
EPISODE 1 
EXECUTIVE CONFERENCE ROOM, BIDDINGER OIL, DENVER, COLORADO 
He stood at the floor to ceiling windows of the conference room, the view of the city 

below him and the snow-capped mountains in the distance. But he didn’t actually see 
what some might call one of the most magnificent views of the Denver and Rocky 
Mountains to be had. 

Instead, his eyes were focused on the class of the window, on the reflection within 
the glass of the conference room behind him, and more specifically on the two people 
sitting at the conference table. 

The person closest to him in the reflection was a man 10 years older, but of the same 
height and build as himself. The other was a woman, 5 years older, a little shorter than 
either of the men in the room. 

Both of them were reading a bound report he had put together, a report it had taken 
him months of research to put together, a report that was going to be a shock to 
everyone. As he watched their reflections, he saw that the woman was slowly shaking 
her head and the man was angrily flipping back and forth through the pages. 

Suddenly the man violently pushed the report away and stood up. He walked over to 
the sideboard and poured himself a glass of water, then turned to the man at the 
window. 

“What the hell kind of stunt are you trying to pull?” the man demanded. His name was 
Douglas Biddinger, and he was President of Biddinger Oil. 

“It’s not a stunt, Doug,” replied the man at the window, who was Vice-President of 
Biddinger oil and Doug’s younger brother, Tony. 

The woman ignored them and continued to read the report. She was Elizabeth 
Biddinger, sister to Doug and Tony, a successful actress in Hollywood and one of the 
stockholders in Biddinger Oil. 

“Of course it’s a stunt!” Doug roared. “There is no way Biddinger Oil is in trouble, 
Tony. You must have either decided to try to pull something or got your information 
wrong. We are the largest privately owned oil company in the country. We are not on 
the verge of bankruptcy!” 

“It doesn’t say we are on the verge of bankruptcy, Doug,” Elizabeth said as she 
closed her report. “It says that if Biddinger Oil continues to operate the way it is currently 
operating, it will be insolvent in six years. There is plenty of time to make changes to 
keep that from happening.” 

“By buying up a cable company?” Doug asked with a sarcastic tone in his voice. “Or 
a drug company?” 

Tony sighed and turned to face his brother. “Or a real estate company, Doug. Or an 
electric company. They are four companies that I have analyzed as being good 
purchases that will create other sources of income for Biddinger Oil.” 



“Biddinger Oil is an oil company, Tony. It always has been and always will be. It’s 
right there in the name.” The sarcasm was so palpable that Tony could almost see it 
spilling from Doug’s mouth. 

“It’s called diversification,” Tony replied. “Unless we branch out into other fields, this 
company is going to go under. The writing is on the wall, Doug. Oil is not going to be big 
business much longer.” 

“He’s right, Doug,” Elizabeth said. “There is an overwhelming push for renewable 
energy sources, for electric cars, for ways of going through life without the need for oil. 
It’s not going to happen overnight, but eventually there will be a very limited need for 
oil.” 

“Just because a bunch of tree huggers want it that way?” Doug asked. 
“No,” Tony replied. “Because the US Government seems to want it that way. Tax 

incentives for electric vehicle development, tax credits for buyers of electric vehicles, 
higher mileage standards, a huge investment in research for renewable resources. It all 
leads to oil being pushed out of the way for bigger and better things, Doug. If we don’t 
take steps now to reduce the impact of oil on this company, not to mention the family, 
then we are going to see Biddinger Oil start to fail.” 

“But we’re making huge profits,” Doug replied. 
“Not really,” Elizabeth said. “According to the report, we lost quite a large chunk of 

money last year. How did that happen, Tony?” 
Tony slowly walked away from the window, and slowly toward the sideboard. “It 

seems we invested a very large part of our cash into oil futures during the frenzy of last 
year. We would have made an extreme amount of money off those futures had we sold 
them before the bottom dropped out.” 

At the sideboard, Tony opened one of the cabinet doors and pulled out a crystal 
decanter and four crystal glasses. “There was another factor, but I think we will need a 
drink for that explanation. Join me?” 

He looked back at his siblings and saw them both nod. He poured the scotch into the 
glasses and carried them over to the table, where he handed each of them a glass. 

“There was also a bit of stockpiling of oil,” Tony said as he sat down. “Over 50 million 
barrels of oil put into storage, and left there after the fall in price. Most of it is still there. 
We would have lost our shirts if it weren’t for the fact that we sold such a large portion at 
a much higher price. We only lost $100 million in that deal.” 

“Only $100 million?” Elizabeth gasped.  
“If we had sold a million more barrels at the peak, we would have made a profit at 

that point,” Doug replied. “However, even with the price of crude being what it is now, if I 
dumped the whole lot we will still make a substantial profit.” 

“This is true,” Tony replied. “And we will probably show a profit for this year based on 
that fact alone.” 

“Then why have you written such a dire report?” Doug asked. 



“I wrote it because the price of oil is only going to go down, Doug. We need to sell off 
that stockpile as soon as possible, and get out from under it before there is another drop 
in the market,” Tony explained. “And we need to use the profits from that oil to purchase 
at least one of the companies that I outlined in my report to create a buffer for the 
eventual collapse of the oil industry.” 

“That’s nothing but fear-mongering,” Doug replied. 
“Fear-mongering sounds like a damned bad idea,” said a voice from the doorway.  
The three of them looked over and saw their father, Anthony Biddinger, the man who 

started the company and handed control of it over to his oldest son, standing there. 
He came into the room, saw that they each had drinks in their hands, and fixed one 

for himself.  
“What are we discussing over scotch at just past noon on a weekday?” he asked as 

he sat down at the head of the table. 
“Tony’s report,” Elizabeth said as she slid her copy over to him. 
“Break it down for me, Tony.” 
“If Biddinger Oil does not expand into other fields of business other than oil, we are 

going to find ourselves in trouble. I have researched 4 companies that are ripe for 
buying that will help to stem the coming collapse of the oil industry.” 

“Tell me about these companies,” Anthony said, as he looked down at his Blackberry. 
“The first is Rio Norte Electric up in Cheyenne. It’s an electric utility that is currently in 

the process of building a large wind farm to compliment its current coal fired generators.  
“The second company is a small pharmaceutical company by the name of Meditech. 

Currently they make mostly generic drugs, but had a rather extensive R&D department. 
They are in clinical trials of an arthritis drug that is showing some great results. 

“The third company is Western Cable, which is a cable television company that 
specializes in more rural areas of the country. 

“Finally is a company we actually know quite well: Stone River Properties. The 
owner, Teddy Littlefield, died and left it to his grandson, who is rumored to want nothing 
to do with it. Stone River owns quite a large amount of real estate around the country,” 
Tony finished. 

“I know Bryon Lange, Teddy’s grandson,” Elizabeth said. “I haven’t seen him in 
years, but I remember him from Teddy’s parties.” 

