hutchinson’s kind of a mouthful. I guess I shortened it,” Starsky responded, smiling.  

“Tell you what. I’ll get on the horn to a friend of mine at the LAPD first thing in the morning, 

and see if they’ve had any thefts or losses of medications from the Mercy pharmacy. If Randolph 

is supplying her with something, maybe he didn’t cover his tracks.” 

“Thanks, Cap’n.” Starsky sighed. “I really miss it sometimes.” 

“I know, Starsky. Not reinstating you wasn’t my decision. But if you couldn’t pass the physical 

requirements, it would have been irresponsible to put you back on active duty.” 

“I know that.” 

“Have you seen any other doctors recently? Tried building up your strength in the gym?” 

“I haven’t been to the doctor—well, except for a routine physical. As for the gym, I’m keepin’ in 

shape.” 

“You know what I think about that.” 

“Yeah, I know...that I’m not really trying.” Starsky slumped back in his chair. “You can only 

force your body to do so much if it doesn’t wanna cooperate.” 

“Attitude and drive are a lot of it. You know you lost a lot of that when Terry died.” 



“I know. Just finding some reason to keep breathing was tricky at first, let alone getting through 

all that rehab and ‘conditioning’ to get back in shape. I tried, and it didn’t work.”  

“Maybe one of these days you’ll decide to jump back into life again, and make it work. I think 

you could do it.” 

“Thanks for the vote of confidence anyway. Hey, how about Gordon? How’d he check out?” 

“Clean.” Dobey went on to detail a very mundane background. The most outstanding thing the 

man had done was manage Kenneth Hutchinson’s career, and the most damning thing in his past 

was a misdemeanor disturbing the peace complaint when he was in college.  

******** 

Ken sat at the piano and picked out a few notes, relieved that the guests were finally gone and 

Vanessa was in bed. She’d made a half-hearted attempt at seducing him once they were alone, 

but he knew he’d never have the stamina to go the distance as worn out as he felt, and truth be 

told, with the unstable feeling in his chest, he didn’t want to get too excited.  

He thought about Starsky, and wondered where he was, and how he was spending his “evening 

off.” Soon, the long fingers were making their way across the keys, choosing some different 

combinations of sounds. Something was happening that hadn’t happened to Kenneth Hutchinson 

in a long time: he felt truly inspired. The music was coming from his heart and soul, and the 

notes seemed to blend together of their own accord. Before he knew it, his resolve to simply 

relax and pick out a few quiet melodies on the piano had disappeared, and he was playing for all 

he was worth on the big white concert grand in the somewhat cavernous music room.  

He was relieved to find a pencil on the music rack, still sitting there from the last time he’d 

captured a few original notes on paper. Before long, he found himself furiously writing the 

music he was playing, wanting to be sure it didn’t escape, that it was recorded on the page so it 

could be recorded for real in a studio.  

When he finished, he smiled at the collection of notes on the page and nearly jumped when the 

sound of clapping came from the doorway of the room. Starsky was standing there, smiling 

slightly, applauding the performance. 

“I didn’t know anyone was there,” Ken said a little self-consciously. Perform in front of 20,000 

people and you’re still shy about playing the piano for someone who matters. Someone who 

matters... 

“Sorry. I just got in and I heard the music. I’ve never really heard you play much before. That 

was beautiful.” Starsky walked into the room and stood by the piano. “Wish I knew enough 

about the classical stuff to know what it was.” 

“Well, actually, that wouldn’t help you out, anyway. I just wrote it.” 

“You just...just now?” Starsky asked, his voice rising a little, his eyes widening.  



“That’s how writing music works for me. I get inspired, and bang, it’s there.” 

“Wow.” 

“You mind if I try it out on you? All the way through? I was pausing and making notations on it 

the whole time, so I’ve never heard it flow.” 

“Oh, yeah, I’d love to hear it.” Starsky sat on the long piano bench next to him. He wasn’t used 

to having company on the bench while he played, but Starsky seemed intent on absorbing every 

facet of the experience. “Am I gonna be in your way?” he asked belatedly, seeming to notice 

now how close they were. 

“You’re fine.” Ken turned his attention to the music and started to play, the joyful sound of the 

piano dispelling the shadows that seemed to gather at night in the corners of the huge house that 

had always seemed big and cold and institutional. Tonight, it felt like home. Tonight, he loved 

having the big piano and a beautiful place in which to play it.  

He was conscious of Starsky so close to him, and of the deep blue eyes that alternately watched 

him or his hands moving adeptly over the keyboard. Eyes that watched with a sort of affectionate 

fascination—as if the simple combination of notes was the most remarkable thing on Earth...or 

more accurately, as if Ken himself were something remarkable merely because he could produce 

these sounds. And yet, he had seen that look in Starsky’s eyes directed at him when he was lying 

in bed, too weak and sick to move.  

He refused to acknowledge what that look was saying, but in spite of his best efforts, his heart 

was providing the answer. He’d seen that look directed his way once or twice in his life, and 

then, he suspected it wasn’t with such intensity. 

Finishing the selection with the appropriate panache, he sat back on the bench and turned his 

head to face Starsky, who just smiled and shook his head.  

“That was beautiful. You really wrote it?” 

“I really wrote it,” Ken said, chuckling. He wanted to explain that as his music went, it wasn’t all 

that remarkable or complex. Something stopped him, though, when he realized this piece of 

music was more real, more expressive of his feelings, than anything he’d written in a long time.  

“What’s it called?”  

Ken didn’t have to think—actually, he didn’t have time. He answered straight from the heart. 

“David.” 

“What?” 

“The music. I’m calling it ‘David’.”  



“Wh-why?” Starsky looked awestruck now, his voice faint. 

“I wrote it for you,” he said honestly.  

“For me?” Starsky looked back at the piece of paper on the music stand, and Ken realized it must 

all look pretty complex to someone who didn’t play or compose. He also realized he might have 

said or done something that made the other man uncomfortable.  

“I was...” Ken swallowed. “I-I was thinking about you when I w-wrote it,” he confessed, fighting 

the old stutter he could almost always keep at bay these days.  



 



“But it’s so...it’s beautiful. How could anybody write somethin’ like that for me?” He touched 

the handwritten music with his fingertips, as if it were some magic relic he simply had to feel.  

“I don’t know, Starsky.” Ken looked at the music himself a moment. Still staring at it, he 

continued, “I never expected...this isn’t...I don’t...” He paused and laughed a little. “When I feel 

something intensely, sometimes it inspires me.” He looked back at Starsky, who was regarding 

him with a stunned expression. Still, beneath the surprise, was that element of...adoration, 

almost.  

What happened then wasn’t planned, and even as it was happening, Ken was shocked at himself 

for initiating it, and even more shocked by Starsky reciprocating it. He leaned toward Starsky, 

and in a moment, their lips met. It was tentative at first, as if neither man could bring himself to 

really commit to what was happening. Then, as if guided by a single thought, both moved toward 

each other, lips clinging now, still a bit awkward but responsive. When Ken pulled back, it was 

to still the pounding in his chest.  

“What’s wrong?” Starsky asked in a whisper, noticing right away that Ken wasn’t feeling well.  

“Out of breath,” he said, panting a little. Then he smiled. “Guess you take my breath away.” 

“What’s happening here?”  

“I don’t know, Starsky, but whatever it is, I can’t stop it.” Ken looked into his eyes. “I don’t want 

to stop it. But if you can’t deal with this, I understand. I had no right to just—” 

“Just what? Write something like that for me? Tell me that thinking about me made you do 

something that beautiful?” Starsky paused. “Maybe start falling a little in love with me like I’ve 

been falling in love with you?” 

“You don’t have to say it to save my feelings. I know I stepped over the line—” 

“Maybe you did, but I don’t know who moved first, Hutch—you or me. I just know we got 

together...and I’m not gonna walk away from you. First time I saw you, it was like 

something...something that was missing...fell into place somehow. Like I was seeing someone I 

oughtta fall in love with,” he added, touching Ken’s cheek lightly, trailing his fingertips along 

the jawline. “I’ve never felt like this about—” 

“A man?” 

“I’m not sure I’ve ever felt exactly like this about anybody, but yeah. I’ve never looked at a guy 

like that. All of a sudden now, it’s like...it’s like all I see is you.” Starsky looked down. “I don’t 

know what to do about this.” 

“We were doing all right a minute ago,” Ken said, smiling. Starsky snorted a little laugh.  

“What about you?” 



“I’ve never thought of myself as gay either.” Ken swallowed, staring straight ahead. “I don’t 

know if I’m gonna make it, Starsk. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, or how long I’ve got. All 

I know is how I feel, and...and the last couple days, I realized I’ve been dead inside for a long 

time.” He turned back to look at Starsky. “Until you showed up.”  

“Yeah, I know the feeling,” Starsky responded, smiling softly. “Look, there are some things I 

need to talk to you about...about the situation here, and you gettin’ sick, and I don’t want you to 

think that what’s going on with us here’s got anything to do with it. I found some things out...” 

“About Van?” Ken paused. “I know you suspected her before.” 

“Vanessa’s mother died a couple years ago.” 

“Yes, I know. It was hard on her. They were close.” 

“Vanessa is the sole heir to her father’s fortune, and shortly after her mother died, he developed 

health problems. Serious ones. He’d been perfectly healthy up ‘til then.”  

“A lot of people develop health problems after the death of a spouse.” 

“Hutch, think about it. Vanessa was the sole heir to the estate after her mother’s death. Suddenly, 

dear old Dad, who’s always been healthy as a horse, starts getting sick. You put her on some big 

insurance policies, but things aren’t great between you, so all of a sudden, you start getting sick.” 

“How’d you know about the insurance policies?” Ken frowned, stunned to hear his personal 

financial arrangements being repeated back to him by someone he had only known a few days. 

Is that possible? I’m writing music for him, kissing him, falling hard in love with him...him, 

when I’ve never looked at another guy that way...and less than a week ago, I didn’t know he 

existed. 

“I had a friend run checks on Vanessa, Gordon and Vanessa’s little friend, Scott Randolph.” 

“Run checks? Through the police?” 

“Don’t get excited. I didn’t find much of anything on any of ‘em, except that Vanessa stands to 

inherit a hell of a lot of money from her old man, who’s now conveniently under the weather and 

has been since she became heir to the estate. She’s also got five million bucks to count on from 

you if she can get rid of you before you break it off with her and change the beneficiary.” 

“This is crazy.” Ken got up and started pacing, though he felt too tired to keep it up for very 

long.  

“I know it sounds far out, but it all adds up.” 

“That’s why they call stuff like this circumstantial evidence. You’re a cop—or at least you were. 

You ought to know that better than I do.” 



“Circumstantial evidence, huh? Sounds like somebody’s been reading a few private eye novels,” 

Starsky needled, grinning. That smile always disarmed Ken, and he had to smile back. 

“True crime books, actually. I’ve always been sort of interested in that stuff. I thought about 

being a cop once.” 

“No kidding?” 

“Yeah, well, unfortunately Julliard doesn’t have a Criminal Justice program,” Ken said, laughing 

slightly. “It wasn’t in the cards.” 

“Because your mother made you take piano lessons?” 

“More or less. Guess I should have faked being lousy at it.” 

“You’ve got a real gift for music, Hutch. That’s not a bad thing.” 

“Thanks. It’s not that I don’t love the music. I do. I just hate...all of this,” he said, gesturing 

around at the pretentious room. “Living in a museum instead of a house, no part of my life being 

my own anymore. In the last few days, while I’ve been feeling so lousy, I’ve had a lot of time to 

think about life and about what I’m really getting out of it now.” 

“That’s another thing I wanted to talk to you about—when you feel lousy. You haven’t thrown 

up today, have you?” 

“No, now that you mention it. I even managed to keep a little dinner down, though I don’t feel 

all that great.” 

“You didn’t take any vitamins, did you?” 

“No, I told you, I couldn’t find them. I asked Van, and she didn’t know anything about it. Ana 

said she didn’t move them. I don’t know what happened. I had a bottle half full of—” Ken 

stopped, the realization of what Starsky was saying sinking in at last. “The vitamins?” 

“In your journal, each time you’d mention taking your vitamins, a couple hours later, you’d 

mention some really severe symptom like throwing up or running to the john or cramps or 

something. You got better in the hospital because you didn’t take any. You got better still 

because you couldn’t take any today. Plus, isn’t it convenient that when the heat is on, and 

somebody is watchin’ out for you—an ex-cop—your vitamins disappear?” 

“You think Vanessa is poisoning me to get my life insurance?” 

“And the house. You probably are going to leave her that, too, right?” 

“Well, yeah...and the limo and my cars.” 

“Dear God, Hutch, how much more motive do you need? Maybe you could throw in a summer 

house while you’re at it.” 



“Well, actually, she is supposed to get the vacation house at Tahoe if anything happens to me.” 

“Five million bucks, a mansion, a limo, three vintage cars, and a vacation house at Tahoe? Gee, 

whatever could her motive be?” 

“Van and I have been together for years, Starsky. We weren’t engaged all that time, but we have 

been for a while now, and then she lost the baby—” 

“And she’s been trading on it ever since. It’s sad she lost the baby, and it’s terrible you lost the 

baby, too. But she’s using it to keep her hooks into you.” 

“She doesn’t have to kill me to get any of this. She lives in the house, has use of any of the cars, 

rides in the limo and can use the house at Tahoe whenever she feels like it.” 

“That’s just dandy if she doesn’t have somebody else in mind to share it with.” 

“So now you think she’s cheating on me as well as trying to kill me?” 

“She was pretty cozy with Dr. Randolph. Something doesn’t smell right there. That part of it is 

just instinct on my part. Look, I need to search Vanessa’s room.” 

“I’m sure she’ll welcome the intrusion,” Ken shot back sarcastically. 

“She spends an awful lotta time shopping and running around. I just need a clear shot to really 

go over things.” 

“And if you don’t find anything, you’ll let go of this absurd notion that Vanessa is some sort 

of...of...black widow?” 

“No, but I won’t bother you with it anymore. I’ll have to approach investigating it from another 

angle.” 

“This is all a little too easy.” 

“Crime is only complex in the movies, Hutch. In reality, the one who has the most reason to do 

it, usually did it. People blatantly commit crimes when they have obvious motive and seem to 

think they’re not gonna get caught. I think Vanessa is poisoning you, and she’s using the 

vitamins to do it. I need to find those vitamins—or at least something she might be putting in 

them. If I can find that, I can bring in the cops. My former captain at the BCPD will help me out 

by vouching for me with the LAPD.” 

“Vanessa’s going out tomorrow. She’s meeting a group of friends she’s working on some charity 

event with...it’s something I’m supposed to provide entertainment for so they can charge five-

hundred dollars a plate at a black-tie dinner.” 

“She’ll be gone a while?” 

“Probably several hours. They’re supposed to be planning the menu, making arrangements, 



having lunch... She’ll be out a long time.” 

“Okay. Soon as she leaves tomorrow, I’ll check things out.” 

“I know things have cooled off a lot between us, and I know my feelings faded a long time 

ago...but I never hated Van. I’ve always loved her, even if I didn’t love her exactly the right way 

to marry her anymore.” 

“I’m not happy being right about this, and maybe I’m not.” Starsky paused. “Look, just don’t eat 

or drink or take anything unless you’re sure it’s okay. Best not to accept anything Vanessa could 

have had access to. Meanwhile, I called your buddy the doc, and he’s going to try to move your 

appointment with that hot-shot internist to tomorrow afternoon.” 

“Does he know—?” 

“He knows I think something funny is going on, and that we shouldn’t wait until Tuesday. 

Vanessa knows about the doctor’s appointment. She walked in on me while I was making the 

call.” 

“How much did she hear?” Ken asked, puzzled. Vanessa hadn’t mentioned anything about the 

appointment, or hearing Starsky making such arrangements.  

“I’m not totally sure, but I know she heard enough to know what I was doing. She didn’t let on 

that she heard anything I said about my suspicions.” 

“If she took those vitamins, she probably flushed them by now.” 

“True. But there still might be something in her room.” 

“Starsky...” Ken began, straddling the piano bench now, as Starsky was doing, so they were 

facing each other. “About what happened before—” 

“Any regrets?” he asked softly, smiling a little. 

“No. You?” 

“Just that it ended so quick,” Starsky quipped, and Ken chuckled. “And that you’re not feelin’ 

good.” He reached over and stroked Ken’s hair lightly. “I wish you could always feel good and 

be happy. I’m gonna fix things for you, Hutch.” 

“It means a lot knowing you want to,” Ken said, catching the hand that was near his face now, 

holding it in both of his. “If Van isn’t poisoning me...and sometimes that just seems so far out...if 

I’m really sick...” 

“You think I’d love ya any less if you were sick?” 

“No, I know you wouldn’t. I haven’t exactly been at my sparkling best since we met in the men’s 

room,” Ken said, laughing. “I just mean, maybe you’d be better off if we didn’t really let 



ourselves think this way until we know if I’m okay. You’ve been through so much with what 

happened to your fiancée, and now to take on somebody who might not make it—” Four fingers 

pressed against his lips. 

“Don’t say that. You’re gonna be fine.” Starsky removed his hand from Hutch’s mouth, letting it 

fall back on his knee. The other hand was still enclosed in Hutch’s slightly larger ones. “As far 

as ‘letting’ myself think this way, it’s too late, and it’s not about thinking, anyway. I don’t know 

why I feel the way I do about you, but I do, and I can’t help it. I don’t wanna help it. I want to 

enjoy it. I didn’t think I could ever love anybody else, ever again, after Terry died. I didn’t think I 

was ever gonna want to live. All of a sudden, things matter to me again. That all started when I 

met you.” Starsky leaned forward, and this time Ken met him quickly, their lips touching gently 

at first, then the pressure building until Starsky’s tongue probed tentatively at Ken’s lips, which 

parted and let him in, the kiss deepening until Ken pulled back with a little moan.  

“My chest feels funny.” He took in a couple of halting breaths. 

“You okay, babe?” Starsky laid a gentle hand on his face. Ken leaned into it, smiling at the 

endearment.  

“Yeah, it’s not so bad now.” 

“Maybe you oughtta go to bed.” 

“Probably.” 

“Maybe I could sit with you a while—’til you go to sleep.” 

“I don’t know the first thing about how to do it, but when I’m better, I’m going to do something 

real nice for you.” 

“When you’re feeling better, we’re gonna do some real nice things for each other.” Starsky 

moved forward and pulled Hutch into his arms. “We’ll get all the parts sorted out, don’t you 

worry about that.” He squeezed tighter for a moment. “Don’t you worry about anything.”  

“Let’s go upstairs.” Ken pulled back and reached up to touch Starsky’s cheek this time, loving 

the way the other man leaned into his hand readily, as if he’d been thirsty for the contact all his 

life.  

The two men headed for the long staircase, and Ken released a sigh of frustration at just how 

long and exhausting the trip looked. He was in good shape, and those stairs normally didn’t 

present even the slightest challenge. 

“I wish I could carry ya somehow, but I can’t bench-press more than about a hundred pounds 

anymore.” 

“I’m not Scarlett O’Hara, Starsk. You don’t need to sweep me up the stairs.” Hutch realized he 

was shortening Starsky’s last name, but if he was going to be “Hutch,” it seemed only fair, and 



there wasn’t much to lop off Starsky’s name except the “y.” 

“Maybe not, but you’re tired. Just lean on me.” Starsky slid his arm around Hutch’s waist, and 

Hutch put his arm around Starsky’s shoulders.  

“I seem to be doing that a lot lately.” 

“Hear any complaints?” Starsky asked, grinning, as they made their ascent.  