“And Stone River owns this building,” Tony said. “But my proposal is to buy as many 
of these four companies as we can, using the proceeds of the sale of the stockpile oil.” 

“Which is all a bunch of hogwash,” Doug said. “What do we know about electricity, 
cable television, drugs or real estate? We are better off remaining in the oil business.” 

“We will still be in the oil business, Doug,” Tony replied. “We would just be 
supplementing our income from these other companies. We’ll have multiple streams of 
income.” 



“Until the other company fails because we know nothing about running it and making 
a profit,” Doug replied. 

“Will you stop it already?” Tony asked. “Will you please quit being so damned 
negative and just listen to what I have to say without making some flippant, sarcastic 
remark?” 

“To what end?” Doug asked. “Every time you create a report it is all doom and gloom! 
It’s almost as if you want to see this company fail!” 

“Enough!” Anthony said, his voice booming through the room. “Doug, there is nothing 
wrong with expanding into other fields, and just because we don’t know anything about 
those fields does not mean we can’t find the right people to run them for us.” 

At that point Anthony’s Blackberry rang. He looked at the screen and a confused 
looked came across his face. 

“This is Governor Biddinger,” he said as he answered the call. 
“Anthony Biddinger, Governor of Colorado?” a woman’s voice asked from the other 

end of the line. 
“Yes, speaking,” Anthony said. 
“Governor Biddinger, please hold for the President of the United States.” 
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BRYON’S OFFICE, STONE RIVER PROPERTIES, DENVER, COLORADO 
Bryon Lange sat in his new office, sitting back in his chair with his feet on the desk 

and looking out the window of his office. He was staring at the building that was 
blocking any view he might have from his office, but his mind wasn’t on the building. 

He had only been in Denver for three days, and already he felt as if he wanted 
nothing more than to just walk out of the office, go to the airport and go home to Malibu. 
He didn’t want to be here, didn’t want to be in charge of a company he never even knew 
existed before his grandfather had died, didn’t want to deal with the hassles and issues 
that were popping up left and right. 

Bryon sighed, leaned further back in chair and closed his eyes. 
Once again his life had been turned upside down by that bastard of a grandfather. It 

had been that way since he was eight years old, constantly jumping through whatever 
hoops his grandfather had demanded. Even after his grandfathers death, the old man 
was calling all of the shots in Bryon’s life. 

For ten years, Teddy Littlefield had made Bryon’s life a series of hellish nightmares. 
And when Bryon had turned 18, Teddy had kicked him to the curb with $10,000 in his 
bags, and a complete dismissal. 

Bryon had come home from school on his 18th birthday and found a set of luggage 
sitting in the foyer of his grandfathers Beverly Hills mansion. His grandfather was in the 
sitting room, watching him. 



“There’s ten grand in the smallest bag,” Teddy had said. “What you do with it is up to 
you, but it’s the last dime you will ever get from me, so I suggest you use it wisely.” 

“What are you talking about?” Bryon had asked. 
“You are no longer an asset to me, Bryon. And now that you are 18, you are legally 

able to support yourself. I had Misses Gunderson pack all of your clothes. The rest of 
your belongings will be shipped to whatever address you provide to my secretary. But 
as of this moment, you are no longer welcome in this house,” Teddy had replied. 

“You’re kicking me out?” Bryon has asked, shocked. 
“You are no longer useful to my needs,” Teddy had replied.  
Bryon had stared at him for a few seconds, and then started to laugh. “I see,” he said 

quietly. “Now that I am 18, I am no longer jailbait for your blackmail schemes. And since 
I can’t be used to blackmail Hollywood anymore, you have no need for me. I get it, 
Teddy. I understand it completely. And you know want to know something? I no longer 
need you either.” 

“Good,” Teddy had replied. “I am glad to know we understand each other. There is a 
car out front that will take you wherever you want to go.” 

At that point, Teddy had walked away, leaving Bryon in the foyer with his bags. 
Bryon had been dropped off at a small motel on the outskirts of Los Angeles, the 

cheapest motel that the driver of the car knew of. Once checked into the hotel, Bryon 
had bought a copy of the LA Times and started to search for someplace to live. 

He had found several advertisements for houses for rent, apartments for rent and for 
roommates wanted. But it would be in the rooms for rent section of the classified ads 
that Bryon would find himself acting out the next chapter of his life. 

A knock at the door took Bryon out of his trip down memory lane. He sat up and took 
his feet off the desk as the door opened and the only two people he could truly call 
friends walked into the office. 

“We need to discuss the next steps,” said Paul Stratton, a grandfatherly man that 
Bryon had known since the first day he had moved into his grandfathers mansion. 

He was followed into the room by Marcia Elliot, who closed the office door behind 
her. She was tall, elegant, and always dressed in meticulously tailored business suits. 

“What steps do we take?” Bryon asked as the two of them sat down across from him. 
“Paul and I feel we have enough to go to the Attorney General’s Office,” Marcia said. 
“And if we go to them now, it will look better than having them find out later,” Paul 

said. 
“What kinds of legal trouble will that mean for me and the company?” Bryon asked. 
“You inherited this issue, Bryon,” Paul, his lawyer, said. “For you personally, there 

should be no problems. For the company, the AG may decide that we need to take 
certain actions in order to restore the missing money from the pension accounts.” 

“And how do we do that when the company is losing money?” Bryon asked. 



“We sell off assets,” Marcia, his accountant, answered. “I have a team working on 
looking at all of the assets of the company and we are trying to identify those properties 
that, when sold, will generate the highest amount of income with the least impact on 
ongoing income.” 

“Explain that to me,” Bryon said. “I’m not sure what you are talking about.” 
“Stone River Properties has ownership of quite a large quantity of real estate around 

the United States. What my team is doing is looking at each piece of real estate and 
analyzing it. We are looking for the amount of income the property generates, what the 
current value of the property is, and what the costs of upkeep and maintenance have 
been in the past five years. We then take that information and break it down into two 
simple percentage ratings. We then compare those percentages and if there is a 
minimal difference, then we know that the property is right for sale,” Marcia explained. 
“We have already identified several properties that can be sold with a minimal impact or 
an increase to our bottom line.” 

“Do you have some examples?” Paul asked her. 
“Littlefield Tower in New York City,” Marcia responded. “We are currently receiving 

$1.5 million a year in income, but we are spending more than that in its upkeep and 
taxes. It has been recently evaluated at $11 million. Selling it is the best option. 

“Another example is right here in Denver, the SRPBO building, better known as the 
Biddinger Oil building. We are spending more in upkeep and maintenance for the 
building than we are receiving. It has been evaluated at $17 million.” 

“And how much do we need to put back into the pensions?” Bryon asked. 
“Just under $200 million,” Marcia said. “And selling these properties that fall into the 

proper range will allow us to refill those accounts.” 
“Do you think we can do that in today’s real estate market?” Bryon asked. 
“It won’t be a problem,” Paul said. “It’s the housing market that is having the largest 

issue right now, not commercial real estate. If we can get them on the market as soon 
as possible, we should be able to offload them pretty easily.” 