Once upstairs, they parted and went to Hutch’s room. He closed and locked the door behind 

them. Starsky had paused by the dresser where he was looking at a framed photograph of Hutch 

in a tuxedo, holding a small statue.  

“That looks like a Grammy Award you’re holding in that picture,” Starsky said, a bit awestruck. 

“It’s right over there on the shelf,” Hutch said calmly, unbuttoning his shirt.  

“Wow. I’ve never seen one of those things in person. What’d you get it for?” 

“Best album, three years ago, in the classical category—you know, the stuff they never show on 

TV,” he added, laughing. 

“Y’know, after all this is over and you’re okay again...you’re gonna be strong enough to go back 

to livin’ your life. You aren’t gonna need me to look out for you anymore, and...well, let’s face 

it, this isn’t my world, Hutch. I like good music. I like Beethoven and Bach when I hear ‘em, but 

I’d be hard-pressed to pick ‘em out just by hearing a piece of music if somebody didn’t tell me. I 

never had much money, and I don’t know if I could pick out the right fork at some fancy five-

hundred-dollar-a-plate dinner.” 

“You think that’s what matters to me? Overpriced dinner events and intellectual analysis of 

classical music?” 

“I feel like I oughtta come in through the back door when I come into this house, Hutch. I just 

wonder if you’re kidding yourself about really wanting me once you’re okay again. It’s kinda 

natural to rely on somebody who’s helping you out.” 

“So you figure that’s what this is all about? I’m dependent on you, so I can’t tell the difference 

between that and falling in love?” He watched as Starsky stood there, his fingers brushing lightly 

over the little Grammy statue. “Hey, why don’t you tell me what’s wrong?” Hutch moved up 

behind him and rested his hands on the slightly slumped shoulders.  

“I’m scared.” 

“Of what? Of me? Or the fact I’m a man and not a woman? I’m a little scared about that, too, but 

I think we can deal with that together.” 

“Of not being everything you need. Of that morning when you wake up and you realize that you 



don’t want me to be around when your fancy friends come over, or when you get tired of 

explaining to me why I oughtta like some pricey painting, or nudging me under the table to tell 

me which fork to use.” 

“Oh, Starsk.” Hutch slid his arms around the somewhat rigid body, resting his head against 

Starsky’s. “I’m sorry about tonight, with Vanessa sending you out. That wasn’t my idea.” 

“I wasn’t thinkin’ about that. I know it was her doing, and that’s okay. I would’ve been out of 

place with them anyway. But that’s kinda the point.” 

“I love music and I love to play music and write music...but all the entrapments of the lifestyle 

and the glamour and the upscale friends...that’s Van talking, not me. None of that is about me. 

About who I am.” Hutch found himself smiling. “I’d like to show you the art I like and tell you 

why I like it so you could share it. I’d like to talk to you about the music I love and why I love it 

and who plays it and what it all means. And if we have the bad luck to get roped into a five-

hundred-dollar-a-plate dinner, just watch me and play follow the leader.” 

“I don’t know what to say to those people, Hutch. Whenever I talk to rich people, I usually end 

up making an idiot outta myself and they’re staring at me like I’m nuts.” 

“Those are pretentious assholes, Starsky. I’m rich, too, you know.” 

“You’re different,” Starsky responded, a definite smile in his voice.  

“You’re right, I am. So are you. People who make you uncomfortable wouldn’t be welcome as 

my friends, either.” 

“That’s an awful big promise to make to some guy you’ve known less than a week,” Starsky 

said. 

“Moving too fast?” Hutch released him, moving away. Starsky turned slowly to look him in the 

eyes.  

“It’s not that.” 

“Then what is it?” 

“I just can’t believe sometimes that somebody like you...that you’re writing songs about me and 

wanting me instead’a somebody who looks like Vanessa.” 

“We can see how far that got me,” Hutch responded sarcastically. “Vanessa’s a beautiful 

woman. I like beautiful women. I’m not going to lie about that. But when it comes to falling in 

love, there’s a lot more to it than a pretty shell. I’ve been with a pretty shell a long time, Starsky. 

Then I met you, and there was something...real in there. For the first time, somebody looked at 

me and saw me—not a sold-out concert or a platinum album or one of those dust-catching little 

statues.” Hutch sat on the foot of his bed, winded from the discussion. “I’m not going to beg you, 

and I’m not going to spend my life reassuring you that I want you. I’m thirty-five years old, and 



just because I haven’t wrestled the gritty realities of the streets the way you have doesn’t make 

me naive or incapable of figuring out what—and whom—I want. I want you. That’s the best I 

can offer. You wanna know something? You scare me a little, too.” 

“Me? How?” Starsky joined him on the foot of the bed now. 

“Because I realized for the first time tonight just how much of a safety net all this is for me. The 

house, the cars, the fame, the money... Do you know how few people I’ve met in the last ten 

years who don’t care about any of this? If I met a pretty lady and wanted to charm her, and she 

didn’t seem interested, I could invite her to some ridiculously overpriced restaurant or show up 

in a chauffeured limo to pick her up, or manage to let her know just exactly who she was dealing 

with—even if she didn’t happen to recognize someone famous in the world of classical music. 

Most of the time, it worked like a charm, and on the few occasions it didn’t, I didn’t lose much 

sleep over it. There was always tomorrow and another pretty lady in another city.” 

“So you can have most anybody you want.” 

“Most anybody, possibly. Some women weren’t impressed, and it was no big deal. But you know 

what scares me about you? I’ve got nothing to offer you that impresses you but me. I mean, sure, 

you like the fancy cars or the money or some of the fun that could be had with it, just like any 

other normal person out there, but if you didn’t want me, I couldn’t keep you here with any of it. 

And if I couldn’t keep you here...I don’t know what I’d do.” 

“Well, I’m not goin’ anywhere.” Starsky looked at him and smiled then. “Anybody who can’t see 

that the best thing they could have outta all this,” he said, gesturing around the expensively 

appointed room, “is you, is blind, stupid and doesn’t deserve you.” 

“You really mean that,” Hutch stated quietly, a little amazed.  

“Yeah, I really mean that, dummy. Now get in your jammies and get in bed. You look worn out.” 

Chuckling, Hutch complied with the directive, putting on a pair of white silk pajamas. He slid 

into bed, and Starsky stretched out on top of the covers on the empty side of the king-sized 

mattress, head propped up on his hand as he lay on his side.  

“You know, if you want to sleep with me, I trust you not to take advantage of me,” Hutch said, 

smiling up at his visitor.  

“You need your rest, Blondie,” Starsky said, stroking the soft blond hair on the pillow. “And I 

don’t wanna play our hand with Vanessa just yet. I’m a heavy sleeper and a late sleeper, and I’d 

just as soon we didn’t have a big blow-out with her right now. No matter what she’s responsible 

for, or what goes down with this case, you know you’re gonna have to break it off with her.” 

“I know. I feel a lot less concerned about it now than I would have before. Tonight, she really 

seemed more like her old self again, playing hostess at the dinner party. You didn’t see the 

change in her after the miscarriage. I just couldn’t have broken it off with her until I knew she 

was okay. Now I know.” 



“In all the years I spent on the streets, seeing all the worst sides of people, I didn’t get to meet 

many honest-to-God good guys. I gotta say, you’re the genuine article.” 

“I couldn’t dump her after—” 

“You make your decisions for other people a lot of the time. Would you honestly even be here, 

living this life, if you’d done what you wanted back when you got that scholarship to Julliard?” 

“No, probably not,” Hutch admitted, sighing.  

“When all this is over, and we get together, I want you to be selfish sometimes, okay?” 

“Trust me, I can be.” 

“Good. Now go to sleep, babe. You’re gonna be fine.” Starsky kept up the light, calming motion 

of his hand in Hutch’s hair. “That’s it, just close your eyes and relax,” he coached gently. As 

much as Hutch wanted to cling to these moments with his new love, he felt himself drifting, and 

before long, was sound asleep. 

******** 

“This is great stuff, Ana,” Starsky said, thoroughly enjoying the plate of huevos rancheros Ana 

had prepared for him. “Do you make burritos, too?” 

“And enchiladas, tostados, tacos. I love to cook, but Ms. Reardon plans all the menus.” 

“She’s not big on Mexican, huh?” 

“If it has color, flavor or...or...” 

“Zing?” Starsky supplied. 

“Yes, zing! If it has any of that, she doesn’t like it,” she responded.  

“How long have you worked for Mr. Hutchinson?” 

“Seven years, since before we lived here. I was his housekeeper, and I lived in an apartment of 

my own. When he bought this place, he made sure I had a beautiful suite and raised my pay. He 

is a very sweet man.” She sat down at the kitchen table with her coffee.  

“Seems like an odd pair—Vanessa and Hutchinson.” 

“All she cares about is his money. I tried to tell him she was no good. But a young man in 

love...they can’t hear you talking.” 

“I’ve been there a couple times, and you’re right,” Starsky admitted, smiling. “How’d he react to 

you saying something?” 



“Like I said, he is a very nice man. He was very polite, but he said that he knew what he was 

doing and appreciated my concern but that I shouldn’t worry. That was his nice way of saying 

‘mind our own business.’ I don’t like that girl, and I never will.” 

“‘Cause she’s a gold-digger?” 

“Well, yes, that’s most of it.” 

“What’s the rest of it?” 

“She has another man,” Ana whispered, glancing around to be sure they were still alone. “I heard 

her on the phone, and I thought it was Mr. Hutchinson she was talking to, but then he called a 

few minutes later. It was one of the times that she didn’t travel with him.” 

“What did she say that made you think the first call was another man?” 

“I don’t remember it, but I know it made me blush—such things to say over the phone! I thought 

it was strange, because Mr. Hutchinson never seemed to be like that...I never heard her talk on 

the phone to him that way, or him to her. And there’s all the time she goes out. Nobody has that 

many lady friends or does that much shopping. Not even Ms. Reardon.” 

“Any ideas on who this other man is?” 

“No, none. I’ve never seen her with anyone.” 

“Okay.” Starsky paused. “Will you do me a favor? Try to get some mild food down him today. 

He’s feeling a little better, and he needs to get some strength back.” 

“Yes. I will fix him some scrambled eggs and toast, and make sure he eats it.” 

“Good.” Starsky checked his watch. “He oughtta be getting up by now anyway. I need to run an 

errand, so keep an eye on him for me. I won’t be very long.” 

“Is there anything else I should do?” 

“No. Just be alert to how he’s feeling. If he gets sick, make sure he gets help. Just keep an eye on 

him.” 

“You will be back soon?” 

“As soon as I can. Shouldn’t be more than a half-hour or so. I’m taking the Mustang again.” 

******** 

Hutch stretched, yawned and reached to his left. He wasn’t surprised Starsky wasn’t still there, 

but he was a little disappointed. Pushing up to sit, he blinked a few times, taking in the shadowy 

room, the sunlight held at bay by the drapes, which were still drawn. A knock startled him. 



“Come in,” he said, expecting Ana, probably with breakfast. Despite his persistent nausea, she’d 

made tireless attempts to get him to eat. Instead, Vanessa walked in, smelling of freshly applied 

perfume, hair and make-up picture perfect. Dressed in a cream-colored pantsuit accented by an 

obviously expensive silk scarf, she looked stunning.  

“Well, good morning, sleepyhead,” she said cheerfully. “Feeling better this morning?” She sat on 

the side of the bed and leaned in for a small, controlled kiss that wouldn’t smear her lipstick. She 

used her thumb to quickly dispel any traces of it from his mouth.  

“A little, yeah. You look great. Going out?” 

“I’m meeting with the planning committee for the fundraising dinner, remember?” 

“Oh, right.” Hutch ran his hand over his face tiredly, disappointed to realize the nearly crippling 

fatigue was still there, despite the easing of the nausea. “I’m sorry about last night,” he said, 

referring to his rejection of her amorous advances. 

“I shouldn’t have tried anything when you’re still under the weather like this. The doctor didn’t 

say you couldn’t, but I imagine it might be too strenuous until you’re completely well. I 

understand you’re seeing a doctor this afternoon?” 

“Starsky was trying to get the appointment moved up from Tuesday.” 

“He’s been quite a help to you through all this. I suppose we’ll have to promote him to nanny 

instead of security guard,” she quipped, obviously pleased with her little joke. 

“He has been a big help, but I don’t need a nanny.” 

“Oh, I hit a nerve. Sorry, Ken. I really should be going,” she said, pushing back her sleeve with a 

perfectly manicured hand to check the delicate gold and diamond watch on her wrist. “Take it 

easy today, and maybe this evening we could go out for dinner? Someplace nice?” 

“Sure,” he responded with a slight smile. Could Starsky be imagining all of this? Part of him 

wanted to tell her the truth. Whether she was up to something or completely innocent, he was in 

love with someone else, and living a lie had never set well with him...though he’d more or less 

been doing that the last several months of their engagement.  

“One of these days, Ken, you’re going to set a date with me.” She leaned in for another minimal 

contact kiss, and then was on her feet and heading for the door. “The holidays are a wonderful 

time to have a wedding, you know.” With that, she breezed out the door, closing it behind her. 

If she were really going to poison me for my life insurance, would she be talking about setting a 

date for a wedding? Even if marrying me would secure her inheritance for the long haul, why 

would she try to kill me first, before I made it to the altar? Just as he was contemplating all of 

this, there was a knock at the door.  

“Breakfast, sir,” Ana’s voice carried into the room. 



“Come in, Ana.”  

Ana approached the bed carrying a tray bearing a breakfast of scrambled eggs, toast, orange juice 

and a plump banana walnut muffin, one of his favorites. She set the tray before him. “Mr. 

Starsky said you were feeling a little better, but he suggested mild foods,” she explained.  

“Where is Mr. Starsky this morning?”  

“He had an errand to run, but he will be back soon. Please try to eat something.” 

“Thanks, Ana. It looks great.” Then, as an afterthought, he asked, “Were there any calls about 

my doctor’s appointment?” 

“No, sir. Ms. Reardon was on the phone a while earlier this morning.” 

“Did the phone ring at all?” 

“Twice, but she answered it both times.” 

“I see. Thanks for breakfast, Ana.” 

“You’re welcome. It’s good to see you able to eat something again.” She left the room, pulling 

the door shut behind her. Hutch dug into his breakfast with gusto, finally feeling some sign of an 

appetite for the first time in days.  

******** 

Starsky stood at the pay phone waiting to be connected to Dobey. He’d found a small grocery 

store a short drive from the Hutchinson estate that wasn’t too busy, so the area around the pay 

phone on the wall of the store’s vestibule wasn’t excessively noisy. 

“Dobey.” 

“Hey, Captain, it’s Starsky. Any luck?” 

“If her friend the doctor is pilfering drugs for her, he’s doing it discreetly. They’ve had no large 

discrepancies in their inventory at Mercy—nothing large enough to report to the authorities.” 

“But they keep a listing of the drugs that have come up short, right?” 

“Of course. There are a few tranquilizers and painkillers, but there wasn’t a significant amount 

of either one unaccounted for, and according to the RN I spoke to, neither of them would have a 

cumulative toxic effect unless they were given in overdose proportions, which would probably 

lead to unconsciousness at the time of administration. They do have a small amount of Digoxin 

missing, which she said was reported to the hospital administration—apparently it was a more 

significant amount than what they feel would be due to clerical error. Still, it’s not a drug with 

much street value, so they’ve handled the investigation internally.” 



“Digoxin?” 

“The prescription brand of digitalis. It’s a heart medication that doctors use to treat irregular 

heartbeats and other cardiac problems.” 

“He’s been complaining of feeling funny in the chest, and he gets out of breath real easily. The 

doctor said his heart rate was sort of slow.” 

“Apparently it can be toxic if taken over a period of time.” 

“Oh, man.” Starsky ran his hand through his hair, trying to think of the best way to proceed. 

“I’ve gotta search her room, see if there’s any sign of the stuff there. I think she might’ve been 

poisoning him using some vitamins. He said they were capsules.” 

“That could work. The Digoxin are small pills—could probably fit into an emptied out capsule. 

Starsky, I don’t have to tell you that you’re not a cop anymore. Proceed carefully with this. If you 

get something, call me. I’ll contact the LAPD.” 

“Right, Cap’n. I’m gonna get back there and have a look around her room. If I come up empty... 

Well, then I’m not sure just what I’m gonna do. Did the hospital have records on which doctors 

had taken meds out of the pharmacy?” 

“That doesn’t help much, Starsky. Most every doctor practicing there, including Dr. Randolph, 

would have every legitimate reason to go into the pharmacy or use medications stored there. This 

is a nice lead as to what Hutchinson’s doctor ought to look for in his system, but even if he’s 

being poisoned by this specific drug, we can’t prove the missing quantity at Mercy was taken by 

Randolph or administered by the Reardon woman unless you can get me something else.” 

“I know.” 

“Keep me posted.” 

“Will do. Thanks.” Starsky hung up the phone and headed back to the car.  

Driving back toward the house on a winding hillside road, he thought back of the sound of the 

piano echoing in that huge music room, and of the beauty of the piece of music that now bore his 

name. Music written by a Grammy-winning classical musician who could pack a concert hall. A 

man who performed for dignitaries, traveled with the jet set, and was revered as one of the finest 

pianists alive had written a song for him. Had been inspired by him.  

Was in love with him. 

Somewhere inside, he knew he should be intimidated by the thought, but when he thought of 

Hutch, all the trappings of fame didn’t seem real. Kenneth Hutchinson was the wealthy musical 

icon, but the man he’d come to know, the one he’d nick-named “Hutch,” the soft-spoken, 

thoughtful man he’d fallen in love with...he was just a man—a beautiful man who loved David 

Starsky. He knew that some of the quiet reassurances Hutch had given him the night before had 



gone a long way toward the way he felt now. They had fueled his confidence and eased most of 

the insecurities he’d felt about venturing into the world of someone whose bedroom suite was 

larger than his apartment. 

Coming up on a sharper curve in the road, he chided himself for the speed he’d been traveling in 

the Mustang, and released the accelerator, his foot going to the brake pedal to slow things down 

a bit.  

Nothing happened, and the car continued at its present speed.  

“Shit.” Starsky pumped the brake pedal but found it completely unresponsive. It didn’t help that 

the portion of the road he was traveling had a slight downward slope to it. With a steep, grassy 

incline on one side and a dirt shoulder leading to a guardrail on the other, he was left with little 

leeway to attempt stopping the car. Beyond the guardrail was a long drop into a canyon. 

The tires squealed on the next turn, the car picking up momentum on the slight decline without 

the tempering influence of the brakes.  

“Damn it, no, not now,” Starsky cursed under his breath, realizing with a start that this was the 

first time in a long time he’d feared death. Since he’d lost Terry and then lost his career on the 

force, he hadn’t resorted to suicide or courted death in any particularly overt manner, but the 

thought of his life ending held no fear or regret. It used to mean an end to what had been a very 

empty, somewhat pointless existence, at least in his mind. Now, as he managed to steer the car 

around another spine-tingling curve, he realized that he had something—and someone—he 

didn’t want to leave. Of all the empty months when a situation such as this wouldn’t have truly 

held much terror, now he was faced with it, and all he knew was that he wanted more than 

anything to find a way out—to save himself.  

A way out... 

One tire veered off the cement onto the dirt shoulder, and his attempts to bring the car back on 

course were failing as it hurtled toward the guardrail. With the gentle music of Hutch’s “David” 

haunting his thoughts, he chanced letting go of the steering wheel to push open the car door. 

******** 

For the first time in weeks, Ken Hutchinson was thoroughly enjoying himself in front of a piano. 