“Then let’s do it,” Bryon said. “But I don’t want to stop at just refilling the coffers of the 
pension. Marcia, I want you to make a little adjustment in your search. If the overall 
costs for keeping a building going are more than 75% of the income of the building, it 
gets sold. And if it is at all possible, I would like them all gone within the next six 
months.” 

Bryon watched as Marcia and Paul looked at each other, then turn to look back at 
him. “What’s wrong with my idea?” 

Paul shook his head. “Overall, there is nothing wrong with the concept of getting rid 
of poor performing property. But we need to find out what the Attorney General will want 
us to do before we institute it. We can give him or her our plan for replenishing the 
pensions, and if they agree we can move forward. Until we know for sure what they are 
going to want us to do, we will come up with a list of the properties that fall into your 
guidelines and prepare to get rid of them.” 



“And if the AG wants us to do something else?” Bryon asked. 
“Then we modify our plan to put their demands into it,” Marcia said. 
“Okay,” Bryon said. “Paul, let’s get the AG in here and see what they have to say 

about our situation.” 
“I’ll call my contact in California and see if he can recommend who to deal with here 

in Denver,” Paul said. 
“And I will have my team modify our criteria to come up with that list of properties you 

want to get rid of,” Marcia said. “After that, I will be heading out to Mountain View 
Estates.” 

“What is that?” Bryon asked. 
“It’s a housing development that Harold heavily invested company funds into,” Paul 

answered. “I’ll be going with you, Marcia. Our contract with Mountain View gives us first 
option to take over if things aren’t going well, so I want to check up on things.” 

“I’ll come with as well,” Bryon said. “Might as well see what kind of hell Harold has 
invested us in.” 
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SOHO KESLER HOTEL, NEW YORK CITY 
“As you can see, no expense was spared in the design of this hotel,” said Henry 

Kessler, owner of the hotel as he showed Lorraine Biddinger and Troy Banner around 
the lobby. “I personally made sure that no corners were cut, as I wanted this hotel to be 
even better than a five star hotel.” 

“It is very beautiful,” Lorraine said as she looked around the luxurious and ornately 
decorated lobby. “However, I have to wonder if the hotel will ever make a profit. Your 
books show that you have yet to fill the hotel in the five years it has been open.” 

Kessler nodded his head as they walked toward the bank of elevators at the far end 
of the lobby. “This is true. Our highest occupancy was 76% during the Christmas 
season of our first year.” 

“And the customer comments that your employees sent to me were quite 
enlightening,” Lorraine continued as they stepped into the elevator, which opened as 
they walked up. Lorraine was surprised to see a man standing in the elevator wearing 
the uniform of the hotel. 

Once everyone was in inside the elevator, the man in the uniform pressed the button 
for the top floor of the hotel, where the three of them would walk through the penthouse 
suite of the hotel. 

“And how is that?” Henry asked as the elevator started its rise. 
“The comments of the customers were all very flattering in regards to the service, the 

decorations, the accommodations in the rooms and the food,” Lorraine replied. 
“However, when looking at all of the cards that were sent, I noticed that over 80% of 



them had marked ‘no’ when asked if they would stay in the hotel again. And all of those 
‘no’ responses came down to two things: price and location.” 

“I see,” Henry replied as the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened. 
The three of them stepped into a small hallway with only one door at the other end. 

Henry led the trio to the door and opened it without a key, stepping aside to let Lorraine 
and Troy enter the suite first. 

“Very nice,” Lorraine said as she saw the interior decoration. The room looked as if it 
could have come from inside any one of several European castles. The room was filled 
with very good examples of antique European furniture, the walls were covered in silk, 
and the chandeliers were obvious antique crystal. 

“Thank you,” Henry replied. “This suite alone cost over $10 million to decorate. 
Everything is from Europe, and nothing newer than 200 years old. Even the silk on the 
walls was made in 1782.” 

“May I ask why there are no locks on the door?” Troy asked. 
“There is no need,” Henry replied. “This is the only suite on this floor, and Mario, the 

elevator man, knows who is and is not allowed into the suite.” 
The three walked into the sitting room. Henry and Troy were preparing to sit down, 

but Lorraine walked over the French windows and looked out onto the deck. She didn’t 
go outside, but simply looked at the view in which the deck would give her. Finally she 
turned and rejoined Henry and Troy, sitting down in one of the Louis XIV chairs. 

“Mister Kessler,” Lorraine started, “I must say that I am very impressed with the hotel. 
It is luxurious to an extreme. However, I also see why you are having problems getting 
people to come to it. The hotel is very classical, but it is classical to a degree in which 
many people would feel uncomfortable. This suite, for example, you said cost $10 
million to decorate. Even I feel uncomfortable being in it, as I am afraid that I will break 
something. 

“I can now see why you charge $50,000 a night to stay in this suite, but at the same 
time I can see why it has only been used for a total of 63 days out of five years of 
business. I am afraid that this hotel is trying to accommodate the ultra-wealthy.” 

“Precisely,” Henry Kessler replied. “I have had heads of state in this hotel, including 
three Presidents.” 

“Which is very commendable, but not economical,” Lorraine replied. “If I were 
President of the United States, and I came into this room, I would probably feel at home, 
until I looked out those windows. The view uptown is blocked by the buildings across 
the street, and if you look to either side you see Brooklyn at one end and New Jersey at 
the other. There are no parks in view, and you can barely see trees. It is not pleasant. 

“And I believe this is why the comment cards showed location as being a poor selling 
point for your hotel.” 

“I see,” Henry Kessler replied. 
“You seem surprised, Mister Kessler,” Lorraine said. “Have you not read the cards?” 



“Honestly, I have not. My staff places the information into a database and then 
generates a report based on the data,” Henry admitted. “I have not seen the cards 
myself.” 

“I see,” Lorraine replied. “Your other hotels, are they decorated in this way as well?” 
“No, they are more for the tourist trade. This hotel is the crown jewel, if you will.” 
“And while the rest of your hotels are making money, this one is sucking it all away,” 

Lorraine said. “Is that why you are selling the chain?” 
Kessler looked down at the carpet on the floor, and then looked to Lorraine. “That’s 

only part of it,” he said. “The other part is that my doctors have told me I don’t have 
much time left in this world, and I do not want to leave my children with the burden of a 
hotel chain that is not making any money. If I sell the chain, I will least have that money 
to leave them in my estate.” 

Lorraine and Troy exchanged looks, then Lorraine looked back at Henry. “I am so 
sorry to hear that.” 

“That’s life, Misses Biddinger,” Henry replied. “But are you willing to buy the chain?” 
“It is a very attractive offer, Mister Kessler,” she said as she sat back in the chair. 

“However, I would like to take tonight to look over the books one more time, and to think 
it over. I can let you know my decision in the morning. Will that be acceptable?” 