He had polished and perfected the rough melody he’d sketched out the night before, which was 

now officially dubbed “David,” and played a few of his favorite original compositions, relieved 

that the music still flowed easily from him despite his hiatus from the piano.  

Almost an hour had passed, and concerned how long Vanessa would safely be away from the 

house, he decided to slip upstairs and have a look around for himself. He’d be careful not to 

disturb any evidence should he find it, but if Starsky didn’t return soon, they might not have time 

to carefully pick their way through her things without disturbing them noticeably. 

He walked down the hall to the kitchen and asked Ana to ring Vanessa’s room should the lady of 



the house return in the next hour. With a knowing smile, Ana readily agreed, and went back to 

her baking activities.  

Hutch made the trek up the long staircase slowly, his stamina still not impressive. He pushed 

open the door to Vanessa’s room and hesitated slightly. Not only did this feel like a blatant 

violation of his fiancée’s privacy, but he realized he truly didn’t want the answers he might find. 

Regardless of how he felt for Starsky now, or how he no longer felt for Vanessa, a part of him 

still loved her. Knowing she could hate him enough to want him dead...to slowly, painfully 

poison him, just to collect things he’d left to her in his will out of love and concern for her 

future, was a wound he preferred not to suffer. 

The room, decorated in rich shades of blue, was impeccably kept. In addition to the maid’s 

regular cleaning, Vanessa kept her belongings neatly ensconced in the large walk-in closet, the 

ornate dresser and the antique roll-top desk she used for her correspondence. That desk seemed 

the most likely site for any incriminating evidence, so Hutch carefully eased the top up, revealing 

the surface and compartments. All he found was Vanessa’s stationery, a few bills stacked neatly 

and ready to be paid, her address book, and a few letters from friends, including a couple of 

overseas post cards. All in all, very unremarkable. The drawers yielded nothing else of interest.  

Frustrated, he checked the two nightstands, but found nothing more sinister than hand lotion, a 

couple of novels and a few other personal effects. He moved on to the dresser, slowly pulling out 

the top drawer of the big mahogany piece. Carefully lifting each item, he looked among the 

delicate intimate apparel items, feeling more ridiculous with each passing minute for spending 

his morning rifling his fiancée’s underwear drawer. Just then, his hand encountered a small 

bottle, which he pulled out of the drawer. It was a prescription bottle bearing a recent date. Its 

contents had been birth control pills. Vanessa Reardon was the patient for whom the pills had 

been prescribed. 

“Oh, Van...all this time,” he muttered, thinking of the months he’d agonized over the guilt of 

having fathered the child she miscarried, the one that had allegedly left her unable to bear other 

children. He wondered just how much of that time she’d spent plotting...how long she’d 

harbored the desire to see him dead. He noted the doctor’s name on the bottle: Frederick 

Metcalf, MD. 

Swallowing, he carefully eased the bottle back into its hiding place. Fueled by the discovery, he 

opened the second drawer, carefully probing around the exercise clothing housed there. His 

search of that drawer, as well as the bottom one, proved fruitless. He moved to the walk-in 

closet, a bit overwhelmed by the volume of clothing, shoes, boxes and other items neatly stored 

there.  

Ignoring the gratuitous volumes of clothing on hangers, he concentrated on the shoe boxes on the 

floor of the closet. Mostly, they contained exactly what they purported to contain—shoes. Hutch 

began to wonder if Vanessa’s darkest secret was actually a shoe fetish. No one, not even 

Vanessa, could possibly live long enough to wear all of them, and even if she did, they’d be out 

of style and on their way to charity before they were barely worn. Somehow, the fact he’d been 

financing all this seemed suddenly ridiculous. He’d felt guilty for cancelling tour dates when he 



was sick in bed, and yet his fiancée had the equivalent of a Rodeo Drive boutique in her closet 

and was perpetually shopping for more, his house was the size of a resort hotel, and he had three 

vintage cars he rarely drove anymore.  

The next shoe box he opened did not contain shoes, but rather, photographs. They looked like 

vacation photos, and yet Hutch couldn’t recall any vacation to such a tropical setting since he’d 

met Vanessa. Yet there she was, reclining in a lounge chair, adorned in a skimpy bikini, shades 

on, smiling seductively at the camera. He sifted through the photos, finding more similar shots. 

One thing about his Van—she was a narcissist. He wondered how many women had this many 

photos of themselves in a bikini from their last vacation.  

And where the hell did she go? And when? And with whom? 

“Hutch?” The familiar voice made him jump, dropping a couple of the photos. Sighing with 

relief when his brain registered who it was speaking, he rose to his feet and exited the closet. He 

froze at the sight before him. Starsky’s clothing was torn and dirty, his arms, legs and face 

marred by bloody scrapes, and he held a handkerchief to his head, covering what must have been 

a more significant wound. 

“Starsk...what the hell—?” Hutch moved to his side immediately and guided him to sit on 

Vanessa’s bed, mindless of whether they left any stains or disorder in their wake. “Let me see 

your head, buddy.” Hutch gently replaced Starsky’s hand with his own, carefully peering beneath 

the handkerchief. There was about a two-inch cut near the hairline, but the bleeding seemed to 

have slowed to an ooze.  

“I hate to tell you this, but your Mustang is at the bottom of the canyon,” Starsky said, wincing a 

little as Hutch turned his face to evaluate his injuries.  

“Neck hurt?” 

“Everything got pretty banged up. I was going probably seventy-five or so when I had to jump.” 

“Okay, back up,” Hutch said, probing the torn flaps of the jeans that revealed more of the 

painful-looking abrasions. “Tell me what happened.” 

“The brakes failed.”  

Hutch’s head snapped up at that.  

“I have those cars serviced regularly, whether they’re actively being driven or not. Ana said they 

were just taken in for oil jobs and general tune-ups a week before we arrived here.” 

“The brakes were gone, Hutch. I managed it as long as I could, but when it started looking like I 

wasn’t gonna get the car under control, I jumped. The car went over the guardrail and into the 

canyon.” 

“Fuck the car. Thank God you didn’t go with it.”  



“That was the plan.”  

“If the brakes were tampered with, there should be some way of telling—” 

“The car exploded when it hit the rocks. I don’t know how much evidence is going to be left 

there.” 

“We need to get you to a doctor.” 

“Not now. Once Vanessa knows I’m alive, if there’s any evidence in here, she’s gonna destroy it 

if she hasn’t already.” 

“Let me get you cleaned up then, huh?” 

“We don’t have time.” 

“We’ll take time. Those scrapes need to be cleaned up and disinfected, and I’ll ask Ana to get 

you an ice bag for your head. Come on.” Hutch led Starsky across the hall and down a couple 

doors to his suite, shutting the door behind them. “Van’s probably going to be gone a couple 

more hours anyway. I just got jittery waiting.”  

“Find anything?” 

“Get those clothes off, huh?” Hutch was busily searching his medicine cabinet for supplies.  

“This isn’t exactly the way I pictured our first seduction. Smooth technique you got there,” 

Starsky quipped.  

“I need that stuff out of the way if I’m going to clean you up, smart ass. I still can’t believe you 

jumped out of a moving car at that speed without breaking anything—like your neck, for 

instance.” Hutch gathered supplies on the counter of the impossibly white bathroom. The only 

thing that wasn’t white were the gold faucets and hardware on the vanity drawers. Meanwhile, 

Starsky began undressing, noting with some disdain that a favorite pair of jeans were biting the 

dust. “You’re sure nothing’s broken?” 

“Nah, just banged up pretty good.” Starsky sat on the closed toilet lid, clad only in his briefs. 

Hutch turned away from the counter and stopped short, unable to avoid staring at the scars on 

Starsky’s chest. They were pretty well obscured by the dark hair there, but truth be told, it was 

the fact they were partially hidden that made Hutch scrutinize them a bit more than if they’d 

been clearly visible. He could discern three round scars that were probably bullet entries, and 

two fine lines that must have been scars from the life-saving surgery that resulted. “Guess I 

should warn people before doing my Frankenstein impersonation.” Starsky’s tone was almost 

convincingly light, but didn’t quite make it.  

“Don’t say that,” Hutch said immediately. “I knew you were shot. I guess I didn’t realize...” 

“It’s okay, Hutch. They’re pretty disgusting, I know. I should’a told you about them as soon as 



we...well, as soon as things changed. Not fair to surprise somebody with somethin’ like this the 

first time—” 

“Do you think those matter to me?” Hutch broke free of his stillness and knelt to clean the 

scrapes on Starsky’s knees. “I was just surprised. I don’t know why. I should have known.” With 

both knees done, he moved up to Starsky’s left arm, carefully working on the elbow and then a 

raw patch on his forearm. “Guess you’re pretty used to pain, huh?” Hutch asked, feeling his heart 

ache at how little Starsky flinched from what had to be uncomfortable contact with the antiseptic 

on his wounds.  

“After last year, it takes a lot to really get to me, I guess.” Starsky was silent as Hutch placed 

bandages over the deeper scrapes on his knees. Hutch found himself wondering who took care of 

Starsky after the shooting. 

“Let’s see about that hard head of yours.” Hutch soaked a washcloth and squeezed the excess 

water off it, then went to work at gently cleaning the drying blood off Starsky’s forehead. 

“Probably need to wash your hair later. I can’t get all that out of there.” 

“Yeah, I will.”  

“Or maybe I will,” Hutch said softly as he finished his task.  

“I’ll get some clothes on,” Starsky said, rising stiffly off the toilet lid. 

“You’re going to a doctor later.” 

“I’m fine, Hutch. But if it’ll make you feel better, when you get looked at, maybe they can 

glance at me, too, and see if I still have all my parts in order.” 

“Starsky...” Hutch reached out his hand and laid it, palm down, over the bullet scar closest to 

Starsky’s heart. “The scars don’t matter. They don’t make you any less beautiful to me.” 

“Yeah, well, next time you go to write love songs for somebody, better make sure you’re seein’ 

the whole package first.”  

“It might have changed what I wrote for you,” Hutch admitted, then looked into Starsky’s eyes. 

“It might have made it a little more complex, maybe a little more intricate, maybe darker in 

places...just because there’s more to you than the surface. What you’ve survived, overcome...” 

“You’re really somethin’ special, you know that?” Starsky asked, his voice a little choked as he 

covered Hutch’s hand with his own.  

Hutch moved forward and pulled Starsky into his arms. The thought of how close he’d come to 

losing this man before they ever had a chance to love each other...how close he came to losing 

the only person who had ever really loved him completely for himself, who wouldn’t care if he 

quit the music business tomorrow, who wouldn’t care if he had money or a big name or a fancy 

house—the only person to whom his talent as a pianist was only one small facet and not 



everything—made his blood run cold.  

“I’m okay, babe. We’re both gonna be okay,” Starsky said, pulling back a little and smiling at 

Hutch. “I love you, y’know.” He rested the unbruised part of his forehead carefully against 

Hutch’s.  

“I love you, too.” 

“No matter what we find out about Vanessa, or what the doctor says, that’s not gonna change.” 

“No matter what kind of scars you show me,” Hutch paused, “inside or out, it won’t change.”  

“If I don’t go right now and get some clothes on, I’m gonna shove you down on that bed and eat 

you alive.” 

“If that was a threat, try harder,” Hutch quipped, and Starsky laughed.  

“You’re feeling better.” 

“Yeah, I am. I still don’t feel so great in the chest, but my appetite’s better.” 

“Come with me and I’ll tell you what I found out.” Starsky gathered up his ruined clothing, and 

after seeing that the hallway was empty, moved swiftly in his underwear-clad state around the 

corner into his own bedroom, Hutch close behind him. While he pulled on a clean blue shirt and 

jeans, he relayed what Dobey had told him about the digitalis missing from the hospital 

pharmacy. 

“That would explain why I feel like I do...why I always feel out of breath and funny in my 

chest.” 

“Yep, that would explain it. You get a call back from that doctor yet?” 

“No—at least, not that I know of. Apparently Van was on the phone a while this morning.” 

“Great.” Starsky tucked his shirt in hastily and stuck his feet into a clean pair of blue sneakers. “I 

think we should just go to the emergency room and forget about specialists. Now that we know 

what we’re looking for—” 

“We have to finish in Van’s room first. You were right. If there’s anything still in there, she’ll 

dump it once she finds you’re still alive.” 

Back in Vanessa’s room, Hutch showed Starsky the box of vacation photos he’d found.  

“I also found a bottle of birth control pills,” Hutch said quietly, and Starsky’s head snapped up 

from looking at the photos. 

“I thought—” 



“So did I. They were prescribed by a Dr. Frederick Metcalf. Her doctor’s name is Donald 

Ridgely—he’s one of the top gynecologists in the area. I don’t understand who this Metcalf guy 

is.” 

“We’ll get him checked out.” Starsky paused. “I’m sorry. I know you thought all this time she 

couldn’t—” 

“Guess she’s been playing me for a sucker for a long time.” 

“Hutch.” Starsky held up a photo of Vanessa in a flowing white beach cover-up and straw hat 

standing next to none other than Scott Randolph. “This is Scott Randolph. The doctor I found 

Vanessa talking to at the hospital the other night.” 

“So that’s my replacement,” Hutch said a bit dismally, taking the photo and looking at the 

smiling couple. “I’ve never seen her look so happy.” 

“Hey.” Starsky waited until Hutch looked up at him. “If she’s passing you up for him—for 

anybody—she’s crazy.” 

“Thanks, but she apparently doesn’t think so. I can’t believe I was such a chump. What I can’t 

figure out is when she took this trip.” 

“When’s the last time she was gone for more than a day or so? Or maybe a time you were gone 

that she didn’t tour with you?” 

“The last time we were apart that long—long enough for her to go on some kind of...tropical 

getaway—was when she had her miscarriage. She said she needed some time to herself, and she 

went to her parents’ vacation house in Tahoe. It’s not really far from my place there, but I left 

her be, because she was so distraught and wanted time to herself.” 

“Were you with her when she miscarried?” 

“No, I was on the road. She wasn’t feeling well, so she stayed here. I was playing a couple dates 

up north—Seattle, San Francisco. She said she thought she’d be feeling better in a day or two 

and when I left for the Southwest, where I had about a week’s worth of dates, she’d come with 

me. I got the call from her shortly after I arrived in Seattle. She convinced me to go on with the 

tour and said she needed time to herself.” Hutch swallowed. “I wanted to come home and be 

with her. I felt...I don’t know...empty. This sense of...loss. I couldn’t even imagine what it was 

like for her, carrying the child and then...” Hutch sat on the foot of the bed. “She told me she was 

going to her parents’ place, and if I loved her, I’d just give her some time to heal. There wasn’t 

much I could say to that, so I told her I loved her, and that however she wanted to deal with it, I 

was behind her. I told her to call me if she changed her mind. I didn’t speak to her again until 

she came back two weeks later.” 

“Did you talk to her parents, or call her there?” 

“No. She called a couple times and left messages while I was out to let me know she was all 



right. Her parents were always very conservative. She didn’t want them to know she was 

pregnant at all, so I didn’t say anything to them.” 

“How long was she gone?” 

“About two weeks total, I think.” 

“So you never had any actual proof she had a miscarriage at all?” 

“Proof? No, not proof. I know our sex life just about ended after that, and she was deeply 

depressed for a long time. The only thing she seemed to enjoy was working on my career, the 

traveling, and shopping.” 

“None of which, of course, you could bear to deny her in her emotionally fragile condition.” 

“You think it was all fake? The miscarriage, the depression—damn, you don’t think the 

pregnancy was a fake from the start?” 

“I don’t know about that, but this whole thing is smellier than an outdoor fish market in July. 

Let’s go through the rest’a this stuff.” Starsky pocketed the photo of Vanessa with Randolph, and 

carefully replaced the other photos. Hutch put the box back where he’d found it. The rest of the 

closet yielded nothing of interest, and disappointingly, neither did Vanessa’s vanity or medicine 

cabinet.  

“Is this an illegal search or something?” Hutch asked. 

“You’re the homeowner, and I’m not a cop. So no, there’s nothing illegal about it,” Starsky said, 

standing in the middle of the large bathroom, which continued the blue decor of the bedroom. 

“Not that we’re finding anything worthwhile. It’s not a crime to be on birth control and lie to 

your boyfriend.” Starsky sighed, looking around, then paused. “Hold it.” He moved to the toilet 

and hunched over the closed fixture, looking behind it. “I think I got somethin’ here. You have a 

camera?” 

“What?” 

“A camera? Do you have one?” 

“Sure. In my room.” 

“Go get it. I wanna document this before I move it, but I don’t wanna leave it here.” 

“What is it?” 

“A capsule. Is that one of your vitamin capsules?” Starsky waited while Hutch looked over his 

shoulder. 

“Sure looks like it.” 



“Must’ve missed the target when she dumped the rest of them. Go on, get the camera.”  

Starsky went to the desk in the bedroom and found an envelope, which he kept handy to place 

the capsule in once they had documented its location. When Hutch returned with the camera, 

Starsky took several snapshots of the area around the toilet, as well as a larger-scope shot of the 

bathroom. He zoomed in and took two close-ups of the pill itself. Handing the camera back to 

Hutch, he used a piece of toilet tissue to pick up the capsule and carefully drop it in the 

envelope.  

“Okay. Let’s get outta here. I’ll call Dobey from the hospital.” 

“Dobey?” 

“Yeah, Captain Dobey at the Bay City PD. He was my boss before I left.” 

“What about Vanessa?” 

“Leave her a note that you were feeling better and went out for a while.” 

Hutch wrote the note and left it on the corner of Vanessa’s dresser, propped up against an ornate 

antique lamp. Heading down the hall toward the stairs, where Starsky was waiting, Hutch 

stopped in the open part of the hallway that overlooked the entry area downstairs. Gripping the 

banister, he fought valiantly to catch his breath. No, no, not now! Dear God, it’s not fair. I’m so 

close...we could have everything...no, not now... 

“Hutch?” Starsky rushed up the few steps he’d gone down while waiting for Hutch. He was at 

Hutch’s side in a moment, supporting him as he collapsed, breaking his fall, finally sitting on the 

floor with the musician’s limp body in his arms. Hutch was pale, unconscious, and Starsky 

wasn’t sure he was breathing.  

“ANA!” he bellowed at the top of his lungs. In a moment, the woman appeared in the entry area 

below. “Get an ambulance!” he shouted. Her eyes widened momentarily, and she turned and ran 

into the living room to the nearest telephone. “Hutch? Come on, buddy,” Starsky muttered, 

patting briskly at the pale cheeks. “I’m not lettin’ you go now, babe. Don’t you leave me, you 

hear?” Starsky fought the threat of tears and swallowed hard, laying Hutch flat on the floor and 

moving over him to start CPR.  

“Dios mio!” Ana exclaimed, rushing up the steps. “He is not breathing?” 

“I can’t find a pulse,” Starsky gasped between the breaths he was pumping into Hutch’s 

unresponsive form. “It’s my fault. I never should’a left him,” Starsky lamented before resuming 

mouth-to-mouth, still to no avail. “No, God, no, not you, too,” he whispered, checking frantically 

again for a pulse, his face so close to Hutch’s that one of his tears dropped on a pale cheek and 

rolled back into the fair hair.  

“I’ll go downstairs and wait for the ambulance,” Ana said, leaving the two men upstairs and 

rushing down the steps and out the front door. It felt like years before the siren was heard in the 



distance. 

“Aw, Hutch, come on, breathe, dammit!” A feeble intake of breath startled him, and he groped 

for Hutch’s wrist, finding a weak, thready pulse there. “Yeah, that’s it, babe. Breathe for me. 

Keep doin’ it. Don’t leave me, Hutch. That’s it, breathe, beautiful. Nice big breaths.” Starsky 

kept up the litany, holding Hutch’s hand tightly, stroking his hair, feeling every second stretch 

into an eternity as they waited for the ambulance. Starsky leaned in close as he heard the 

paramedics on the stairs. “I love you, Hutch. You hang on, babe. Hang on for us.”  

******** 

The ride in the ambulance was a blur of activity. Starsky was relegated to the front seat while 

two of the paramedics hunched over Hutch in the back of the vehicle, communicating with the 

hospital by radio and doing everything they could to encourage and stabilize the faint pulse and 

irregular respiration. A part of Starsky’s mind simply wouldn’t accept the possibility that he 

would lose Hutch before they ever had a chance...that he’d again have to stand over the grave of 

someone who was the other half of his heart and say good-bye.  

Vanessa Reardon was going to pay...and pay in a major way.  

******** 

As soon as they’d arrived at the hospital, and Hutch had been rushed into the emergency room, 

Starsky made his way to a pay phone and dialed Dobey’s number. 

“Dobey.” 

“Hutchinson’s in the hospital. He collapsed,” Starsky blurted into the phone. “He stopped 

breathing for a while. They’re working on him now,” Starsky concluded, knowing his voice was 

shaking. 

“How’s it look?” Dobey asked. 

“I don’t know. It didn’t look good in the ambulance,” he said, clamping down by a sheer act of 

will on the tears that wanted to flow.  

“You all right, Starsky?” 

“He...he matters to me, Cap’n. It’s not just a case.” 

“I can tell that,” Dobey responded, his tone gentle.  

“I took one of his cars out to call you earlier, and...the brakes failed. It’s at the bottom of the 

canyon right now.” 

“You bailed out, obviously.” 

“Just barely, but yeah, I did.” And if Hutch doesn’t make it, I’ll regret that for a long time to 



come. “Hutchinson said those cars were serviced just last week, and there was nothing wrong 

with them then. And I found one of the capsules behind the toilet in Vanessa’s bathroom. We 

photographed it in place and then bagged it. I have it with me.” 

“Great work, Starsky. I’ll get in touch with the LAPD and have them send someone right over to 

Mercy Hospital to get the evidence.” 

“Thanks, Captain. She doesn’t know I’m alive yet, and as far as I know, she doesn’t know 

Hutchinson collapsed. We just got here, though as soon as she gets home, the housekeeper will 

probably tell her.” 

“We don’t have enough at this point to arrest her.” 

“Not until you get the capsule analyzed, no.” 

“As soon as you get the verdict from Hutchinson’s doctor that his condition was brought on by 

digitalis poisoning, we can easily pick her up for questioning. We’ll move as fast as we can, but 

we want to have something solid to hold her on. With her connections, if we can’t keep her in 

custody after questioning her, she could disappear on us if we’re not careful.” 

“I got another name. Frederick Metcalf. He’s a doctor. Vanessa told Hutchinson that she was 

pregnant, then told him she’d miscarried his child and couldn’t have any more children. He 

found a bottle of birth control pills in her dresser—a recent prescription—from a Dr. Frederick 

Metcalf. We also have a photo of her in a tropical paradise with our buddy Scott Randolph.” 

“Sounds like a great girl.” 

“Yeah.”  

“I’ll run a check on Metcalf. Try to keep your cool with the woman if she shows up there. Until 

we have something to bring her in on, you don’t want to scare her off.” 

“Right, Captain. Randolph oughtta be picked up for questioning, too.” 

“Soon as we have those lab results, we’ll have some basis for questioning him. Cheating with 

somebody’s girlfriend isn’t a crime.” 

“Helping her kill her boyfriend is.” 

“Exactly. Keep your cool, Starsky. I’ll call when I have more information on Metcalf.” 

“Thanks, Cap’n.” Starsky had no sooner hung up the pay phone when a woman’s voice startled 

him from behind. 

“David? Where is Ken? What’s happening?”  

You’re good, lady. You almost sound overwrought. 



Starsky turned back to face Vanessa, dressed in one of her usual expensive designer ensembles. 

She had done a fair job of mustering a distressed expression. 

“He collapsed at the house...I did CPR, and he was breathing when they brought him in. I 

haven’t heard anything yet.” 

“He just...collapsed? Just like that?” she asked, frowning. “I thought he was doing better.” 

“So did I. We might as well sit down and wait it out. The doctor’ll find us as soon as he knows 

anything.” Starsky guided her by the elbow back toward the waiting room, and they both sat in 

chairs there.  

“He seemed fine when I left this morning. I would have never gone out if I thought he was ill.” 

“Neither would I. I had some errands to run in town.” Starsky paused. “I’m glad you’re here, 

safe.” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“Somebody fixed the brakes in the Mustang. It’s at the bottom of the canyon. I barely got out 

with my life.” Starsky leaned back in his chair. “Gives me good reason to believe someone is 

trying to kill your fiancé, and the people close to him obviously share in the danger now.” 

“Isn’t that a bit of a leap? I mean, brakes do fail. It’s not always foul play like they show in the 

movies.” 

“True. But there are a lot of odd circumstances here. The brakes failing, the bizarre type of 

illness Ken’s had—no one can quite diagnose it.” Starsky shrugged. “If I were still a cop, I’d be 

all over this case.” 

“Would you have any suspects?” she probed carefully. 

“There are always suspects. The people closest to the victim are the first group you evaluate, and 

then move out from there. In a murder case, you look for people who might kill in passion, or 

who have a lot to gain from the death.” 

“You’d consider Gordon and myself suspects, then?” 

“If this were a criminal matter and I were investigating it, I’d question both of you, of course. 

That would be routine procedure.” Starsky managed a little smile. “But that’s not my line of 

work anymore.” Starsky paused. “How did you find out we were here?” 

“Ana told me. I arrived home, and she told me I should come here right away. He was breathing 

when you finished your CPR?” 

“His pulse wasn’t very strong, and he wasn’t really doing too great, but he was breathing on his 

own.” Starsky got up and started pacing, noticing two men now approaching the nurses’ station. 



“Excuse me.” He walked over to where they were standing, all his instincts telling him they were 

the detectives sent by Dobey’s friend at the LAPD.  

“Mr. Starsky, these gentlemen are here to see you,” the young nurse behind the counter stated.  

“Detectives Ryan and Sanchez, LAPD,” the first man stated, discreetly showing Starsky his ID. 

He was a man in his mid-forties with graying dark hair, while his partner was a younger Hispanic 

man with glasses and a moustache. “You have something for us?” 

“Right here,” Starsky said, keeping one eye on Vanessa, who was watching the exchange with 

great interest. Starsky turned his body so she was unable to see that something had changed 

hands between them. He handed the envelope with the capsule in it to Ryan. “You probably 

should hang onto this as well,” he said, producing the Polaroid photos of the pill in its location 

and also of Vanessa and Scott Randolph. 

“Our captain’s waiting for this stuff,” Sanchez said. “Any test results back yet on Hutchinson?” 

“Not yet. I’m still waiting to hear from the doctor. That’s his fiancée back there.” 

“She might be worth getting poisoned for,” Ryan observed. “We’ll take this to the lab. Call us at 

this number as soon as you have the results from Hutchinson’s blood work. If it’s digitalis like 

you suspect, and this pill matches, we’ll pick up the black widow over there for questioning.” 

“Thanks. I’ll be in touch.” 

“You need some back-up here?” Sanchez offered. 

“Might be a good idea to have a plainclothes cop around, just in case. I don’t think it’ll be 

necessary, but I want to be sure nobody gets to Hutchinson. I can take care of myself. I’m going 

to tell her I’ve made arrangements for extra security—including you and whoever you send—so 

make sure he doesn’t walk up to me and introduce himself as Officer whats-his-name and blow 

the whole thing.” 

“Right, will do. You’re armed?” Ryan asked. 

“Yes. I have all the necessary permits, if you need to see those.” 

“No, Captain Dobey vouched for you with Captain Hennessy, so that’s not necessary. Just be 

sure you call us—you’re not officially on the force, and even if you were, this wouldn’t be your 

jurisdiction.” 

“Understood. Thanks for getting here so fast.” 

“Attempted celebrity homicide cases like this one is once in a lifetime. Wouldn’t miss it,” Ryan 

quipped, smiling slightly as the two men turned and headed for the exit. Starsky turned back to 

see Vanessa pacing the waiting room now. 



“Who were they?” she asked as soon as he rejoined her. 

“Extra security I took the liberty of hiring to keep an eye on your boyfriend and you. If someone 

is targeting him for some reason, you’d be a logical person for them to use to get at him.” 

“Why would someone want to target Ken for anything?” she asked, frowning. “Or me, for that 

matter?” 

“Hopefully no one does, and his illness is caused by something natural, and the brakes failing 

was just an accident. But his security is my responsibility, and I’d be doing a sorry job of it if I 

didn’t tighten things up a bit with what’s going on.” 

“Yes, I see your point,” she conceded, sitting down again. 

“Mr. Starsky? There’s a call for you at the desk.” The same nurse who’d been at the desk when 

the detectives arrived approached them now. 

“Thanks. I’ll just be a minute,” he said, giving Vanessa a slight smile. He followed the nurse to 

the desk and picked up the phone. 

“Mr. Starsky, Dr. Weiss here. I just got Ken’s results back. It’s just as you suspected. Digitalis, 

and a healthy dose of it at that. I can’t tell for sure how long it’s been in his system, but he got a 

significant dose of it in the last several hours.” 

“How’s he doin’?” 

“We’ve got his vital signs mostly stable, though his heart rate is still slow. He’s weak, and 

definitely needs a lot of rest and care, but my prognosis for him is excellent at this point.” 

“That’s great news, Doc. Thanks. Can you come out and say something to his fiancée? We’re 

waiting on the test results on the capsule found in her room before we make a move.” 

“Of course. I’ll update her on his condition and tell her we’re running more tests. That will 

prevent her from expecting to visit him right away, which I assume you don’t want to happen.” 

“No, I don’t want to chance it.” 

After concluding his call with the doctor, Starsky called the number on the detectives’ card and 

informed them of the test results. As he hung up the phone, a thought occurred to him, and he 

dialed the number of the Hutchinson estate. Ana’s voice came over the line, a bit thin with 

obvious distress. 

“Hutchinson residence.” 

“Ana, it’s Dave Starsky. I need to ask you a question—and this is vitally important.” 

“Of course. How is Mr. Hutchinson?” 



“Looks like he’s going to be okay,” Starsky said, smiling. “Can you tell me what he ate or drank 

in the last several hours?” 

“All I fixed for him was breakfast—eggs, toast, orange juice...oh, and one of those big muffins 

he likes from the health food store.” 

“I know this is going to sound bizarre, but I have reason to suspect that someone may have 

tampered with Mr. Hutchinson’s food, and that could be what’s making him ill. Was anyone else 

there today, or in the kitchen, while you were preparing his food? Did anyone else have access to 

it?” 

“Well...no, not really. I took the eggs out of the refrigerator and scrambled and cooked them. I 

made the orange juice fresh-squeezed, like he likes it, and I fixed the toast...and the muffins were 

right there on the counter the whole time, from when Ms. Reardon brought them in until I put the 

one on his tray for breakfast. She bought him two, and he usually eats two if he’s not having 

anything else, but since I’d already fixed eggs, I thought one was enough. I took everything 

upstairs and served it to him myself.” 

“Ms. Reardon brought the muffins? When was that?” 

“While I was fixing the eggs. She brought in the bag and told me to put them on Mr. 

Hutchinson’s tray as a treat.” 

“Do you still have the other muffin?” Starsky asked, keeping one eye on Vanessa, who was now 

thumbing through a magazine. Judging by the speed the pages were moving, she wasn’t reading 

much.  

“Why, yes, I think so. Just a minute.” There was a slight clattering sound as she laid the phone 

down, and the sound of movement and cupboards opening in the kitchen. A moment later, she 

returned. “Yes, I have it right here.” 

“Don’t let that bag out of your sight, Ana. Do you understand me? I’m sending two police 

detectives over there to pick it up, and it’s important you only give it to them—their names are 

Ryan and Sanchez. Can you do that for me?” 

“Of course, but—you think Ms. Reardon—?” 

“We can’t miss following up a single lead. I hope this one is a dead end, but we have to know.” 

“It wouldn’t surprise me one bit,” Ana retorted. “I’ll keep an eye on this.” 

“Thanks.” Starsky called the detectives again and was patched through to them over their radio. 

He explained the potential evidence, and they agreed to pick it up from Ana immediately. 

Returning to the waiting room to rejoin Vanessa, he managed a slight smile. 

“The security guys are at the house, checking things out,” he lied fluidly. “I want to be sure the 

other cars and the limo are okay, and that there’s no sign of forced entry or tampering with the 



alarm system or phone lines.” 

“You’re very thorough,” Vanessa responded, smiling. “I’m sure Ken will appreciate that.” She 

seemed more relaxed now, apparently comfortable with the tale he was weaving of heightened 

security that seemed to include her as a potential victim rather than a suspect. 

“Ms. Reardon?” The doctor approached the couch where both of them sat.  

“Dr. Weiss,” Vanessa greeted in response as the man sat in the nearby chair.  

“Mr. Starsky, I understand you did some CPR on Mr. Hutchinson. He’s very lucky you were 

there.” 

“I used to be a cop. It was part of the training.” 

“He’s in serious but stable condition. His vital signs are less erratic than they were when he was 

brought in, but there are a number of concerns we’re still looking into. His heart rate is 

abnormally slow, for one thing. I noticed it was a bit slower than normal when he was admitted 

before, but it wasn’t significant enough to concern me. We’re going to begin running more 

tests.” 

“May I see him, Doctor?” Vanessa asked, just the right hint of desperation in her voice. Starsky 

resisted his own urge to ask for the same thing, because it was what he wanted most, second only 

to nailing Vanessa. 

“Actually, he’s going to be taken in for tests in just a few minutes, and we’re trying to keep him 

as calm as possible. He should be able to have visitors by early evening, but just one at a time, 

and only for a few minutes.” 

“I see,” she said, nodding solemnly. “He is going to be all right, though?” 

“He’s young, in good physical condition... I’m very optimistic that as soon as we can isolate the 

cause of his symptoms, we can begin an effective course of treatment to get him back on his feet 

again.” 

“Doc, I should take a look at the area around Mr. Hutchinson’s room. We’ll have private security 

outside his door at all times. Maybe Vanessa could at least glance in at him—put her mind at 

ease?” 

“Very well,” the doctor conceded, nodding. “If you’ll follow me.” 

“You really think we need to put a guard on Ken’s door?” Vanessa asked as they walked down 

the corridor to the elevator. 

“We can’t be too careful, until we know the results of the tests, and someone’s checked out 

what’s left of that Mustang.” 



“Mr. Hutchinson is in ICU, so it’s unlikely any unauthorized personnel would have access to his 

room,” the doctor said as they rode up in the elevator.  

“Better safe than sorry,” Starsky responded as they made their way down the hall. A young man 

dressed in a somewhat ill-fitting suit was already there, standing by the door.  

“Security, folks. Your names, please?”  

“David Starsky. Who assigned you?” 

“Sanchez, sir. He said you requested a security guard for Mr. Hutchinson’s room. I’m Stan 

Helman,” he offered. 

“Good job, Stan,” Starsky said. “You’re on the ball. This is Mr. Hutchinson’s doctor, and his 

fiancée, Vanessa Reardon,” Starsky added. He caught a glimmer of recognition in the younger 

man’s eyes.  

“Mr. Helman, the nurses’ station has this order, but I’ll share it with you, as well,” Dr. Weiss 

said. “Mr. Hutchinson is not to have any visitors until further notice. I want him to have some 

undisturbed rest before we take him downstairs for more tests.” 

“Of course, Doctor,” the young man said, nodding.  

“I think Stan here’s got things under control. Should we just look in through the window?” 

Starsky asked, gesturing toward the window of the ICU room. 

“That would be best,” the doctor replied.  

“He looks like he’s resting comfortably,” Vanessa said, smiling a little. “We will be able to visit 

him later?” 

“Yes, of course,” Dr. Weiss replied, smiling.  

“Let’s go grab something to eat downstairs and maybe give Gordon a call. By then, we should be 

able to see him,” Starsky suggested, and Vanessa nodded agreeably.  

When the elevator doors opened on the lobby level of the hospital, Detectives Ryan and Sanchez 

were waiting nearby. 

“Vanessa Reardon?” Sanchez said, approaching her. 

“Yes?” She looked at him with some confusion, apparently puzzled as to why the “security 

personnel” were approaching her instead of Starsky. 

“I’m Detective Sanchez, this is Detective Ryan, LAPD. You’re under arrest, Ms. Reardon.” 

“Wait a minute—you said they were private security,” she said, looking back at Starsky. “What 

is this about?” she asked, turning back to the detectives. 



“The charge is the attempted murder by poisoning of your fiancé, Kenneth Hutchinson,” Ryan 

announced. 

“Poi— Oh, for heaven’s sake! Why would I poison Ken? That’s ridiculous! I want to see my 

attorney.” 

“You’ll have the opportunity to contact your attorney downtown,” Sanchez stated. “Everything 

tested out positive,” he added, looking at Starsky.  

“You were in on this! You did this! You set me up!” She waved an accusing finger at Starsky. 

“Vanessa, the evidence was all there. You weren’t even particularly careful about it. All I did 

was put the pieces together—and care enough about Ken to notice that what was happening to 

him didn’t make sense.” 

“I can’t believe you’d do something like this just to better your situation,” she accused angrily. 

“That’s enough, Ms. Reardon,” Ryan cut in. “You’ll have your chance. You’re under arrest. You 

have the right to remain silent...” 

Starsky watched as the seething woman was cuffed, Mirandized and then escorted, still fuming, 

to the detectives’ waiting car, much to the fascination of a number of onlookers in the hospital 

lobby. Gordon arrived as she was placed in the car, but didn’t have time to ask questions before 

the car pulled away. He rushed into the building where Starsky had pressed the button to call the 

elevator.  

“What’s going on? That was Vanessa!” 

“She’s been poisoning him, Gordon. God knows for how long, but the whole time he’s been sick, 

it’s been digitalis poisoning.” 

“Digitalis?” The other man’s eyes bulged as he stepped onto the elevator with Starsky. “That’s 

heart medicine.” 

“Given to a healthy person, it can slow their heart rate way down, make them sick, dizzy, 

exhausted...and eventually kill them.” 

“But...why would she do such a thing?” Gordon shook his head. “I know they weren’t the perfect 

couple, but she never seemed that unhappy with Ken.” 

“Are you familiar with the terms of Ken’s will?” 

“Well, yes, basically—” He stared at Starsky. “She was killing him for the money?” 

“Five million and a mansion is a powerful motive. Too powerful for some people to ignore.” 

“Does Ken know?” 



“We found most of the evidence we needed before he collapsed. He doesn’t know she’s been 

arrested, but he knew she should be.” Starsky paused as they stepped off the elevator on the ICU 

floor. “I think maybe I should tell him about Vanessa.” 

“Absolutely. How’s he doing?” 

“The doc says he should be fine, in time—with plenty of rest and good care. He’s still weak and 

tired, but his vital signs were improving and had at least stabilized.” 

“I feel like shit for pushing him as long as I did. I didn’t know it was this serious. I thought he 

was just fighting some sort of flu or nervous trouble with his stomach. Ken’s always been kind of 

high strung.” Gordon shrugged. 