“Of course,” Henry Kessler replied. 
45 minutes later, Lorraine and Troy were sitting in the penthouse suite of the 

Kincaide Palace, one of the many hotels Lorraine owned around the world. Unlike the 
Soho Kessler, the suite in Lorraine’s hotel was decorated with very sleek, modern 
furniture. 

“We would be stupid not to buy it,” Lorraine said to Troy. “But at the same time, the 
Soho hotel has to be completely removed from the group.” 

“We can redecorate it,” Troy suggested. 
“At considerable cost,” Lorraine countered. “But even then, the location is just too out 

of touch. The area is not suited for a hotel. It will never make any money as a hotel, and 
we will end up sinking all of our funds into it.” 

“But did you notice the area?” Troy asked. “It’s prime real estate.” 
“For apartments, not a hotel,” Lorraine replied. 
Troy went to the bar and took two bottles of diet cola from the refrigerator. He then 

opened them and poured the drinks into glasses. He handed one of them to Lorraine as 
he sat down on the sofa across from the sofa she was sitting on. The table between 
them was covered in paperwork regarding the Kessler Hotel chain. 

“There are a lot of apartments in that area,” Troy said as he took a sip of the cola. “So 
what if we toned down the hotel and catered it to the locals?” 

“I’m listening,” Lorraine said as she slipped off her shoes and sat back in the sofa, 
her legs curled up next to her. 



“We modify the bar and restaurant away from the haute cuisine and make it more 
rustic and fun. We turn it into the local hotspot. And since this is New York City, we 
already know that the apartments are rather small, so if anyone in the local area has 
visitors, they’ll recommend the hotel, provided we make it affordable enough for their 
visitors.” 

“But it will still cost a fortune to redecorate that hotel,” Lorraine said. 
“It’s going to cost a fortune no matter what we do,” Troy countered. “It’s a failed hotel. 

We can either spend the money to redecorate and tone it down, or we shut it down, sell 
it off piecemeal and either convert it to an apartment building or just sell it off as an 
empty building.” 

Lorraine sighed. “You’re right, of course. There’s no way that the hotel is going to 
make money in its current state. So, the choice now is do we buy or do we pass?” 

Troy reached over and searched through the paperwork, finding the one sheet of 
paper he was looking for. “The other hotels are all making money. They are consistently 
booked at over 90% occupancy and there would be minimal need for changes in any of 
them. It’s just this one hotel that is bringing the rest of the chain down.” 

“But you still haven’t answered the question,” Lorraine said. “Do we buy, or do we 
take a pass on it?” 

“Ultimately that decision is yours, but my opinion is that we should buy the chain for 
the rest of the hotels and figure out what to do with the one mangy dog of the bunch,” 
Troy replied. 

Lorraine started to laugh. “Only you would call something as well done as that hotel 
was a ‘mangy dog.’” 

“But that’s the problem,” Troy said. “It’s too well done. Kessler has gone so over the 
top with that hotel. I mean, think of it. That penthouse cost $10 million to decorate, all by 
itself! It’s no wonder that hotel cost him over $500 million to build. If he had done that 
with one of the uptown hotels, it probably would have worked, what with the UN 
Diplomats in that area of town. But instead he decides to build it in Soho? Soho is hip, 
it’s now, it’s young and fresh. And he builds a hotel where everything in it is 200 years 
old and looks as ancient as it actually is. I would love to know what he was thinking.” 

Lorraine suddenly sat up and started to rummage through a series of pictures that 
were part of the paperwork for the hotel chain. She looked at the backs of each picture, 
where information was printed regarding which hotel the picture was taken in. 

“Here it is,” she said when she found the right picture. “This is what he has in the 
hotel near the UN, the Kessler Diplomat. What are the numbers on that hotel?” 

Troy scanned the paper he had been reading. “Second lowest income of all the 
hotels,” he replied. 

“Then we have our answer,” Lorraine said. “We’re buying the chain.” 
Troy just blinked a bit in surprise. “How does that determine whether or not to buy the 

chain?” 



“No matter what we do, we are going to have to spend a lot of money to redecorate 
the Soho hotel, so instead we are going to redecorate two hotels. We’ll take the design 
from Soho and move it into the Diplomat and move the Diplomat design into the Soho,” 
Lorraine answered. 
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MOUNTAIN VIEW ESTATES CONSTRUCTION PROJECT, NORTHWEST OF 

DENVER 
Richard Stone sat behind the wheel of his GMC Yukon and stared out the windshield 

at the unfinished houses that were supposed to have been the crowning achievement of 
his construction company, a dream he desperately wanted to become a reality. 

But the housing crisis and a failing economy were destroying that dream. 
500 luxury houses with beautiful landscaping, a gated community for the upper-

middle class residents of the Denver metropolitan area. 
When he had announced the plan two years earlier, he had had people lining up to 

buy the houses, most putting down large deposits for their plots and waiting for the 
houses to be finished so that they could move in. 

It had taken over a year to get the land set up with the proper substructures like 
sewage, electricity, cable television and such. Another 3 months were taken to lay out 
the road beds, meaning construction of the houses had begun right at the time in which 
home sales had started to fall.  

Richard had soon found that the people who had placed deposits for a home in 
Mountain View Estates were no longer willing to purchase the homes, And that he 
couldn’t find buyers for houses that were not yet built. 

A week earlier, Richard had had no choice but to slow construction in Mountain View 
Estates to the bare minimum. This meant that only one small team was working on one 
house at a time in order to get the few houses that were still going to be occupied built. 

He noticed another truck driving up, coming to a stop next to his Yukon. He stepped 
out and met with his brother, Franklin. 

“Not a pretty sight,” Franklin said as he stepped out of the truck. 
“No, it’s not,” Richard agreed with a sigh. “Maybe one day I can get it finished.” 
“Maybe,” Franklin said. “But it will be without the North Quarter.” 
“What happened?” Richard asked. 
“We were outbid for the Overton Ranch,” Franklin replied. “It’s been bought by 

Kincaide Industries.” 
Richard just shook his head and laughed. “Of course it has. Lorraine always 

manages to be the one to get what I am after.” 



“To be honest, Richard, I don’t blame her on this one,” Franklin said. “Overton Ranch 
is right next to her own ranch, and you know how protective she is of her ranch. There 
would be no way she would let you build right up to her property line.” 

“The irony of it is that Mountain View Estates runs right up to the Overton Ranch,” 
Richard said. “So I will still be right up against her property.” 

“True, except that Overton means nothing to her,” Franklin replied. “It’s a buffer for 
her.” 

Richard just nodded his head and started to slowly walk toward the construction 
trailer that sat near the finished park in the center of the construction area. Franklin 
walked next to him. 

“It’s all over, isn’t it?” Richard asked as they walked. 
“I’m hoping it’s not,” Franklin said. “But the writing seems to be on the wall, doesn’t 

it?” 
Richard sighed. “Yes, it does.” 
“What brings you out here today?” Franklin asked. 
“A meeting with the Stone River Properties people,” Richard said. 
Franklin shook his head. “I’d like to know how Harold managed to pull it off.” 
Richard chuckled a bit. “He took a chance, and I will honestly admit that I didn’t read 

the contract I was signing when he decided to put up the money. I just signed it, thinking 
it would be the same deal as we have always done.” 