“Let’s just be grateful he lived through it.” Starsky headed toward Hutch’s room. “There’s a 

waiting room right over there. Just sit tight and let me find out how he’s really doing.” Gordon 

nodded and headed into the small sitting area.  

Starsky approached the young officer who was stationed by Hutch’s room.  

“She was just arrested downstairs,” he said. “I still think you should keep an eye on the room, 

but you don’t have to stay ‘in character’ anymore,” he explained. 

“Thanks, Mr. Starsky. I never was much of an actor,” Stan said, smiling with relief. “You still 

think he’s in danger here?” 

“I doubt it, but the digitalis connection was most likely right here in this hospital, and until they 

pick up the doctor who’s suspected, I don’t want to take any dumb chances.” 

“Okay. My orders from Ryan and Sanchez are to stay here until you dismiss me or I’m relieved, 

whichever comes first.” 

“Great. Thanks, Stan.” Starsky walked into Hutch’s room and paused near the foot of the bed. A 

moment later, pale lashes fluttered open, and two tired blue eyes regarded him seriously. “Hey 

there, Sleeping Beauty,” Starsky quipped, moving closer. He carefully lowered the side rail on 

the bed and sat on the edge of it.  

“What happened?” 

“You know that big muffin you had for breakfast?” Starsky waited while Hutch nodded. “Guess 

who provided it to Ana.” 

“Oh, shit,” Hutch grumbled, rolling his eyes. “I didn’t even think about it. I thought something 

Ana brought me would be safe.” 

“It’s as much my fault as it was yours. I should’ve let Ana in on it, but I was worried, in case she 

was bought off or something.” 



“Ana wouldn’t sell me out,” Hutch asserted quietly.  

“Yeah, well, I didn’t know her that well, so I had to be careful who I told.” Starsky paused. “The 

LAPD just picked up Vanessa.” Hutch’s droopy lids snapped open at that.  

“The capsule—” 

“Contained a digitalis tablet, and the remaining muffin you didn’t eat tested positive. If you’d 

eaten both of them, like you usually do when you don’t have something else for breakfast, there 

would have been enough in there to kill you.” 

“My God.” Hutch closed his eyes. Starsky took one of the large hands in both of his, holding it 

firmly. “I don’t know why it should shock me, but somehow...” 

“I know. Creepy to think about somebody trying to kill you—and comin’ that close. But it’s okay 

now. It’s over.” 

“What about Randolph?” 

“They’re going to pick him up for questioning. I’m sure Vanessa’ll sell him down the river in a 

heartbeat if she thinks she can save herself.” 

“I know this is stupid. I didn’t really love her, and I knew she loved what I was and what I could 

give her more so than she ever loved me, but all these months, I stood by her because of the 

miscarriage, and I thought it meant something to her.” Hutch took in a shaky breath. 

“Hey, hey, it’s okay. I know it hurts, even if it shouldn’t. Try not to get too worked up, huh?” 

Starsky laid a warm hand on Hutch’s chest, over his heart. “Give this guy a chance to settle down 

after gettin’ put through the paces, huh? Stay nice and calm, babe.” 

“She hated me enough to want me dead, Starsk. I was good to her. I tried to give her everything 

and she still wanted me dead. She already lived in the house, had access to the cars, could spend 

money like crazy...and she still hated me so much she wanted me dead so I wasn’t in her way 

anymore.” Hutch shook his head as a tear leaked out of one eye. “I was such a sucker.” 

“You’re not a sucker, babe. Not at all.” Starsky leaned forward and kissed the path the tear had 

taken. “You’re one’a the good guys. You did right by her, treated her right. She’s the only one 

here who’s guilty—her and that quack boyfriend of hers. Don’t get down on yourself because 

you trusted someone you figured on marrying someday.” 

“Every time I took my vitamins, thinking I would feel better—” 

“It made you sicker, because she was loading your vitamin C capsules with the digitalis pills, 

which are very small and fit inside easily.” Starsky reached up and stroked the fine blond hair. 

“Hey, you relax now, beautiful. Doc said you’ll be fine. Everything’s okay now. Close your eyes, 

babe.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“Wanna look at you for a while first,” Hutch said tiredly, smiling a little. 

“Hey, my face isn’t gonna change any in the next few hours. You need your sleep. Doctor’s 

orders. Soon as you get outta here, I’m gonna take you someplace really special. Someplace 

away from it all.” 

“Sounds nice,” Hutch said, stifling a yawn. “Where?” 

“Don’t know that yet, but it’ll be secluded, quiet, peaceful...just you and me and a little bit’a 

nature. You can do lots of sitting around and napping until you’re back on your feet again.” 

“You gonna sit around and nap with me?” 

“Every chance I get.” Starsky leaned in for a light kiss. “Now go to sleep. I’m taking care of 

everything.” 

“Okay. Tell Gordon...he’ll have my accountant pay for everything,” Hutch muttered tiredly, as if 

he felt it was a given he should bankroll any excursion anyone would take him on. 

“Shush. I’m taking care of you for a while. You’re not allowed to worry about anything. This is 

my party.” 

“I love you,” Hutch managed, his eyes drifting shut, a little smile on his face.  

“I love you, too, Blondie.” Starsky smiled at the pale man in the bed long after Hutch fell asleep. 

He leaned forward and kissed his forehead lightly. “Sweet dreams, darlin’,” Starsky whispered 

before moving away from the bed somewhat reluctantly and heading out to rejoin Gordon in the 

waiting room. 

“How is he?” the other man asked immediately. 

“He’s sleeping. This was too damn close.” Starsky fell into a nearby overstuffed chair and 

rubbed his hands over his face. “He’s really weak. He needs a lot of rest and TLC.” 

“I’ll make arrangements for some top-notch home care for him.” 

“If the doc says it’s safe, I want to take him on a little vacation. Get him right out of here for a 

few weeks.” 

“What about the situation with Vanessa?” 

“The cops would be able to reach him. He just needs to get completely away from all the things 

that keep him so high-strung all the time.” 

“Look, I know you think Vanessa and I were driving him beyond his limits, but we...at least 

I...am not the enemy here. Ken’s very driven all on his own. He works hard, and he doesn’t 

complain. He’s an achiever.” 



“Which works out real nicely when you’re booking sold-out shows all over the world and setting 

up recording sessions and appearances, and basically scheduling every waking moment of the 

guy’s life.” 

“I’m Ken’s road manager officially, and I end up being his personal manager most of the time, 

even off the road. I work for him—he doesn’t work for me. I don’t force him to do what he 

doesn’t want to do.” 

“I know.” Starsky sighed. “I think Vanessa set him up for this fall all the way around. I think she 

drove him to do more, make more money... I think someone’s always been behind him, pushing 

him to achieve. Not that I don’t think he’d do it on his own, but I wonder if he’s ever felt like he 

could slow down a little.” 

“Doesn’t seem like it.” Gordon shook his head. “I admit I was pushin’ him to keep going with 

the tour, but you’ve gotta understand the kind of money we lost when we cancelled all those 

dates. See, I get paid no matter what goes down, and so did a lot of roadies and sound techs and 

other people, not to mention all the refunding of ticket sales. I wasn’t panicking for myself. It’d 

take more than half a cancelled tour to derail Ken’s career, and it won’t come out of my 

paycheck anyway. But it took a hefty bite out of his income this year.” 

“And it made Vanessa unhappy,” Starsky added, chuckling a little. 

“That’s no small item. Try being locked up in a tour bus with the dragon lady when she’s on a 

rampage of some sort.” 

“Speaking of which,” Starsky said, standing up. “I should head downtown and keep an eye on 

the proceedings with Vanessa. Hopefully, they’ll let me watch the interrogation, plus I want to 

be sure they pick up good old Doc Randolph.” 

“Doc who?” 

“Scott Randolph. You know him?” 

“He’s a friend of Vanessa’s family. I saw him at the house a couple times.” 

“Was he there when Ken was there?” 

“Don’t really recall...” Gordon thought a moment. “I don’t remember seeing them all together, I 

guess, now that you mention it. You think he’s in on this?” 

“Somebody had to be getting her those pills, and we found a photo of her vacationing with the 

good doctor.” 

“That no-good little gold-digger. She spends more than I make in a year out of Hutchinson’s 

money, and she’s out screwin’ around with this doctor guy?” 

“Appears so. I don’t know if it was true love or if she needed a pharmacy connection.” Starsky 



paused. “Are you planning to stick around a while?” 

“You bet. I’ve got a few phone calls to make. This is bound to hit the press before long, and I 

want to do a little damage control. I can do that from here and keep an eye on Ken.” 

“Great. I think it’d be good if a friend was around when he woke up, and I might be a while 

downtown.” 

“How about if I stick around ‘til I hear from you?” 

“Sounds good. Thanks, Gordon.” 

“Thanks? I oughtta be thanking you. If I hadn’t hired you, Ken’d probably be dead by now.” 

“I’m really glad we bumped into each other at the arena that day,” Starsky said, smiling and 

extending his hand, which Gordon stood to shake. “If he asks about me, tell him I’ll be back 

later.” 

“Will do.” 

******** 

“Ryan’s the great interrogator,” Sanchez said, leading the way down the hall. “I’m the nice guy,” 

he added. Starsky had been directed to the younger detective’s desk upon his arrival at police 

headquarters. “We’ve had to let her stew a little, since her pricey lawyer is in court and couldn’t 

get here, and she won’t say a word without him. He’s expected in an hour or so.” 

“You pick up Randolph yet?” 

“You bet. He’s our first target. I think the doc will probably sing like a canary to get the charges 

reduced. Conspiracy to commit murder is a capital offense. Being a dumb ass led around by your 

dick who steals some pills might add up to a lesser charge if he fingers the mastermind behind 

it.” 

“Any word on Dr. Metcalf?” 

“Now that’s interesting,” Sanchez said, pushing the door open to the observation area outside the 

interrogation room where a jittery-looking Scott Randolph sat, wearing a suit and tie, 

dismantling an empty styrofoam cup with shaky hands.  

“I wouldn’t want him doin’ brain surgery on me right about now,” Starsky observed, and 

Sanchez laughed.  

“Yeah, he’s pretty freaked out. Ryan’s just down at the lab waiting for some test results, and then 

we’re gonna have a go at the doc. About Metcalf—he’s a high-priced Beverly Hills doctor, a 

gynecologist. No big surprises there. Guess what he does in his spare time?” 

“Also has an affair with Vanessa?” Starsky guessed. 



“Not that it would surprise me a hell of a lot if he had, but no. He runs a very hush-hush little 

abortion clinic on Catalina Island. Almost no one knows it’s there. It’s a posh little place on the 

water where rich ladies can go take care of their...problems in relative confidence and not be 

found out.” Sanchez opened the folder he’d been carrying. “Take a look.” He handed Starsky the 

photo of Vanessa with Randolph, and then handed him a photo of a sprawling, one-floor house 

on the beach. The house matched exactly the one in the background of the picture of Vanessa 

and Randolph. “Guess we know what she did on her summer vacation.” 

“She told Hutchinson she’d miscarried and couldn’t have any more children. That’s the main 

thing she’s been holding over his head all these months to keep them together.” 

“Yeah, well, I’d be willing to bet that Metcalf’s records say different. Hopefully, we can get a 

hold of those and have a look for ourselves.” 

“You foresee a problem with that?” 

“Only if it’s considered irrelevant. Still, if she was lying to Hutchinson all along about her 

‘miscarriage’ and being unable to have kids, it goes a long way toward showing how she felt 

about him. Not exactly the actions of a woman in love.” 

“I don’t think she’s capable of loving anybody but herself,” Starsky said, handing him back the 

photos. 

“From the way this is adding up, you can’t argue with that too much. Hey, partner,” Sanchez 

greeted as Ryan walked into the room. 

“He’s in great shape,” Ryan commented, chortling a little evilly as he looked through the two-

way mirror at the fidgeting doctor. “That was a cup of coffee when I left,” he joked, referring to 

the nearly shredded styrofoam cup the suspect continued to destroy slowly. “Guess I should’a 

brought him decaf.” 

“You ready to rock and roll in there?” Sanchez asked, heading for the door that led into the 

interrogation room. 

“Let’s do it. You here for the show, Starsky?” 

“You bet. Just sorry I forgot my popcorn.” 

******** 

After Ryan and Sanchez had dealt with the preliminaries, and surprisingly obtained the doctor’s 

consent to answer questions without a lawyer present, they began mildly with a few dull 

questions about the man’s background and career. 

“Your family and the Reardons are friendly?” Sanchez asked, making a few notes. 

“Yes. Our mothers went to the same college and stayed friends over the years. The families were 



part of the same basic social circles.” 

“You started seeing each other at what point?” Ryan asked. 

“While I was finishing my residency at St. Mary’s, just before I obtained my current position on 

staff at Mercy.” 

“For how long?” Sanchez asked. 

“Until she met Ken Hutchinson. Probably about two years. She broke it off when they started 

dating. We stayed friends.” 

“That had to smart a bit,” Ryan needled. “Dumped the doctor for the big star, huh?” 

“I wasn’t bitter. Relationships don’t always work out.” Randolph shrugged, trying to look 

nonchalant and failing miserably. “Like I said, we stayed friendly.” 

“That’s nice,” Ryan said, as insincere as Randolph was jittery. “Did you see much of her after 

she started dating Hutchinson?” 

“Not really. We’d run into each other occasionally at some social function, and we did see each 

other that Christmas at a holiday open house her parents hosted. Our families are still good 

friends.” 

“You ever meet Ken Hutchinson?” Sanchez asked. 

“Yes, I did. At a charity fundraiser. Vanessa managed to get him to perform for a thousand-

dollar-a-plate dinner to raise money for the new cancer treatment wing at Mercy. We couldn’t 

have made our goal without that event and a big-ticket performer. We were very appreciative. So 

if you’re trying to imply that I had something against Hutchinson, you can drop that now. I 

appreciated what he did for the hospital, and I didn’t hold it against him that he was dating 

Vanessa. She and I weren’t married or committed at the time he started seeing her.” 

“We’re not trying to imply anything particular, Doctor. We’re just trying to get a clear picture of 

where you fit into this situation.” 

“I’d like to know that myself. Vanessa and I have remained casual friends, and I think it’s 

unspeakable that you’ve arrested her for this. She certainly is no killer, and neither am I.” 

“You’re aware of what was being used to poison Hutchinson?” Ryan asked. 

“I wasn’t even aware he was being poisoned. You said ‘attempted murder,’ that’s all.” 

“I see,” Ryan commented, making a notation on his pad. “You were aware that your hospital has 

been investigating a drug shortage in recent months—one that wasn’t large enough to bring in 

the law yet?” 

“That really isn’t my area. That would be an issue you’d have to discuss with the hospital 



administrator.” 

“Oh, we did. Odd coincidence that Hutchinson was being slowly poisoned with substantial doses 

of digitalis—apparently increasingly substantial doses—and this is precisely the drug that’s 

come up short on the Mercy Hospital pharmacy inventories.” Ryan leaned back in his chair, 

smiling a bit wickedly. “Now if I were a suspicious man, I’d say you’ve got the prime suspect’s 

ex-boyfriend, a shortage of the drug in the hospital pharmacy where he works...well, you put two 

and two together.” 

“And come up with five. If that’s the best you have, you’re wasting your time.” 

“How’s the fishing off Catalina Island, Doc?” Sanchez asked casually. Randolph’s expression 

froze, and he stared at the detective. “Or do you prefer relaxing on the beach to fishing?” he 

added, still smiling innocently. 

“Okay, so things heated up between Vanessa and me for a while last year.” Randolph sighed. 

“How hot were they?” Ryan prodded. 

“We briefly rekindled our affair.” 

“Do you recognize this photo?” Sanchez slid the photo of Randolph and Vanessa across the 

table. 

“Yes, of course. I spent a few days with Vanessa on Catalina Island last year.” 

“Can you tell me exactly where on Catalina Island you were staying?” Ryan pressed. At 

Randolph’s hesitation, he shook his head. “Look, Randolph, we know what that building is 

behind you in that picture, and we know about Vanessa’s connection with Metcalf, so you might 

as well be straight with us.” 

After a long hesitation, the doctor began to explain, sounding more than a little edgy. 

“Vanessa called me one day, very upset. We had only been in occasional touch before that. She 

said she needed help, and could I meet her. I did, at a restaurant, sort of out of the way. She said 

she wanted to have an abortion, but needed to go somewhere discreet to do it. She’d decided she 

didn’t want to have the baby she was carrying, and said she knew Hutchinson wanted it and 

would never go for the idea. As famous as he is, and given the fact her name had shown up 

linked with his in the press, she figured she’d have little chance of keeping it quiet around here. 

She came up with the plan of telling him she’d had a miscarriage and couldn’t have any more.” 

“You went along with that?” Sanchez asked, raising his eyebrows. 

“I’m a doctor, not a priest. It wasn’t up to me to decide if she was right or wrong. As a physician, 

I know ‘discreet’ abortions can sometimes lead to women getting tangled up with shady, back-

street operations, and that can be fatal. I thought it better that I help her out than let her go off 

and do something dangerous. I referred her to Frederick Metcalf. He’s a fine doctor, and there’s 



nothing ‘back-street’ about his clinic. The women are treated professionally, given good care, 

and have a place to rest up for a few days before returning home.” 

“She looks pretty happy there for a woman who just had surgery,” Ryan remarked. 

“The procedure went very smoothly, and she was back on her feet quickly. Vanessa’s in good 

health and great shape, and as I said, Metcalf is an outstanding doctor. She asked me if I’d go 

with her. I felt a little odd about it at first, but then I realized there are a lot of emotional issues 

surrounding abortion, and I was apparently the only person she’d confided in. So I agreed to go 

with her.” 

“Totally innocent, no hanky panky, huh?” Ryan persisted. 

“You could say I fell in love with her again on that trip, and...I think she felt the same way. We 

started seeing each other after that, but nothing happened during the trip, if that’s what you 

mean.” 

“What about Hutchinson? She was engaged to him,” Sanchez reminded, skim-reading through 

the files. “He was sort of in the way at that point, wasn’t he?” 

“I wanted her to leave him, so we could get back together. I didn’t see any reason not to. She felt 

obligated. I think she felt guilty about the abortion, which was foolish in a sense, because he’d 

never know the difference.” 

“So you two continued this affair, but she wasn’t willing to break up with her boyfriend?” Ryan 

asked. “I find that a little hard to swallow.” 

“That’s what happened.” 

“She never mentioned any other reasons she might be staying on with Hutchinson?” Sanchez 

asked calmly.  

“She didn’t justify it to me in detail. Just that she wasn’t ready to leave him, or it wasn’t the right 

time, and sometimes she’d talk about his career being an issue...” He let the sentence trail off, 

shrugging.  

“You realize that once we start questioning her, she’s gonna sell you down the river in a 

heartbeat to avoid conspiracy charges,” Ryan stated flatly. “Just so you don’t think you’re home 

free once we’re done here.” 

“There’s nothing for her to sell me out on. I didn’t have any part in poisoning Hutchinson.” 

“I’m sure you have an explanation for the partial fingerprint, then,” Ryan said, smiling 

pleasantly. 

“What partial fingerprint?” 



“On the digitalis pill inside the vitamin C capsule we found in Vanessa’s bathroom at 

Hutchinson’s estate. That’s a hell of a piece of evidence,” Ryan responded, shaking his head. 

Randolph looked more than a bit stricken, and he opened and closed his mouth at least twice 

before simply staring at the two detectives. 

“Any time you’d like to reconsider your statement so far and begin cooperating with us, we can 

do our best to present it to the DA in the best possible light,” Sanchez added. 

“It went on for months and she wouldn’t leave him. All she was worried about was that damn 

house,” he blurted angrily. “She’d be in bed with me, talking about some new thing she bought 

for that damn house, or some shopping spree Hutchinson bankrolled for her. Then she started 

complaining because he was making noises that he couldn’t afford the estate and keep up the 

spending level. I finally gave her a choice—him or me.” 

“That was the ultimatum?” Ryan clarified.  

“I told her if she didn’t wrap things up with him in the next few weeks, we were finished. I 

didn’t see a point in it. I wanted a relationship I didn’t have to hide. I didn’t want to have a 

sleazy affair with some musician’s woman. I wanted a wife, kids...” Randolph slumped back in 

his chair. “What’s the use? Not like that’s going to happen now.” 

“Probably not with Vanessa. She most likely will be out of circulation for a while,” Sanchez 

replied. “How’d she react to that?” 

“She was furious. She stormed out of my apartment, threatened to never come back or answer 

my calls. For two weeks, she didn’t. I thought it was over.” He paused. “I guess before that, I 

hadn’t realized how much in love with her I really was, because even our stolen moments were 

better than nothing at all. I missed her, and I realized I wasn’t going to be happy without her. At 

the same time, I really didn’t want to go back to the way things were.” 

“So what happened?” Ryan prodded. 

“She showed up at my door one night. We made love...I didn’t ask any questions. It had been 

over two weeks by then, and I figured we’d work it out somehow. In the morning, she told me 

that she’d been thinking things through, and she didn’t have to make a choice. She just needed 

my help to make it all work out.” 

“She proposed doing what exactly about Hutchinson?” Sanchez asked. 

“She’d been doing research. She said he’d left her five million and the mansion in his will. 

Somehow, she got her hands on a copy of it in his papers. She was worrying more and more 

before she found that out that he was going to ‘sell the house out from under her’ as she put it. 

She knew I wanted to start my own practice, so she said that if we...if we could...get rid of him, 

we’d have it all. No choices necessary. I told her she was crazy, and I left for the hospital. I 

didn’t take it seriously. I never thought about it again all day. I thought about her, about getting 

back together, but not about that. I didn’t honestly believe she was serious.” 



“What convinced you?” Ryan asked. 

“When I got home that night, she was still at my place, and I swear, papers and books and 

magazines were scattered all over the living room, and in the middle of it was Vanessa. She 

hadn’t fixed her make-up, she hadn’t done her hair—hell, she was still wearing one of my shirts 

and nothing else, sitting on the floor in the middle of this mess, taking notes. She looked up at 

me with this crazed expression on her face and said she had it all figured out.” 

“What figured out?” Ryan probed. 

“How do make Hutchinson’s death look like natural causes. She’d found a couple of articles in 

one of the medical journals about digitalis and the risks of excessive doses. She figured that if 

excessive doses in someone who needed it could slow the heart rate too drastically, 

administering it to a healthy person could do some serious damage, too. His big tour was coming 

up, and she said it was an exhausting schedule that even his road manager was concerned about. 

In other words, it was the perfect time for him to become run down and have a heart attack, and 

most likely it wouldn’t even be questioned.” 

“What did you say to that?” Sanchez asked. 

“I still told her it was insane, that I wasn’t going to be part of killing someone just to get his 

money. Then she reminded me that I’d be getting something other than Hutchinson’s money.” 

Randolph paused. “Her.” He rolled his eyes upward briefly. “I was a sucker. I should have said 

no. I don’t know how I even convinced myself to go along with something like this. Maybe 

because I didn’t have to watch it. I didn’t have to do it. Except for the first time I showed her 

how to put the pills in the capsules...” He snorted a derisive laugh. “They always say you make 

one dumb little mistake, that there’s no perfect crime. I never thought of wearing gloves to 

handle those pills. I figured it’d be tough to dust them for prints once they were digested.” 

“It didn’t bother you that you were providing her the tools to murder an innocent man?” Ryan 

asked directly. 

“Of course it did. But it was either that or lose her for good. I should have turned my back on 

her, but I couldn’t, and she made it sound so easy...so perfect. I admit I got swept up in the whole 

idea of taking a shortcut straight to the top—mansion, millions of dollars, private practice...”  

“You’re certainly aware that digitalis has unpleasant side effects in someone for whom it’s 

toxic?” Ryan asked. 

“Yes, I am.” 

“So Vanessa was slowly torturing Hutchinson with these pills you kept giving her. She didn’t do 

it in one big bang—she kept giving it to him a little at a time. He was dealing with flu-like 

symptoms, chest discomfort and the fear of some impending heart attack for weeks, while she 

played around with the dosages. Was that the plan?” 

“The plan was to make it look like he was suffering exhaustion, and finally it caught up with 



him. He had to be ill for a while prior to his death if that whole scenario was going to be 

believable. He couldn’t just keel over. Not a guy who was as healthy and fit as he is.” 

“Guess that Hippocratic Oath doesn’t hold water, eh, Doc?” Ryan commented, shaking his head.  

“Love makes you do some stupid things,” Randolph said simply. “When I ran into Vanessa at the 

hospital and she said he’d been admitted, I thought maybe it was the end. But he started getting 

better and he went home again. He’d hired some guy to handle his security, and Vanessa was 

worried about him getting in the way. He caused the cancellation of the tour dates, and Vanessa 

felt she’d better hurry up and make it happen soon, while there was still some publicity 

circulating about him cancelling the tour due to illness.” 

“What did that mean for you?” Sanchez asked. 

“It meant she needed bigger dosages. She hit him with a couple that should have killed him, but 

the first time, he just ended up in the hospital. She couldn’t get close enough to him to give him 

another dose of something while he was in the hospital, and the level kept receding in his system 

with those delays, so it was taking longer.” 

“I see. So he should have died from that dose that put him in the hospital?” Sanchez clarified. 

“Yes. Personally, I think she got cold feet about giving him a large enough dose. She wanted his 

money, but I’m not sure she was really able to follow through and kill him. I told her after he 

was in the hospital that she should give up, because I really felt she didn’t want to go through 

with it. But she said she was committed to it. I kept telling her that it didn’t matter, that she 

could just leave him and we’d still get married and forget the money. You know, the sick part of 

this is, I never wanted the money that badly. I wanted her. I didn’t want this whole mess.” 

“Were you aware that she was going to make another move today?” Ryan asked. 

“Not exactly. I knew she had more of the drug, and I knew she wasn’t giving up on the idea of 

going through with it. The security guy—Starsky, I think? He was giving her a real problem, 

always hovering around Hutchinson. She couldn’t get close to him without his shadow, and she 

didn’t want to take any risks. I had a feeling she was waiting for the right opportunity.” 

Randolph laughed, though it was humorless and held heavy irony. “I can’t believe the one 

capsule she managed to drop had my print on it.” 

“Oh, it didn’t,” Ryan said, smiling pleasantly. Randolph straightened in his chair, eyes bugging, 

then pinning the detective with an accusatory glare. 

“But you said—” 

“All I asked was what you had to say about the partial print on the digitalis tablet. Actually, it 

wasn’t identifiable—smeared, you know? I just wondered what you had to say about it, that’s all. 

Plenty, apparently.”  

“You said it was a ‘hell of a piece of evidence’!” he shouted. 



“The capsule with the pill inside it was a hell of a piece of evidence. The partial print itself was 

essentially useless.” Ryan smiled. “Until now.” 

******** 

Starsky waited while the two detectives finished their session with the good doctor, and as they 

emerged, shook hands with both of them.  

“Nice work, guys.” 

“We do our best,” Sanchez said, chuckling. “Guess we should go deliver the good news to her 

highness that she’s getting booked for conspiracy along with the attempted murder charges.” 

“You want to be here for the fun, Starsky?” Ryan invited. 

“No, thanks. I know what I need to know. Just let me know what statements you need from me.” 

“I think we got all we need from you, and what we don’t have, tomorrow is soon enough to get,” 

Ryan responded. “You going to be at the Hutchinson place?” 

“Either there or at the hospital. I don’t want Hutchinson hearing about the abortion and the affair 

on the late evening news.” 

“How’s he doin’?” Sanchez asked. 

“He’s gonna be all right. Needs plenty of rest, but he should be okay. I’m thinking of trying to 

get him outta town for a while ‘til the publicity quiets down. You see any problems with him not 

being around for a few weeks?” 

“Not as long as we can reach him. He’s the victim, so we’re obviously going to need his 

statement as soon as the doctor clears us to talk to him. After that, there’s no reason he wouldn’t 

be free to go until we need him—if we need him—for testimony. Something tells me there’s 

going to be a lot of plea bargaining going on.” Ryan shook his head. “Frankly, I hope the DA 

holds to the maximum charges here. I think we can get a conviction.” 

“Thanks for letting me watch the show,” Starsky said, gesturing at the interrogation room.  

******** 

When Starsky returned to the hospital, he found that Hutch had been moved out of ICU to a 

private room on the same floor. The wing was used for patients in serious condition whose 

situations did not warrant ICU-level attention. Gordon was just coming out of Hutch’s new 

room.  

“How is he?” 

“Told me to go home and get some rest. I don’t think he wanted company anymore. How’d it go 

downtown?” 



“The good doctor squealed like a stuck pig. Vanessa masterminded the whole thing, and he 

supplied the pills. I guess they thought Ken’s money and the mansion would fit nicely with their 

plans for Randolph’s private practice and living happily ever after.” 

“You going to tell him now?” 

“I don’t have much choice. You know this is gonna break with the press before long, and the 

cops need a statement from him as soon as he’s able. I wish we had more time to let him 

recover, but we don’t. You see the doctor again?” 

“He ordered the change in rooms. He said Ken’s vital signs are improving, and he just needs lots 

of rest. He considers him out of danger.” 

“Great. Thanks for sticking around, Gordon.” 

“Y’know, I’ve been managing Ken a long time. He’s a good guy. I care what happens to him.” 

“I know you do.” 

“Yeah, well, just so you don’t think I was on her side, just after his money.” 

“I didn’t think that. I admit I thought you were pretty concerned about the money.” 

“That’s part’a my job as his manager. Just like security’s your job. Worrying about him losing 

thousands of dollars in cancelled shows—if I didn’t pay attention to that, I wouldn’t be much of 

a manager.” 

“True.” Starsky nodded. “I guess looking out for his money is looking out for him.” 

“I’m going home tonight, not back to the estate, so I’ll see ya around, huh?” 

“You bet. G’night, Gordon.” Starsky watched as the older man ambled down the hall to the 

elevator and pressed the button. He then turned to Hutch’s door and pushed it open slightly. The 

blond head immediately turned his way. 

“You bust all the bad guys?” Hutch asked, his voice still holding a distinct trace of fatigue. 

“Two of ‘em, anyway,” Starsky responded, moving over to sit on the bed. “Randolph spilled the 

whole story. Nice little piece of footwork by one of the LAPD guys, getting him to admit to 

basically everything.” 

“It all went down like we thought, then? He was the supplier?” 

“Randolph provided the pills and even told her how to disguise them in the capsules. He was 

mainly in it for Vanessa, but she was in it for the money.” 

“Wonder if he thinks it was worth it now?” Hutch sighed, fighting to keep his eyes open. 



“If he does now, he probably won’t after a few days in a maximum security prison.” Starsky took 

one of Hutch’s hands in both of his. “You look tired, babe. Why don’t you get some sleep? I’ll 

be right here.” 

“Did she fake the miscarriage, Starsk?”  

“Yeah, she did,” Starsky admitted, hoping Hutch would doze off and not press him for more 

details until he was a little stronger. Alas, the blue eyes focused on him intently.  

“She was never pregnant, then?” 

“You’re getting sleepy, Hutch. Just relax. We can talk about this tomo—” 

“Starsky, damn it, was she pregnant or wasn’t she?” 

“She was.” Starsky swallowed. “I don’t know how to tell you this, but the picture we saw of 

Randolph and Vanessa that looked like a vacation photo?” 

“Yeah?” 

“The place in the background was a...a pricey...clinic.” He hesitated, seeing partial realization 

dawn on Hutch. “An abortion clinic. She had an abortion when she told you she had a 

miscarriage.” 

“Oh, my God,” Hutch muttered, closing his eyes. “She was carrying my child. And then she...I 

never even had any say in it.” 

“That’s why she got back in touch with Randolph. She didn’t know where to go to have it done 

where there was no danger of the press getting a hold of the story.” 

“Did they...did they even know what it was?” 

“What it was?” Starsky repeated, a little puzzled. 

“A boy or a girl, Starsk? My son or my daughter?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t know if they know. Vanessa might know.” 

“What would it have hurt her to have the baby? If she didn’t want the child, I would have taken 

it. I would have wanted it. Now...it’s just...gone.” Hutch gestured a little helplessly with his free 

hand as his eyes filled with tears. “How could she do that? I know she hated me so much that she 

wanted me dead, but our child?” 

“Hutch, darlin’, listen to me. She didn’t hate you, she loved your money. And herself. That’s all 

Vanessa’s capable of loving. To her, getting pregnant was just something she didn’t want to go 

through, so she took care of it to her best advantage. Nobody else mattered. Nobody else ever 

matters to her, except herself.” 



“I just thought maybe she faked the whole thing. She was never pregnant. I didn’t think 

she’d...that she...”  

Hutch rolled onto his side, facing away from Starsky, and his body shook with sobs. Knowing 

the emotional upset wasn’t good for Hutch, but also knowing there was no real way to have 

avoided it, Starsky struggled for something wise and comforting to say. Unable to think of 

anything truly useful, he instead fit himself behind Hutch on the bed and spooned around him, 

holding him close. 

“Remember what you told me that first night, when I felt so bad from that dream I had?” he 

asked softly. “I’m here for you, too, Hutch. You’re not by yourself anymore. I love ya and I’m 

gonna take care of ya.” 

“I know all the stuff they tell you about abortion rights, but right now I just—” 

“Hey, come on, babe. Grief doesn’t have to be a political or social issue. That wasn’t an 

unwanted child that was lost. At least, not for you. You’ve got a right to feel bad about it.”  

The two men lay there that way for quite some time before Hutch was totally silent and still, and 

Starsky almost thought he’d fallen asleep.  

“Gordon go home?” Hutch finally asked. 

“Yeah, he was looking a little ragged around the edges.” 

“You going home?” 

“You sick’a me hangin’ around already?” Starsky teased, giving Hutch a little squeeze. 

“Never.” 

“I’ll give the nurses some story about security. They sent the cop home, so I’ll keep an eye on 

you instead. I wanna see if the doc’s still around. He say anything about when you could go 

home?” 

“In a couple days, probably.” Hutch snorted a little laugh. “Home. I don’t know as I’ve really 

had one of those in a long time. Feels like I’ve been a player in Vanessa’s world for so long, and 

then the traveling...I don’t remember what it was like when I had that sense of a place being 

mine.” 

“What kind of place would you like? Maybe a nice horse ranch somewhere?” 

“I’d like to have horses,” Hutch said, smiling.  

“Would you go back to Minnesota?” 

“I don’t think so. I like the weather out here. There are some beautiful ranches in California.” 



“It’s your life, babe. You don’t have to do what somebody else wants anymore.” 

“You’re wrong.” Hutch turned his head enough so he could look at Starsky with one eye. “It’s 

our life now. Where do you want to go?” 

“Wherever you do.” Starsky snuggled closer. “I love you, Hutch. The house doesn’t matter, or 

the address or the zip code. ‘Course, depending on your career plans, we better stay near 

civilization so I can work in town someplace.” 

“You don’t have to work somewhere else.” 

“We don’t have to get into this now.” 

“Starsky, I’ve got plenty of money. Whether I tour or not, you don’t have to get a job somewhere 

else.” 

“I’m not livin’ off you, Hutch. I love ya with all my heart and soul, but I’m nobody’s charity 

project. Not even yours.” 

“What’s charity got to do with it? I love you. I want to share my life with you. My money’s part 

of that life. I’m not going to spend all my time apologizing for being rich.” 

“Hey, settle down, babe. Your ticker’s still tuckered, remember?” Starsky chided gently. “You 

don’t have to apologize for anything. I just have to feel useful, y’know? I can’t just sit around.” 

Starsky patted Hutch’s stomach gently where his hand rested. “Rest. We’ll talk everything out 

when you’re feeling better.” 

“I don’t know what I want to do. Sometimes I want to disappear, go off somewhere, never go on 

stage again.” Hutch sighed. “Then I think sometimes that I’d like to do it my way for a change—

the whole music business.” 

“It’s all out there, Hutch. You can choose whatever you want. One way or the other, I’ll be 

here.” 

“Why do you love me so much?” Hutch asked, his tone very somber. 

“I got a thing for blond piano players,” Starsky quipped, kissing Hutch’s cotton-covered 

shoulder. 

“I’m serious.” Hutch waited in silence, while Starsky searched every corner of his mind and 

heart for a coherent answer. 

“I don’t know. I guess I just do,” he finally replied honestly. 

“You said you didn’t go for guys before. Why me?” 

“You said you didn’t go for guys either. I could ask you the same thing.” 



“I asked first,” Hutch retorted, a little smile in his voice. 

“Maybe ‘cause you’re beautiful inside and out, and you’ve got this...magic in you when you’re 

making music. You’re good and decent and you’ve got a good heart.” 

“Not lately,” Hutch quipped, and Starsky chuckled.  

“I was speaking figuratively,” he responded, grinning. “It sure isn’t your smart ass sense of 

humor,” he added. “I dunno, Hutch. Why does anybody fall in love with anybody? You meet 

somebody, and that feeling is there. Not always right at first, but I think when it’s real, you 

know.” He was quiet a moment, just resting there, drinking in the warmth in his arms. “So 

what’s your excuse for fallin’ in love with a patched up male ex-cop instead’a some pretty lady 

you met backstage?” 

“Nobody’s ever treated me like you did. Nobody has ever loved just me, Starsk. You showed me 

what it was like to be loved. I...I’ve never had that before.” 

“You’re something real special, Hutch. You should’a been getting a lot of love all these years.” 

“I don’t mean to sound like no one cares about me. I’ve had love.” Hutch paused. “But you’re 

the first person who didn’t want anything from me but...me.” 

“You were hangin’ around with the wrong people, babe. Anybody who gets to know you is 

gonna love you for what you are.” Starsky let a few moments pass. “I don’t want you to feel like 

you have to pay me back for something, or to mix up being grateful for the help with being in 

love.” 

“I know love when I feel it, dummy. This is it.” 

“Okay,” Starsky replied, chortling. “Glad to hear it.” He moved his hand in a gentle circular 

motion on Hutch’s chest and stomach. “Shh. Settle down now and go to sleep. Don’t worry 

about anything, hear me? I’m takin’ care of you now so you can get better.” 

******** 

The day Ken Hutchinson left the hospital, he embraced a completely new experience. The car 

that arrived to pick him up was not his limousine and not part of his small fleet of personal cars. 

It was an older Pontiac Firebird Trans Am, black with tan leather seats and a big gold firebird on 

the hood. He had made none of the arrangements for where he was going, and to his knowledge, 

he wasn’t paying for it.  

In other words, someone else was taking care of him for a change. It felt remarkably good. 

“New wheels?” he asked Starsky as they pulled out of the hospital parking lot. 

“You like it? I saw it sittin’ out on a front lawn with a ‘for sale’ sign in the window, and I 

thought it was perfect. I’ve got a great car at home in New York, but it’s up on blocks in storage. 



It’s a ‘74 Ford Grand Torino. Candy apple red with a big white stripe down the—” Starsky 

looked at his passenger, who was chortling and shaking his head. “What?” 