“He pulled a fast one, that’s for sure,” Franklin said. 
“He didn’t do anything I wouldn’t have done had I had the same opportunity,” Richard 

replied.  
“Is that why he’s coming?” Franklin asked. “To take over the place?” 
“Probably,” Richard replied. “We’ll find out when he shows up.” 

�[ �\ �[ �\ �[ �\  
CASA DEL MAR, SOUTHEAST OF DENVER 
Susan Biddinger sat in the dining room of the house she and her husband, Doug, 

owned on the Kincaide Ranch. Sitting across from her was Jim Harrison, a private 
investigator. 

“I followed Mister Biddinger for three weeks,” the detective said. “During that time, I 
found that he was regularly meeting with the same woman. They would meet at least 
three times a week, in a small motel on Colfax Avenue.” 

“On Colfax,” Susan said quietly. “So she’s a hooker?” 
“No, she’s not. I followed her after one of their meetings, and she lives in Highlands 

Ranch. I checked around and found that the woman is Marilyn Stone, wife of Richard 
Stone,” Jim said. 



Susan gasped a bit. “He’s shacking up with Marilyn?” 
“You know her?” Jim asked. 
“We’re on a few charities together,” Susan replied. “And her husband is one of the 

family’s biggest competitors in business.” 
“I see,” the detective replied. “Well, to move on, I have a set of photographs I have 

taken for you to look at. They prove your suspicion that your husband is having an 
affair. However, there is more than meets the eye. Yes, I have evidence of the affair 
with Marilyn Stone, but I also have photos of three other women.” 

 “And who are they?” Susan asked. 
“Jasmine Hallowell, Kristina Gransky, and Rachel Fuller. All of them are secretaries 

at Biddinger Oil.” 
Susan sighed. “Okay, then that’s all I really need, isn’t it? Let me get your check.” 
After paying off the private detective, and stopping his investigation of her husband, 

Susan took the package of photographs into the living room, spreading them out on the 
coffee table. She then grabbed a bottle of whiskey off the bar, pour herself a large glass 
full, then took the bottle and glass and placed onto the coffee table as well. 

As she took sips of the whiskey, she looked over the photos the detective had given 
her. She had suspected he was having an affair, and had figured it would be someone 
at the office, but she had never imagined that Marilyn Stone would be in the picture, or 
that there would be three women from the office. 

She tossed the last photo onto the table and finished her drink. And as she poured 
herself another, she slowly started to smile as a plan for revenge started to form in her 
mind. 

She knew just how to deal with Doug, and his women. All she needed was a little 
time and cooperation. And she would do anything to get both. 

�[ �\ �[ �\ �[ �\  
CAPITAL BEAT GRILL, DOWNTOWN DENVER 
“Come on, people! Let’s get our asses in gear! Senator Marchione’s table has been 

waiting for their entrée’s!” Andelia Biddinger called out as she walked through the 
kitchen of the restaurant. “I don’t want to piss him off!” 

She watched the hustle and bustle of the restaurant trying to fulfill the orders of a 
restaurant full of afternoon diners. Once she was sure that everything was going to be 
okay, she slowly walked out into the dining area of the restaurant, slowly walking 
through and looking at all of the customers, looking for any indication that a table might 
be having an issue. 

Seeing nothing that would clue her in to a problem, Andelia continued to the bar area 
of the restaurant. Walking up to the bar, she again looked at each customer, looking for 
signs of trouble or intoxication. She noticed one man who looked like he may have one 
too many, and called over the bartender. 



“How many has he had?” she asked, indicating the customer with her head. 
The bartender laughed a little. “Just one." 
"Really? He looks like he's had about twenty," Andelia said. 
"I know," the bartender replied. "He looked pretty bad when he came in, so I gave 

him one, on the house, but told him he would be on water from that point on." 
"Good," Andelia replied. "If he causes any trouble, let me know." 
Andelia walked over to her office door and stepped inside, startled to find Brad 

Thomas standing there. "Brad! What are you doing here? Don't you have surgery 
today?" 

"In about an hour. I just stopped by to find out  what are you doing Friday night," Brad 
answered. 

“What am I doing every night?” she asked in reply, sitting down at her desk. “I will be 
here, making sure the place is running properly.” 

Brad leaned across the desk. “You can’t take one night off to go out on a date with 
me?” he asked. 

“Well, I suppose I could leave it in the hands of Marion,” she said with a coy smile. 
“But that would depend upon what you had in mind.” 

“I was thinking a moonlight drive up to Evergreen, then a late dinner at a little hotel I 
know of up there, and then we would see where it goes from there.” 

“See where it goes,” she said, sitting back in her chair and bringing the string of 
pearls she was wearing up to her mouth. “I have an idea where it will go.” 

“Well, if it does go there, we would just have to make the best of it, wouldn’t we?” he 
said. 

Andelia suddenly sat up. “I guess so. Friday night it is then.” 
Brad leaned further across her desk, took her chin in his hand and kissed her. “I need 

to get ready for surgery,” he said as he pulled away. “I’ll call you later, okay?” 
“Sure,” she said with a smile, sitting back in her chair as Brad walked out of the 

office. 

�[ �\ �[ �\ �[ �\  
EXECUTIVE CONFERENCE ROOM, BIDDINGER OIL, DENVER, COLORADO 
“Yes, sir,” Anthony Biddinger said into his cell phone. “I will be there in the morning. 

Good day Mister President.” 
As his children heard him say this, they all looked at him, shocked by who he was 

talking to. After he put his cell phone down on the conference table, he sat back in his 
chair, looking into the distance. He didn’t say anything, in too much shock about the call 
he had just received. 

“What was that all about?” Doug asked. 



Anthony didn’t reply. Instead, he picked his cell phone up and dialed a number. 
“Maria, I need you to clear my schedule for the next couple of days. I need to fly to 
Washington tonight. I should be back either tomorrow night or the next day. Either way, 
I want you to clear tomorrow and the next day for me. Also, get me a suite at the 
Watergate for tonight and tomorrow night.” 

After that call, he called the airport and made sure that the plane owned by Biddinger 
Oil was prepared for a flight to Washington later that day. Once he had finished making 
arrangements for the trip, he finally turned to his children. 

“The President wants to see me in the Oval Office tomorrow morning,” he said. 
“Did he say why?” Elizabeth asked. 
“Just that it was important, and that it would have an effect on my career in politics,” 

Anthony said. 
“You think it may have anything to do with what is happening with Ramsdale?” Tony 

asked, referring to the Vice-President, who suddenly found himself in a paternity 
scandal. 