“You’re a real car junkie, aren’t you?” 

“Well, yeah, I guess so. I mean, a man’s car...it says somethin’ about him, don’t you think?” 

“So what is this one saying?” Hutch gestured at the flashy sports car. 

“It’s got a big V-8 engine and a flaming bird on the hood. Whadd’ya think it’s saying?” 

“Get out of my way before it’s too late?” Hutch offered, relaxing in the seat, enjoying the banter.  

“Something like that. It’s got a great stereo in it. Why don’t you find us something to listen to? 

We’re gonna be on the road for a little while.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“You’re gonna love this place, Hutch. It belongs to Dobey. Nothin’ but trees and water’n water’n 

trees...” 

“I didn’t picture you as the outdoorsy type.” 

“I’m not. But you are, aren’t ya?” 

“Well, yeah, I like getting away from it all, getting back to nature, away from civilization.” 

“Okay then. This is just the place. I was up there last summer. At least he’s got an indoor john 

and running water. The fishing’s pretty decent, I guess. Dobey uses it as a fishing cabin. His son, 

Cal, went out there yesterday and got the place all cleaned up and stocked with food.” 

“That was nice of him.” 

“Yeah, well, he’s just startin’ college and he needs the money. I paid him to get it ready for us, 

and I knew he’d do a good job. He’s a good kid.” Starsky paused. “By the way, I checked. 

There’s a hospital about thirty minutes from the cabin—fifteen if you move fast. So if you’re not 

feeling well, we can get you to help soon.” 

“I’m feeling a lot better, Starsk. Don’t worry about me so much. I’ll be okay.” 

“Sure you will. Just doesn’t hurt to be careful. The doc said you just needed plenty of rest.” 

“You think Van’s going to break down and plead guilty or keep holding out that she’s been set 

up?” Hutch asked, staring out the passenger window. 

“Her lawyer’s trying to get her to plead guilty. She’s got no chance with the good doctor singing 

like a canary. Plus, they found rat poison hidden in the back of her closet in her room at Daddy’s 

house. When they tested the old man, he had arsenic in his system. Since she’s been in jail, he’s 



getting better. She’ll come around eventually—she’s got no chance.” 

“I can almost believe her poisoning me. I was just a guy she was taking for a ride. But her own 

father? That’s hard to swallow, even from Van.” 

Starsky looked over at his passenger, who seemed a bit on the drowsy side. “Why don’t you lean 

back and take a little rest, babe? We’ve got a while to drive, and I don’t mind.” 

“I feel sleepy for some reason. I’ve been in bed for two days. I thought I’d feel a little better 

rested.” 

“Your system took a real beating, Hutch. Let it rest. There’s nothing exciting goin’ on between 

here and the cabin.” 

“Okay.” Hutch rested his head against the seat and let his eyes drift shut. Starsky spared a glance 

at him and smiled at the serene expression on the still-pale face. We’ll get some healthy color 

back in those cheeks, babe. A little fresh air, sunshine...a little happiness...you’re gonna be good 

as new. 

******** 

It was nearly 6:30 when Starsky finally turned onto the unpaved trail that led back to Dobey’s 

cabin. He’d only been up here once, when Dobey invited a few guys from the PD to join him for 

a weekend of fishing. Starsky had found the early hours and monotony of sitting in a boat 

holding a stick with a string in the water (an assessment that had nearly earned him blows from 

the fishermen in the group) to be horrendously boring. He also hadn’t seen much value in 

vacationing in a place completely removed from everything he enjoyed—and everything he 

normally enjoyed was in a city—restaurants, discos, movie theaters, and so on.  

It was, however, the perfect place to bring someone who was exhausted. Someone who needed a 

quiet sanctuary in which to heal. It was secluded and remote, but it had a phone, a bathroom, and 

a general store within a reasonable distance.  

Hutch was still sleeping soundly in the passenger seat, and though Starsky hated to disturb the 

total serenity of that rest, he knew he couldn’t move Hutch from the car into the cabin without 

considerable help from the man himself.  

“Hey, buddy, we’re there,” he said, shaking Hutch’s shoulder gently. The pale lashes fluttered a 

time or two before Hutch woke fully, straightening in the seat. “We’re at the cabin,” he repeated, 

while Hutch yawned and rubbed at his eyes. Without saying anything, Hutch opened the 

passenger door and got out of the car, leaving Starsky to hurry out of his own seat and around the 

hood of the car to catch up.  

“It’s amazing,” Hutch said quietly. 

“I could think of lots of things to describe Dobey’s cabin, but amazing wouldn’t be one of ‘em.” 

Starsky chuckled, but Hutch’s expression remained serious. 



“Total quiet. Just the water and the trees.” 

“Didn’t I tell ya? I mean, I know it’s not the kind of fancy accommodations you’re used to, but 

it’s cozy inside with a fire going, and Dobey always brags how good the fishing is...” Starsky let 

the sentence trail off, shrugging. 

“Reminds me of my grandfather’s old fishing cabin.” Hutch smiled, picking up a rock and 

tossing it, watching it skim over the surface of the water. “I bet this place is a lot nicer inside, 

though.” 

“Come on. I’ll give you the grand tour.” Starsky led the way up the three steps to the porch and 

unlocked the door, pushing it open and stepping inside. He pulled open the closest set of drapes 

as Hutch followed him.  

“Nice,” Hutch commented, nodding. 

“Probably not what you’re used to for a vacation house, huh?” Starsky opened the rest of the 

drapes, flooding the cozy interior of the cabin with daylight.  

“No, not at all.” Hutch grinned. “Thank God.” 

“Oh, come on, I bet your place at Tahoe is something else.” 

“It’s great for entertaining. I could accommodate half the West Coast there. And, during vacation 

season, everyone who’s anyone knows I’m there, so there’s always company.” Hutch shook his 

head. “I’ve hated every fucking minute I spent there. Van loved it, of course.” 

“She decorate that, too?” 

“Yeah, sure, every inch of it,” Hutch responded, laughing. “Now this...this is what a cabin should 

look like.” 

“Glad you approve. I was thinking you might not like it too much when you saw the inside. It’s 

nothin’ fancy.” 

“That’s why I like it. It’s cozy and quiet and secluded, and I think we can safely assume it’s not 

on the roster of addresses to be visited by vacationing socialites.” 

“I did meet a couple girls from a hiking group up here once, but that was about it.” 

“Girls who like to hike.” Hutch leaned against the back of the couch, smiling. “I’m picturing 

really great, really strong legs here.” 

“You want details?” Starsky teased, heading back out to the car to get their things. He’d packed 

for Hutch as well as for himself. Now that he was pulling the luggage out of the trunk, he shooed 

Hutch away with only a light duffle bag. “Go in there and sit down. I’ll unload everything.” 

“I’m not an invalid, Starsky.” 



“No, you’re not, but doc’s orders were lots of rest and nothing strenuous for a while. So go rest.” 

“Starsk—” 

“Okay. Here. Take this.” Starsky handed him a box of snacks and other food items he had 

packed, figuring Cal would have the essentials stocked, but not the real goodies. 

“I hope this isn’t it for our food,” Hutch said, poking through the junk food bags. 

“Relax. Just some’a the things I can’t live without.” Starsky smiled, and putting his hand on the 

back of Hutch’s head, pulled him forward for a kiss. “Guess I should’a put you in there, too, 

babe.” He smiled at Hutch’s shy smile and slight blush. “Go stock the cupboards and see if you 

can find anything good we can fix for dinner.” 

“You’re not going to let me help you, are you?” 

“Nope.” Starsky went back to work unloading the trunk, and seeing he could make no more 

headway with the discussion, Hutch headed for the cabin with the box of junk food. 

Starsky stashed their fishing gear and other outdoor supplies in the lone closet, and checked the 

bed. He was relieved to see—and smell—freshly washed sheets. Knowing Cal was going to open 

up the cabin for them, his mother, Edith Dobey, had obviously sent clean sheets and a supply of 

fresh towels, which were folded neatly on the foot of the bed. Hutch had started a fire in the 

fireplace to dispel the evening chill and was busily cooking something that smelled pretty good. 

“What’s for dinner?” Starsky approached his companion, who had changed from his traveling 

clothes into what looked like black longjohns with a pair of nicely snug jeans and some thick 

socks. “You cold, babe?” 

“A little, but with the oven going and the fire, it’s getting nice in here now.” 

“What is that stuff?” Starsky sniffed over the skillet on the stove. 

“Bear meat and acorns.” 

“Very funny, nature boy. Now what is it really?” 

“Bear meat and acorns. Really. The meat was in the refrigerator in butcher paper, labeled, and 

the acorns were in a bag on the counter, along with a recipe.” He handed Starsky the slip of 

paper with the handwritten instructions. 

“God help us, that’s Dobey’s writing.” Starsky shrugged.  

“He’s not a good cook, huh?” 

“I’d’a felt a whole lot better if it had been Edith’s recipe.” 

“His wife?” 



“Yeah. She’s a really sweet lady. She was really good to me after the shooting. They took me in 

for a few weeks after I got out of the hospital.” 

“They sound like a nice family.” 

“They are.” Starsky looked at the pan, his skepticism obvious. “Nah, he’s gotta be jokin’. That 

can’t be bear meat.” 

“Whatever it is, it smells good. Here, try it.” Hutch held a little up on the spatula he’d been using 

to move it around in the pan. Starsky hesitantly took a bite.  

“Good.” He had to admit it was, although he figured most anything would taste good to him right 

about now. “Want me to make a salad?” 

“Sure. This’ll be ready in another ten minutes or so.” 

Starsky made a tasty salad, which went nicely with the meat and the rolls Hutch had heated in 

the oven. They shared a bottle of wine, eating by the light of two candles and the glow of the 

fire.  

“Probably oughtta turn in early. Been a big day for you.” 

“I slept most of the day in the car, Starsk.” 

“Your body’s still playing catch-up. Dobey’s not planning on using this place for a couple 

months—he’s swamped right now. We’ve got all the time in the world to rest and take it easy. 

The fish’ll wait a few mornings.” 

“I suppose you’re right. I am getting a little tired.” 

“I’ll clean up from dinner. You get bundled up by the fire.” 

“It’s strange.” Hutch held the nearly empty glass of wine in his hand, looking at the light 

reflecting in the dark liquid a moment. Then he looked up at Starsky. “That other life...it seems 

like years since I was on stage, since Van was coming up with new marketing schemes...” 

“Do you miss it? You can be honest.” 

“No.” Hutch smiled, shaking his head slowly. “I was just thinking about how you keep rescuing 

me.” 

“Rescuing you?” 

“You practically abducted me out of the arena the first night we met, and you’ve been saving my 

life just about every day—literally sometimes—since then.” 

“I’m not some superhero, Hutch. I just felt sorry for you that first night...and then I fell in love 

with you. Besides, before I ran into you, I didn’t have a whole lot in my life makin’ me very 



happy either. Don’t know how long I would’ve wanted to stick around without Terry.” 

“You still think about her a lot?” 

“Does that bother you? That I think about her or talk about her sometimes?” 

“No, of course not,” Hutch responded, reaching across the table to take Starsky’s hand in his. 

“You loved her—you were going to marry her. You don’t forget those feelings overnight. If 

you’re lucky, you don’t ever forget them. Someday they turn into good memories instead of 

hurting so much.” 

“Sounds like the voice of experience.” 

“Let’s just say I had a couple of doomed romances of my own along the way. Nobody gets to this 

point in his life without having a past.” 

“I guess not. Someday, you’ll tell me about yours?” 

“My doomed romances?” Hutch smiled. “Sure, if you want. Another night, though. Tonight, I 

just want to enjoy now.” 

“Yeah, me, too,” Starsky agreed. “Go on. Pour yourself some wine and go sit by the fire.” 

“Okay.” Hutch followed the directions, setting his glass of wine on the end table near one end of 

the couch.  

“Check the closet. There’s somethin’ in there you might like.” 

“The closet?” Hutch wrinkled his brow but went to investigate anyway, as Starsky cleaned up the 

small mess made by dinner. “You brought my guitar!” Hutch said, his voice elevated with 

genuine enthusiasm.  

“No concert grands around here, and I thought you might get a little stir crazy wanting to make 

some music while we were here.” 

“How’d you know?” Hutch asked, taking it out of its case and carrying the instrument with him 

to the couch.  

“Well, I had to do some digging to find your camping clothes, and while I was crawling around 

in the closet, I found that, hiding like a refugee in the back corner. It looked like it might be 

kinda special to you.” 

“I’ve had it most of my life. My grandfather bought it for me one summer, right before I turned 

sixteen.” Hutch picked out a few chords. “I really never had time to play it after that. It was 

always the piano. Don’t get me wrong. It’s not that I don’t love the piano and love the music I 

can make on it, but it’s like the piano became this horrible...tumor I couldn’t get rid of. It was 

always attached to me, or me to it, and I couldn’t get away from it.” 



“Sounds like you never had too many choices.” Starsky rinsed the dishes and piled them in the 

sink. He far preferred to spend the time with Hutch than with the sink full of plates. 

“I had choices. I just knew that if I didn’t make certain ones, I’d be letting everyone down. My 

mother wanted so badly for me to be a star—a famous musician. My father was skeptical it 

would happen, but once it did, he loved the status and the perks. It seemed like everyone’s 

feelings for me started revolving around the damn piano.” 

Starsky poured himself a glass of wine and joined Hutch on the couch. The firelight seemed to 

make that blond hair almost glow, picking up the golden highlights. Starsky watched the nimble 

musician’s fingers move over the strings of the guitar, and soaked up the sight of Hutch relaxed, 

happy, and at last, healthy. He was still a little pale and tired easily, but that would all change in 

time. There was no reason not to expect him to have a long, healthy life ahead. A life he would 

share with Starsky for reasons that still escaped Starsky at times.  

Hutch’s random tinkering on the guitar started to take shape into a deliberate and beautiful 

melody, and before long, he was singing softly. 

There have been times 

When it’s been raining 

When, Lord, I swear 

I’ve never been touched 

Don’t get me wrong 

I’m not complaining 

It’s just that I always 

Seem to miss so much 

Starsky felt a lump in his throat at the simple honesty of the words, and at the way they 

expressed so poignantly the loneliness that Hutch seemed to have lived with for so long. 

There have been times 

When I’ve been searching 

Searching the darkness 

For someone to touch 

Don’t get me wrong 

I’m not hurting 

It’s just that I always 

Seem to miss so much 

Don’t search anymore, darlin’. You found me, and I don’t want you to miss anything. I want you 

to have all the love in the world. And I wanna show you what that world can be like when you’re 

sharing it with someone who loves you like crazy. 



When looking up 

I find I’m one step ahead 

And two behind 

When looking down 

I see one small shadow 

Looks a lot like me 

There will come a time 

When it’s all over 

When my good-byes 

Become a must 

No, I won’t cry 

‘Cause I’m sorry 

It’s just that I always 

Seem to miss so much 

I’m one step ahead 

And two behind 

Hutch finished the final notes and looked up at Starsky, smiling a little.  

“Guess I need some practice on this.” 

“That was beautiful.” Starsky set his wine on the coffee table and moved closer, gently lifting 

the guitar out of Hutch’s arms and laying it carefully on the floor, out of harm’s way. “If you’re 

still looking for someone to touch, I’m available,” Starsky said, resting his forehead against 

Hutch’s. Hutch tilted his head and their lips met, lingering against each other, tongue tips 

probing tentatively before Starsky pulled back. “Tell you what. Let’s get some sleep, and we’ll 

see what develops in the morning, huh?” 

“I don’t need to sleep twenty-four hours a day, Starsk.”  

“Your big beautiful baby blues are gettin’ droopy.” Starsky smiled, and Hutch had to smile back 

in spite of himself. “Come on, babe. Can’t be all bad to snuggle under the quilt together and get 

some Z’s, huh?” 

“When you put it that way, it sounds a lot better.” 

******** 

Hutch woke up during the night, but he wasn’t sure what time it was. The small travel alarm 

Starsky had set near the bed wasn’t visible, and he wasn’t about to relinquish the comfortable 

position he was in to look at it. The fire had burned low, giving only a minimal orange glow to 

the room. There was a dim light in the kitchen Starsky had left on so they didn’t meet with injury 

if they tried to find the bathroom in the middle of the night in a strange place.  



The old brass bed was very comfortable, and the quilt that covered them kept them nice and 

toasty despite the dying fire. Starsky’s body was pressed against his side, the dark head on his 

shoulder. Hutch tightened his hold a bit, and Starsky sighed in his sleep, nestling closer.  

This was nothing like holding a woman. And at the same time, all the best parts of it were just 

the same...only better. The body in his arms wasn’t as long as his, but the shoulders were broad, 

the arms nicely muscled and very male under their covering of red cotton. There were no soft 

breasts, but instead the rougher feel of chest hair exposed by the open “V” of the longjohns 

Starsky wore. The lower back still dipped and curved nicely into a perfectly-shaped ass, but the 

legs beneath it were sturdy and...well...male. As if reading his thoughts, one shifted and 

insinuated itself between his.  

The hand resting near his shoulder was not a small woman’s hand. It was distinctly strong and 

masculine, but it still had a grace and beauty about it. Hutch smiled at the fact it was still smaller 

than his hand as he covered it gently. He turned his attention to the sleeping face. Nothing 

feminine there, although he’d seen women spend long minutes in front of a mirror with a 

mascara brush and not come out with lashes as long and dark as the ones that shaded Starsky’s 

deep sapphire eyes.  

Starsky wasn’t quite as large as he was, but he suspected probably just as powerful. He wondered 

how much of a toll the shooting had really taken on Starsky’s strength and agility, and how much 

had been the trauma itself robbing him of the will to keep going. He’d recovered, and survived, 

but Hutch wondered if he’d really thrived. There didn’t seem to be anything remotely disabled or 

faltering in the strong body in his arms. The man even had nicely toned muscles from apparently 

working out with weights.  

“Hutch?” Starsky stirred now, the dark lashes fluttering once or twice as he forced his eyes open. 

“You okay?” 

“I’m fine, Starsk. Go back to sleep.” 

“Can’t sleep?” 

“I think I’m sleeping too much lately. Don’t worry. I feel fine. I’m just resting here. Holding 

you,” he added, kissing the dark curls.  

“Maybe you’re ready to do some fishing tomorrow.” 

“I’d like that. You better catch a little more sleep then. It’ll be dawn in a couple hours.” 

“Okay,” Starsky said through a yawn. “Sure you’re okay?” 

“Fine.” 

Starsky was soon sleeping again, snoring softly now. Before long, Hutch found himself nodding 

off, and finally slipping back into a fairly deep sleep until the sun woke them both. 



******** 

The next day was spent fishing, eating a picnic lunch on the grass by the water, and finally 

swimming a bit as Hutch’s strength seemed to have come back even more since they’d been at 

their private retreat. The sun was beginning to sink on the horizon as the two men sat bundled in 

blankets on the shore, letting the fabric soak up the water.  

“You don’t seem to like the water too much,” Hutch commented, smiling as he took a drink of 

the beer Starsky handed him from their small cooler. Starsky had made one or two brief forays 

into the water, but always seemed to slither back to shore before Hutch could engage him in any 

frolicking or enjoy his company as a swimming companion. 

“Don’t know what kinda stuff lives in that water.” 

“I see. So if this were a pool, you’d be in there splashing around?” 

“Yeah, maybe,” Starsky said, smiling faintly. 

“Maybe not, huh?” Hutch reached over and touched the damp curls.  