“It’s possible,” Anthony replied. “Or it could be some other position. I’ll find out in the 
morning. But, let’s get back to the issue at hand, expanding into other fields. I agree that 
we need to expand the company. And those companies sound like good prospects. 
However, I do not want to get into utilities unless we can integrate them into our main 
company. The only way I would buy an electric company that uses coal would be if it 
could be easily converted to oil, or if we could also find a coal mine for sale that would 
give us an unlimited supply of what we needed. 

“As for the other companies you have suggested, I think we should get them if we 
can. Tony, set up some meetings with them, and let’s get the ball rolling. Also, I want 
you to start looking into other companies as well.” 

“Other companies?” Doug asked in surprise. 
“Yes,” replied Anthony. “For the last couple of years, I had been considering the idea 

of expanding the company, but with the duties I have been dealing with as Governor, I 
hadn’t really put a lot of effort into it. Tony’s report just puts that consideration into words 
and reality, and I think this will be the first step in making Biddinger Oil a better company 
in the long run.” 

“In other words,” said Doug, “you want to make Biddinger Oil more like Kincaide 
Industries.” 

“There is nothing wrong with trying to be like Kincaide Industries,” Tony said. “That 
company is doing very well, as we all know.” 

"Of course we know it," Doug sarcastically replied. "Mother never lets us forget that 
her company is doing so well." 

Anthony looked over at Doug. "Your mother has done a fine job of taking that 
company from a small chain of boutique stores to the success it is, and I have honestly 
thought of handing Biddinger Oil over to her to run." 



"What?" Tony and Doug asked at the same time. 
"How could you even consider that?" Doug asked. 
"Quite easily, actually," Anthony replied. "When I first decided to run for governor, I 

knew that I was not going to be able to give this company the same attention that I was 
able to at the time, so I thought over what to do with Biddinger Oil and one of the 
scenarios was a merger between Kincaide Industries and Biddinger Oil, but I decided to 
let my children take over instead. And quite honestly, I haven't really been pleased with 
the results of that decision. 

"So, this is what we are going to do. Tony, you are going to set up meetings with the 
companies you listed in your report, except for the electric company, and then do some 
research to find other companies to buy. 

"Doug, you are going to investigate some other ways of reducing the overhead of this 
company. Particularly, look into our fields and close down any that are not within the top 
5% of production. 

"Elizabeth, you are going to come with me and get some lunch at Capital Beat." 

�[ �\ �[ �\ �[ �\  
MOUNTAIN VIEW ESTATES CONSTRUCTION PROJECT, NORTHWEST OF 

DENVER 
Richard Stone was looking out the window of the small construction trailer that was 

his office while he was on site and saw the black Cadillac Escalade pull up outside. As 
he watched, he saw three people get out of it. The first person he saw was a strikingly 
beautiful African American woman step out of the back of the vehicle. He almost gasped 
as he took in the beauty of her face. 

He then looked at the other two people, both men. One was older then himself, and 
the other looked as young, if not younger, than his own son. But neither of them was 
Harold Canel. 

As the three of them started to walked toward the door of the office, Richard walked 
over to it and opened it. 

"Good afternoon," he said as the three walked into the building. "I am Richard Stone." 
"Nice to meet you, Mister Stone," said the older man as he shook his hand. "I am 

Paul Stratton, this is Marcia Elliot and this is Bryon Lange, from Stone Valley 
Properties." Paul gestured toward the others as Richard shook their hand. 

"Nice to meet you," Richard said."I was expecting Harold Canel." 
"I am afraid Harold Canel is no longer with the company," said Bryon. 
"Oh? Are you his replacement?" Richard asked. 
"You could say that," Paul inserted. "Bryon is the new owner of SVP." 
"Aren't you a little young to own a multi-million dollar company?" Richard asked 

Bryon. 



"I only look that way," Bryon said. "I am 28." 
Richard laughed a little. "Thank God! For a moment I was afraid I was going to find 

out you were still in high school! Have a seat. Can I get anyone something to drink? We 
have a fresh pot of coffee, and in the fridge we have some tea and bottled water." 

The other three turned down the drinks, so Richard took his seat at his desk. "So, 
how I can help you today?" he asked. 

"We're here to find out the status of our investment," Marcia said. "Have a look 
around and see how well things are going." 

Richard sat back in his chair. "And if they're not going well?" he asked. 
"Then we will have to execute our option to take over," Bryon said. 
"I see," Richard said, looking down at his desk. "Is there a way we can renegotiate 

that clause in the contract?" 
"Are you saying there's a problem?" Marcia asked. 
"We are on budget," Richard replied. "In fact, we are significantly under budget, 

thanks to some favors I called in. But, due to the mortgage slump, we have not been 
able to get the number of buyers we had projected to have at this point. And as a result, 
I have had to slow construction down." 

"How slow?" Bryon asked. 
"I have only a minimal crew working. Basically, we are just trying to finish off those 

houses that had already been started, and not bothering with the rest of them," Richard 
explained. "If the whole economic mess clears up, we can restart construction, and start 
to really push the houses again." 

"So what you are saying is that you have basically stopped construction," Paul said. 
Richard gave a little snort and nodded his head. "Yeah, that's what I am saying. But 

what I am asking is if there is any way we can renegotiate so that I can actually finish 
this project." 

"How much have your other investors put into this project?" Bryon asked. 
"Just under $25 million," Richard replied. "When it's all done, I would owe them $30 

million." 
Bryon looked over at Marcia. "We have that much available?" 
"Yes," she said. "But why would we need it?" 
Bryon ignored the question and looked back at Richard. "I will give you the $30 

million to pay off the other investors. Then it's just you and me in this project. Once the 
other investors are paid off, get construction going back full force. Get it done under 
budget, without cutting corners, and you walk away with the remaining funds, plus a 
further $5 million from me. Then I take over and handle the issue of sales." 

Richard just looked at him. "Make it $10 million and any remaining funds from 
construction and you have a deal." 



"Done," Bryon said, reaching across the desk to shake Richards hand. "Paul will 
draw up the contract and send it over for your signature." 

"Sounds good to me," Richard said. 
"Now, if you will excuse us, we have some other meetings to get to," Bryon said, 

standing up and walking toward the door. "We'll have to get the tour some other time." 
"Any time," Richard said. 
"Is tomorrow okay?" Marcia asked. "I would also like to review the books, if that is 

possible." 
"Tomorrow will be just fine," Richard said with a smile as the three of them left the 

office. When he saw the Escalade drive away, Richard picked up the phone and called 
Frank. "The deal is done. SVP is buying everyone out, we finish construction as soon as 
possible, and walk away with a minimum of $10 million." 

"In other words, you doubled your money," Frank said. 
"Not quite the payoff I was expecting from this project, but doubling is better than 

losing it all." 
 
IN THE ESCALADE... 
"Would you mind explaining what the hell just happened in there?" Paul asked once 

Bryon started to drive away. 
"I think I know," Marcia said. "By offering a further $40 million, Bryon not only took 

over the whole development project, but guaranteed that it would be finished." 
"Exactly," Bryon said. "It hit me all at once. If we demanded to take over now, with a 

skeleton crew and the whole thing nowhere near finished, it never would be. We would 
never be able to get it off our hands. But if it's finished when we take over, and pay off 
Richard for his portion of the project, we would be able to at least break even once all of 
the houses are sold." 

Paul just nodded a bit. "Makes sense. But are you sure we are going to be able to get 
our money back? We're supposed to be raising money, not spending it." 

"How much would Richard have gotten if he had managed to sell all of the houses?" 
Bryon asked. 

"Half a billion," Marcia replied. 
"And including this new investment, how much are we invested into this project?" 
"$140 million," Marcia said. 
"So once we have sold off the houses, we'll be ahead by $360 million," Bryon said. "I 

think that's a pretty good return." 
"Yes," Paul said. "But can we sell all of the houses for the full price?" 
"1000 houses, starting at half a million," Bryon said. "We could cut the prices in half 

and still make a profit, Paul. This is a win for us. This will help to put the money that 



Harold stole back into the retirement plan, provided we haven't replenished them with 
other deals first." 

"It's a pretty long term investment for someone who wanted to be out of this company 
in a year," Paul said. 

"Then I guess I will just have to change my plans," Bryon said. "I can hang in there a 
few years longer if necessary." 

"Sure," Paul said, smiling to himself as he looked out the side window. Looks like 
Bryon will be a bit better at this than I thought. 
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CAPITAL BEAT GRILL, DOWNTOWN DENVER 
 
"It was the worst shoot of my life," Elizabeth said to her father and sister, Andelia. 

"The storm destroyed most of the sets, the sewers, if you can call them that, backed up 
from all of the rain water and there was sewage floating in the streets. You didn't dare 
step outside for fear of catching some disease from all of the muck floating in the 
streets. The hotel was considered the best in town. Problem was, it was the only hotel in 
town, and it was a complete dump! 

"So, the storm finally passes, but two days later there is still water in the streets, and 
the smell was sickening! Finally, the producers call a meeting. They have decided to 
take their losses and get the hell out of Mexico. We ended up using what footage we 
could, but most of the Mexico scenes were rewritten and filmed on a sound stage in 
Burbank." 

"Wow," Andelia said. "I'll stick with the restaurant, thank you. You can keep Mexico!" 
"Well, if I ever get another script where a location is to be shot in Mexico, I am 

definitely going to think twice!" Elizabeth said with a laugh. 
"What's your next project?" Anthony asked as he took a bite of the steak that was in 

front of him. 
"A romantic comedy set in Paris. We start filming in two weeks," Elizabeth answered. 
"Okay, I would give up the restaurant for Paris," Andelia laughed. 
"Speaking of the restaurant," Anthony started, "when was your last day off?" 
"I'm taking Friday night off," Andelia said a little defensively. 
"That's not what I asked," Anthony replied. 
"Alright, so it's been a while," Andelia admitted. 
"A while? The last time you had dinner at home was nearly three months ago," 

Anthony said. "However, after enjoying this steak, I can understand why you would want 
to eat here every night! That was amazing!" 



"I will tell Leo you liked it," Andelia replied. "But you're right. I do spend a lot of my 
time here. But I just want to make sure everything is going well. We've only been open 
for six months, and restaurants can fail for the slightest reason. I just want to make sure 
that none of those reasons happen here." 

"Andy," Elizabeth said, taking her sisters hand. "I can completely understand your 
need to make sure it's perfect, but you need to think of yourself, too." 

"I know, which is why I am taking Friday night off. I have a date," Andelia said. 
"Before you start going into details," Anthony said, "I need to get back to the office. 

Affairs of state don't wait for meals. Send the bill to my office, Andy." 
"Like that's going to happen," she said as she kissed his cheek. "I'll see you later." 
Once goodbyes were said, and kisses exchanged, Elizabeth looked at Andy. "Okay, 

spill it. Who's the guy?" 
"His name is Brad Thomas. He's a doctor at Denver General," Andelia said with a 

smile. 
"A doctor? Not to rub salt into old wounds, but that's a lot better than your last 

boyfriend," Elizabeth said. 
Andelia laughed and shook her head. "What can I say, I was in my bad boy stage 

then. And Franky was definitely bad!" 
"So what is he up to now?" Elizabeth asked, then noticed the odd look on Andelia's 

face. "What's wrong?" 
"Franky died," Andelia said flatly. "It was a drug overdose. Happened about 6 months 

ago." 
"Oh, shit. I'm sorry," Elizabeth said. "I didn't know." 
"Don't worry about it," Andelia said. "By the time it happened, he had lost everything. 

I had broken up with him a few months earlier. Everyone he knew had left him, and he 
had lost everything he owned. He was homeless and living on the streets. The only 
reason I found out that he had died is that when he was found, the police found my 
name and phone number in his wallet.  I had to identify his body." 

"Jesus," Elizabeth quietly said, shaking her head. 
"Yeah," Andelia agreed. "But, the positive thing to happen with Franky's death was 

that I met Brad. He's one of the most caring people I have ever met." 
Andelia smiled and chuckled a bit. "Of course, it took me quite a while to realize just 

how special he was. Our date on Friday is only the fifth we have had." 
"Really? So, at the moment, it's not that serious?" Elizabeth asked her. 
"I would say it's more serious than we think, but not serious enough to be 

everything," Andelia replied. "Does that make sense?" 
"Sure! You are still in the discovery stage," Elizabeth said. "You're dating, but still 

learning about each other." 



"That's it!" Andelia replied. "I like that. The discovery stage. That's what we're in." 
"And just how much have you discovered?" Elizabeth asked. 
"Enough to know what toothpaste he uses in the morning," Andelia replied. "But not 

enough to have met his parents yet." 
"Speaking of parents, what do ours think of him?" 
"They haven't met him yet," Andelia replied.  
"By chance or choice?" Elizabeth asked. 
"Definitely choice!" Andelia said with a laugh. "I want Brad to get to know me before 

introducing him to the family. He knows I own the restaurant, but I haven't come right 
out and told him who my family is. He knows I was married and got divorced, but he 
doesn't know my maiden name is Biddinger." 

"When are you going to tell him?" 
"When I know I can," Andelia replied. 
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THE PRESIDENTIAL HOTEL, NEW YORK CITY 
Lorraine walked around the dining room table and made sure that the place settings 

were perfect, as waiters and waitresses placed  food warmers onto the buffet table in 
preparation of the dinner that was about to take place. 

As she finished her inspection, she heard the doorbell of the suite ring and stepped 
out into the living room, noticing that Troy had already opened the door and ushered in 
her guests. 

"Ms. Keeling," she said, walking up to the woman who stepped into the room. "I'm 
Lorraine Biddinger. Thank you for agreeing to meet with me. It's a pleasure to finally 
meet you. May i call you Jennifer?" 

"That would be fine," Jennifer replied with a smile. 
The two women shook hands, then Lorraine turned to the older gentleman that 

stepped into the room. "And you must be Howard Durant. And this is my assistant, Troy 
Banner. May I take your coats?" 