“When I was a kid, I fell off a bridge.” Starsky sighed. “We were just messin’ around, y’know. 

Didn’t mean anything by it. Daring each other to walk on the railing, stuff like that. We did it all 

the time. It was a wide railing—flat on top. It’s not like it was any big deal.” 

“Must’ve been pretty scary. How high was it?” 

“I don’t know in feet exactly, but I know they looked real small and far away when I was in the 

water. And falling...it felt like I was falling forever.” Starsky drew the blanket more tightly 

around himself, shivering.  

“C’mere.” Hutch held open his blanket, and Starsky happily moved into the waiting arms, 

sharing the body heat as both blankets were rearranged around them. One of those large hands 

rubbed up and down his back. “Better?” 

“Great,” Starsky responded, grinning.  

“How’d they get you out?” 

“Huh? Oh, they didn’t. I guess when I went under the second time, they got scared...thought 

they’d get in trouble. So they took off.” 

“And left you there?” 

“Yeah, well, if I’d drowned in the river, they’d’ve gotten it good, and they knew it. They didn’t 

wanna get caught. Most of us, we’d been told not to do that anymore because one of us was 

gonna fall in one day.” 

“How’d you get out?” 



“Some older kids came along. Lucky for me they weren’t jerks. A couple of ‘em ran down to the 

riverbank and jumped in and pulled me out. I’d swallowed a lot of water by then, mainly because 

I was gettin’ scared.” Starsky shrugged. “I think I was more scared of catching it when I got 

home because I fell in.” 

“Your folks were probably so relieved you were okay that it didn’t matter.” Hutch was smiling; 

it was in his voice. He obviously believed that. Starsky didn’t say anything to shatter his illusion. 

“I guess I just never cared much about goin’ in the water after getting that kind of a scare. 

Besides, I always end up with the sniffles from getting wet and cold.” 

“We better take you inside and warm you up then,” Hutch said, resting his cheek against the 

damp curls. “I’d like to take care of you for a change.” 

Hutch tossed their sleeping bags on the floor in front of the fireplace and worked on getting a 

fire going, while Starsky went about making hot chocolate in the small kitchen. They’d 

eschewed the damp blankets and slipped into dry sweats and thick socks. The loss of the sun 

meant a substantial drop in the temperature, so the warm clothes and the crackling fire were a 

cozy contrast to the cool evening outside. As Starsky came into the living room with two 

steaming mugs of cocoa, rain started beating on the roof. 

“Sounds like we wrapped things up just in time,” he said, handing Hutch a cup before joining 

him on the sleeping bags and shivering a little as his body changed temperatures.  

“The sun was nice and warm. Sure felt good to get some exercise again. Well, other than in a 

climate-controlled gym on a bunch of ominous-looking equipment,” Hutch added, chuckling. He 

reached over and caressed Starsky’s hair. “I’m in shape to handle some exercise, babe,” he said, 

leaving his hand buried in the curls, his thumb stroking Starsky’s cheek. 

“You did a lot of swimming.” 

“Not that much.” Hutch leaned forward, and Starsky met him. They shared a long kiss, but 

Hutch could feel Starsky’s tension. “What’s wrong?” he asked gently. 

“I just don’t want you to overdo it.” 

“Starsk.” 

“Okay. I’m a little nervous, okay?” Starsky blurted, a blush creeping over his face. Hutch smiled. 

“You think I’m not?” 

“You don’t seem like it.” 

“We don’t have to do anything acrobatic. Just...get to know each other a little better.” 

“Doesn’t sound so scary when you put it that way.” 



“It’s not scary, babe. It’s just love. Nothing to be scared about with that.”  

“You know how to do it?” Starsky asked, moving a little closer. “With a guy?” 

“Uh...well, no, not exactly, but I know what I like. I think I could probably figure out how to 

make another guy feel good.” 

“We do all right at kissing,” Starsky offered, grinning. 

“More than all right.” Hutch moved in closer, and this time, their kiss was long, slow and 

relaxed. Tongues met and explored one another, mouths sealed together until they finally pulled 

back, a little breathless.  

“You sure you’re okay?” Starsky asked, his forehead against Hutch’s. 

“This is a good out of breath, sweetheart.” Hutch smiled at Starsky’s deeper blush and slightly 

uncertain expression. “What’s wrong? You didn’t know you were my sweetheart?” He kissed a 

pink cheek. “I love you, Starsk. And you have the sweetest heart of anyone I ever met.” 

“Didn’t know you were such a sweet-talker,” Starsky said, his voice a little husky. 

“Well, you know what they say about musicians. I’m used to charming my huge harem of willing 

groupies.” 

“I didn’t know classical piano players had groupies.” 

“You’d be surprised,” Hutch responded, chuckling. “Not exactly like the girls following rock 

bands around, I suppose, but they’re there.” Becoming serious again, he pulled Starsky into his 

arms. “But I’ve never called anyone ‘sweetheart’ before.” 

The next kiss they shared was slow and gentle as hands began tentatively roaming. One kiss 

blended into another as they lay back on the sleeping bags, bodies pressing close. Starsky’s 

hands slid under the sweatshirt Hutch wore, stroking the satiny skin beneath it. Fingers found 

and brushed a nipple, making Hutch gasp and kiss harder, more passionately. The questing hands 

finally grasped the bottom of the shirt and pulled, and Hutch cooperated with it being yanked 

quickly over his head and tossed aside.  

“The firelight makes you all gold,” Starsky said quietly, reaching up to smooth the fine, tousled 

hair.  

“You’re exotic in firelight, you know that?” Hutch leaned in for another kiss, then grasped the 

hem of Starsky’s sweatshirt. Once it had been pulled off and tossed aside, Hutch paused when he 

saw the unease in Starsky’s eyes, which darted away from his. “What bothers you most about 

them, Starsk? What they look like or remembering how you got them?” Hutch took one of 

Starsky’s hands, kissing the back of it to soften the question. 

“Both,” Starsky responded, his voice shaky. Then he reached up with his free hand and rested it 



on the smooth skin of Hutch’s chest. “They’re always gonna be there when we make love.” 

“You’re always gonna be there when we make love, and that’s what matters to me, sweetheart.” 

He kissed Starsky again. “My God,” he said, tracing the fine line of the surgical scar closest to 

Starsky’s heart. “You shouldn’t even be here, with me, but you are. You know what these mean 

to me?” 

“What?” Starsky swallowed, trying hard not to flinch under Hutch’s attention.  

“They mean that your life is a miracle. That maybe that miracle was somehow meant to happen, 

so that someday, you’d be there to save my life...to give me a life that meant something. When I 

look at these, I realize that you’re a gift. And then I thank God for giving you to me, and promise 

myself I’m never going to take you for granted.” Hutch wrapped his arms around Starsky and 

held him close, feeling a little tremor in the other body and strong arms closed around him in 

return.  

Before long, Starsky’s hands began moving over Hutch’s back in passionate caresses, following 

the path to the waist of the sweat pants, fingers slipping just beneath it as they began kissing 

again. Soon, the hands slowly moved down until they tentatively flexed, squeezing the flesh of 

Hutch’s buttocks gently. He moaned into their kisses, thrusting against Starsky. His own hand 

found its way to the waistband of Starsky’s sweats and pulled. By unspoken agreement, they 

parted long enough to cast their last pieces of clothing aside.  

Starsky had raised the stakes when he let his hands stray into previously unexplored territory, 

and Hutch resolved to return the favor. He laced their fingers and gently held Starsky’s hands 

down against the sleeping bags as he leaned in to lap and suck at one of the dusky nipples 

lurking in the dusting of dark curls on Starsky’s chest. It didn’t have the soft, smooth, pliable 

flesh beneath it Hutch was used to, but it hardened eagerly in response to his efforts, and 

Starsky’s gasp of pleasure spurred him on to kiss and lick his way across the firm chest until he 

fastened his mouth on the second little nub. He could feel his hardening cock moving against 

Starsky’s where their lower bodies met.  

The hands beneath his offered some resistance now, and Hutch released them. Starsky slid both 

hands into Hutch’s hair and brought him back up for a kiss, plunging his tongue deep inside 

Hutch’s mouth. Hutch felt his cock surge to life with renewed interest. This was truly something 

new for him...not being sure exactly who was making love to whom. Starsky was slightly smaller 

than he was, but he was powerfully built and considerably stronger than anyone Hutch had ever 

made love with. There was something oddly exciting about meeting your match in bed and the 

unpredictability of the lovemaking.  

Starsky surprised him by rolling them over, ending up with Hutch on his back and Starsky lying 

atop him. Then he grinned. 

“I got ya now, babe,” he said, kissing his way down Hutch’s neck to his chest, homing in on a 

nipple and sucking it gently. Hutch gasped a little at the sensation, relishing the suction until the 

hot mouth turned to licking, then sucking some more to leave bright passion marks on his chest. 



Starsky was marking his territory. 

Determined not to be outdone, Hutch reached down and cupped Starsky’s balls, rolling them 

gently in his hand, the other hand wandering down to knead the firm cheek of Starsky’s ass. 

Starsky needed his mouth to cry out then, thrusting into Hutch’s hand. 

“Touch me,” he gasped, covering Hutch’s mouth with his own for a deep, almost desperate kiss 

as Hutch obliged, wrapping his hand around the rigid cock and pumping it the way he liked his 

own worked. Starsky’s hand slid down and took a tentative hold of Hutch’s straining erection, 

and it was Hutch’s turn to gasp Starsky’s name.  

Their mouths were moving frantically over each other’s faces, throats, chests, hands busy giving 

pleasure. They kissed with a kind of sloppy urgency, lips sometimes caressing chins, noses, 

cheeks before their mouths locked together again.  

Starsky shouted Hutch’s name, and it was almost a painful sound. It was followed by a guttural 

cry that sounded like pleasure mixed with anguish as Starsky came, the slick wetness coating 

Hutch’s hand and spilling onto his thigh. The sight and sound of Starsky’s climax was enough to 

push Hutch to his own, until he let out a series of broken shouts of pleasure, feeling his release 

finally washing over him until Starsky’s pumping hand could milk no more from him.  

They lay there panting, hearts pounding, finally recognizing again the sound of the rain pelting 

the little cabin. While they’d been so wrapped up in each other, even the elements had taken a 

back seat. Hutch tangled his clean hand in Starsky’s curls, and rested his other hand on the 

sweaty thigh that was resting atop his own, Starsky’s knee insinuated between his as the other 

man lay against his side.  

It was then he realized there was something wrong with the way Starsky was breathing. He 

wasn’t just out of breath, he was crying. 

“Starsk? Hey, what’s the matter, huh?” he probed gently, kissing Starsky’s forehead. 

“It’s been a long time,” Starsky managed, wrapping his arm around Hutch a little more tightly, 

burying his face in the curve of Hutch’s throat. “I love you,” he added in a whisper. 

“I love you, too, babe. Can you tell me why you’re crying?” He kissed Starsky’s hair this time, 

moving his arms to pull him into a tight hug. “Shh. I’m right here. It’s okay,” he crooned, 

rubbing Starsky’s back gently. 

“Never thought I was gonna love somebody again. Never thought I could love somebody this 

much.” 

“You haven’t been with anybody since you lost Terry, have you?” Hutch asked carefully. 

“You’re the first,” Starsky admitted, finally regaining some control over his emotions. He pulled 

back and looked at Hutch. “Didn’t expect it to feel like everything was exploding at once,” he 

said, managing a little smile. “Like my heart was so full’a you it was gonna blow up when I 



came. Maybe it did,” he added, stretching up for a kiss, which was eagerly given.  

“There were probably a lot of emotions pent up in there all this time,” Hutch said, laying his 

hand gently over Starsky’s heart.  

“Feels like I’ve been in mourning for so long...and all of a sudden, there’s this...joy inside me.” 

“It’s inside me, too.” Hutch kissed a tear track on Starsky’s cheek. “I think it’s called love.” He 

smiled, resting his forehead against Starsky’s.  

“Sometimes I think it’s you who saved my life.” 

“Maybe we were meant to save each other.” 

“Yeah, maybe you’re right,” Starsky agreed, smiling again.  

“Let’s move to the bed, huh?” 

“It’s nice and warm by the fire.” 

“There’s a nice soft mattress and a couple quilts on the bed, and unless you want to keep adding 

wood to the fire, it’s not gonna last all night.” 

“Okay. Just didn’t wanna move.” 

“I’ll make it worth your while.” Hutch patted Starsky’s butt. “Come on.” 

They made their way to the bed, climbing under the covers and meeting in the middle, settling 

comfortably in each other’s arms.  

“Sounds like we got some nasty weather out there,” Starsky commented, listening to the wind 

that had joined the rain. 

“Guess that means we’ll have to sleep in tomorrow. Might not be able to go outside at all.” 

“If it’s chilly, we might have to stay in bed, under the covers. All day.” 

“You just never know.” Hutch smiled. “Go to sleep, babe. Tomorrow’s another day.” Hutch 

could see Starsky was struggling to keep his eyes open. 

“Okay. Just don’t wanna stop looking at you. Don’t want to end our first time,” Starsky added, 

smiling as his face flushed slightly pink. 

“This is only the beginning, sweetheart. No endings.” 

******** 

Starsky was awake, but he was unwilling to give in and open his eyes. The rain was still beating 



on the roof, and he was curled on his side, with Hutch’s warm body spooned around him, tucked 

under the covers. They were warm and dry and together, cozy and isolated from the rest of the 

world, including the elements. A part of him wondered how long this could possibly last. There 

were times he felt as if he’d plucked one of the brightest stars out of the sky and found a way to 

keep it hidden, to hold it just for himself. Ken Hutchinson was famous, a toast of the classical 

music world. He had a Grammy on his bedroom shelf. On a shelf in a mansion with at least six 

other bedrooms. He’d probably spent more on dinner parties than Starsky made in a month when 

he worked as a cop.  

Hutch was still Ken Hutchinson, and all that money and the mansion and the fame were all still 

there. Right now, he was wounded, exhausted, and needed to hide from all that to heal. But when 

he was healed, would a little cabin in the woods and the love of an ex-cop with no fancy 

university degree and no idea how to mingle at an artsy party still hold any lure?  

“‘Morning,” Hutch said with a smile in his voice as he nuzzled Starsky’s neck. 

“How’d you know I was awake?” 

“I can hear you thinking,” Hutch teased, patting Starsky’s belly with one of those big hands. He 

rubbed there a little. “Hungry?” 

“Rather stay here with you.” 

“Me, too. The bacon and eggs’ll wait.” 

“Probably not for too much longer, but for a little while,” Starsky responded, grinning.  

“What were you thinking about? Your muscles are all tensed up.” 

“The future.” 

“Oh.” Hutch was quiet a moment. “Don’t tell me, let me guess. I’ll go back to my life as a 

famous musician, traveling with the jet set, and leave you behind because you’re not rich and 

snooty.” 

“Somethin’ like that,” Starsky admitted. 

“After last night, you still don’t trust me, do you?” 

“It’s not about trust, darlin’. I trust you. And I don’t really think you’ll leave me. I just think that 

somewhere down the road, you might wish you could. I can’t keep up with your lifestyle, Hutch. 

I’m not that smart and I’m not rich, and I don’t know—” Starsky stopped when a hand clamped 

over his mouth. 

“Hush. Stop it right now.” Hutch moved his hand and shifted back a little, encouraging Starsky 

to turn over and face him, which he finally, reluctantly, did. “You’re one of the smartest people 

I’ve ever met, and I’ve met some pompous assholes with Yale degrees. That doesn’t make you 



smart. It may make you more educated, or mean you know facts about some different subjects 

than someone who doesn’t have a degree, but you can’t make someone smart. That’s something 

you either are or you’re not. You are, so let’s get that out of the way right now. Second, I don’t 

care if you’re rich, poor, or somewhere in between. The only thing you have to get over is feeling 

weird about being rich now. I want to share what I have with you, Starsk. It’s not about 

supporting you or keeping you from making your own way with another career, or about you 

being ‘kept.’ It’s about me loving you and none of what I have meaning anything unless I can 

share it with you. Yeah, I wanna see you driving around in some perversely overpriced sports 

car, and I want to see you wear a $20,000 watch every day, and I want to see you lounging 

around by the pool on the grounds of a household that’s our little world, where we can be 

together and not a damn soul has anything to say about it because they’re on our payroll. I want 

to travel with you and show you things you’ve never seen before, because I want to see all of it 

through your eyes. Not because you’re some low-income guy I picked up and decided to do an 

Eliza Doolittle number on, but because I love you, and I have all this...money and stuff to share, 

and I want to have all the fun I think we could have with it.” 

“You almost make me believe it. That it’ll work out.” 

“Starsky, it’ll work out fine if you let it. We love each other. The world isn’t going to ever 

approve of that, and all the money in the world can’t buy that approval. It also can’t guarantee 

that we’ll never have bad times because of it. But it can give us a level of freedom we could 

never enjoy otherwise.” 

“I still have to do something, Hutch. I can’t just lie around by a pool and drink funny cocktails 

with little umbrellas in them. My life has to mean something.” 

“Besides being the reason I want to get up in the morning?” Hutch asked, leaning over for a kiss.  

“Even a little something besides that, though that’s number one,” Starsky responded, grinning. 

Then he became serious. “You’re sure you’re not going to be ashamed of me in front of your 

friends? I don’t know about yachts and summer houses and villas and—” 

“You will when I get through with you, if you’ll give me half a chance. But no, I could never be 

ashamed of you.” Hutch sighed. “Sometimes I wish you could be happy working with me.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“It’s not like I don’t still need someone managing my security, especially on the road. If I 

managed to help you solve a crime, seems like you could help me watch my back.” 

“I was thinking about doing some private eye work.” 

“So what’s stopping you? I’m not on the road all year, and now that I’m not dancing to 

Vanessa’s tune anymore, I’ll be traveling even less. I can still do well and tour a lot less that I 

was before. I’ll be spending a lot of time in the studio, composing new material at home... 

Whatever we end up doing, I’d like us to do it as a team.” 



“Partners?” 

“Partners,” Hutch confirmed, smiling. 

“I guess I could give you a hand with security stuff. It’s my area of expertise, after all.” 

“Maybe you could show me the ropes of your private eye business, and I could help out when I 

wasn’t too tied up with my life of non-stop glamour and excitement,” Hutch quipped, sliding his 

arms around Starsky’s neck, moving in for a long kiss. 

“I still wanna make a go of that business on my own, Hutch... I mean, it would be great to work 

together, but I don’t want—” 

“You don’t want me to bankroll it, right?” 

“Right. I want to get clients and cases on my own. I need to accomplish that myself.” 

“I respect that. I respect you. I know you’ll make it a success. You don’t need me to be good at 

what you do.” 

“I need you for everything, babe.” Starsky stole a kiss of his own.  

“I’d like for us to look at some new places to live. Maybe that ranch we talked about. I miss 

riding and the wide open spaces.” 



 



“You’d look real good straddling a horse, beautiful,” Starsky teased, and Hutch laughed, 

blushing at the same time.  

“Are we still talking about the four-legged kind or is this a different invitation?” 

“Take it any way you want to, schweetheart,” Starsky replied, doing his best Bogie impression—

which was none too good. A few seconds passed before Starsky broke the silence again. “You 

said somethin’ about a sports car earlier...” 

“Among other things, yeah,” Hutch responded, chuckling. 

“Any color I want?” 

“Sounds like I hit on something that doesn’t interfere with your principles,” Hutch teased, 

grinning. 

“Not as long as it’s red,” Starsky responded, before the two men rolled under the covers, 

delaying breakfast for many more hours. 

The End 