Once the coats were hung in the closet, Troy took drink orders and started to make 
them as the others sat down in the living room. 

"Misses Biddinger," Jennifer said. "I was a little surprised to get your invitation to 
dinner." 

"In all honesty, I would have scheduled an appointment with you at your studio, but 
my schedule for this trip to New York was completely full. The only time I had to spare in 
order to meet you was during dinner," Lorraine answered. 

"May I inquire as to why you wanted to meet me?" Jennifer asked. 



"I attended the showing of your fall collection during fashion week, and decided that I 
wanted to have it," Lorraine replied. "Particularly the dress you are wearing right now." 

"I see," Jennifer replied, looking down at the lapis blue evening gown she was 
wearing, the finale piece to her fall collection.  

"I don't mean to sound rude, or insulting," Jennifer said as she looked back up at 
Lorraine. "But, what do you know of me and my design style?" 

Lorraine smiled back at her. "Trust me, dear, that is neither rude nor insulting. In fact, 
it is quite a smart question to ask of someone when inquiring about your designs.  

"Your design studio is called JAKs Fashion, and is named after the nickname given 
to you by a friend during high school. That nickname is based upon the initials of your 
name, Jennifer Alexandra Keeling. You went to the New School of Fashion, where you 
graduated the top of your class, and struggled to make a name for yourself and your 
design studio. JAKs Fashion is now a recognizable force in design for young, active 
women around the world. 

"I also know that your fall collection was not well received, and that Cassandra 
Michaels gave a rather scathing review of your collection. I also know that if a designer 
receives such a review, more than likely they are packing up their studio and leaving 
town." 

Jennifer nodded. "Cassandra can be a real bitch sometimes," she said. 
"But Cassandra knows what she's talking about," Lorraine replied. "I know Cassandra 

personally. She's a close friend. But I also know how to truly read what she's saying. 
Most people read what she says and take it for what they see, not for what they read 
into it. 

"Those people are usually the buyers for the department stores, and those designers 
not willing to look deeper. And you, at this moment, are suffering the nearsightedness of 
the department store buyers." 

"And that would be?" Jennifer asked, as she took a sip of her wine. 
"That what Cassandra was saying is not that the collection itself was bad, but that it 

was not something associated with JAKs Fashion," Lorraine replied. 
"Could you explain that a little more?" Jennifer asked. 
"If that collection had been done by Armani, Chanel, or Dior, it would have been just 

as good as it really is," Lorraine said. "But, the designs were done by you, under the 
JAKs label. JAKs, as I said, is considered young, hip, almost trendy without going into 
fad. It's aimed at 20- and 30-somethings. What you delivered for your fall collection was 
very mature, very regal and very elegant. But that's not what people expect of JAKs," 
Lorraine explained. 

"It wasn't the designs themselves that Cassandra was railing against. It was the label 
that presented them," Lorraine continued. "Everyone was expecting the next big thing 
from JAKs that was going to be young and hip, that all the little starlets in Hollywood 
would be wearing and all their teenaged fans would be emulating. 



"What they got instead was a very modern, mature, and beautiful collection that didn't 
fit their expectations. And because of this, you are being punished by the buyers. 
Macy's, Bloomingdale's, Lord & Taylor, nobody is going to buy that collection as it sits 
right now. It's too old for them, and I mean that it is aimed at the 40 to 50-something 
women, not the demographic you usually design for." 

"How could you possibly know I haven't sold the collection yet?" Jennifer asked. 
"What Cassandra Michaels wrote," Lorraine replied. "And that you just admitted it to 

me. Which is why I asked you here. I want your fall collection in the boutique stores 
inside each of my Presidential Hotels. I want it exclusively, to keep the rest of the stores 
from getting their hands on them. But there is a condition." 

"And that condition is?" Jennifer asked. 
"That it not have the JAKs Fashion label associated with the collection." 
"Then what I am supposed to call it?" Jennifer asked. "JAKs is the name of my 

designs." 
"Jennifer Keeling," Lorraine replied. "By putting your more mature designs into my 

hotels, together we make you as big as Vera Wang. As big as Donna Karan. And I can 
guarantee you that I can get one of your Jennifer Keeling designs onto the red carpet at 
the Oscars." 

Jennifer looked over at Howard. "What do you think?" she asked him. 
"She's right," he replied. "It wasn't the designs that were the problem, it was the name 

on the designs. But how can you guarantee that one of her designs will be at the 
Oscars?" he asked Lorraine. 

"I happen to know that Elizabeth Kincaide is a huge fan of your JAKs Fashion line, 
and would love to be in something designed by you on the red carpet," Lorraine replied. 

"How do you know that?" Jennifer asked. 
"She's my daughter," Lorraine replied. "And if I were to tell her that you could design 

her a dress for the red carpet, she would be thrilled. In fact, she wanted that dress you 
are wearing the moment she saw it." 

"It's a lot to consider," Jennifer replied. 
"We can continue the discussion over dinner," Lorraine said as she stood up. 
She was about to lead the group into the dining room when her cell phone rang. "Go 

ahead, I will be right with you," she said as she picked up the phone and looked at the 
number.  

"Hi Anthony," she said as she answered the phone. 
"How is New York?" he asked her. 
"Productive so far," she replied. "And I am hoping that this dinner you are interrupting 

will be even more productive." 
"Oh, sorry. Didn't realize you were having a meeting. I am calling because I have to 

be at the White House tomorrow and wondered if you would be able to join me." 



"Why do you have to be at the White House?" Lorraine asked. 
"I'm not sure. All I really know is that the President asked me to be there in the 

morning to discuss my political career," Anthony replied. 
"I'm sorry, honey, but I have to be at the lawyers office until 1:00. If it were in the 

afternoon, I might possibly be able to be there, but not in the morning. I will be signing 
my life away trying to get the Kessler deal done, and quite possibly this deal I am 
working on now for the Presidential Hotels," Lorraine explained. "I plan to fly back to 
Denver as soon as I am done. Will you be home tomorrow night?" 

"I'm not sure," Anthony replied. "Depends upon what happens tomorrow. I cleared my 
schedule for Friday just in case." 

"Tell you what," Lorraine said. "You call me after you meet with Roger and let me 
know if you have to stay in Washington. If you do, I will fly down there rather than 
Denver and we can make a date of it. I will get my schedule for Friday cleared as well." 

She heard Anthony laughing on the other end of the line. "What's so funny?" she 
asked. 

"Only you would have the guts to call the President of the United States by his first 
name," he answered. 

"Oh please," Lorraine said. "Roger has been a friend for how many years now? 
Anyway, tell him I said hello and send him my love. I need to go now. My guests are 
waiting. Call me after your meeting and we'll decide whether or not to get together in 
Washington." 

After saying their goodbyes, Lorraine walked into the dining room, where she tried to 
convince Jennifer Keeling to go into business with her. 
 


