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Chapter One

Getting hit in the head by a hysterical drag queen’s stiletto is no way for anyone to start the day. I suppose it was my own fault, though. The day before I’d checked into the hotel with my boyfriend for what I’d believed was to be a romantic getaway in the city I’d dreamed about seeing my whole life, Hollywood. But as it turned out, he misled me, and I just couldn’t stay and listen to one more word out that lying bastard’s mouth.

I pulled the motel room door shut behind me and took a deep breath of California air. That’s when I heard someone shriek, “You little prick!”

Then came the assault by footwear. A size thirteen pump with a four-inch heel packs a pretty mean wallop. I definitely saw stars.

“Hey,” I cried.

“Oh, sorry, sorry, sorry,” came a tearful voice from above me.

I looked up as she...or he, hobbled down the stairs on one shoe, sobbing. A plump, little bald man in the parking lot, wearing a rumpled suit, glanced behind him, breaking into a run.

“That’s right, you better run, you little coward. You can’t handle this much woman,” she/he hollered after him.

I didn’t want to point out the obvious, but I thought perhaps the unshaven beard stubble and the extremely noticeable Adam’s apple indicated that he was, in fact, too much man.

He had to be at least six-foot-three, with the shoulders of a linebacker. I’d seen cross-dressers before...well, on TV at least, and they were beautiful, like supermodels. This one? Not so much.

His royal blue, spaghetti-strapped, sequined dress strained at the seams. The straps themselves dug deep, red trenches into his thick, beefy shoulders. A razor might have really helped...and not just on his face. I swear he had a couple of small animals living under his arms.

Some sort of bronze, glittery powder, which probably had been applied evenly some time ago, now stood out in cracked splotches streaking his cocoa-colored skin.

“I’m Bonnie...Bonnie Belle,” he sniffled.

O
-kay
, we were going with the woman thing.

“I am
so
sorry about the shoe in the head. He just made me so mad.”

Reaching out, she began rubbing my head where her shoe had hit me.

“I’m Maggie,” I said, “Maggie Malone.”

She burst into tears.

I ducked out from under her hand, before she rubbed me bald, and tried to smile empathetically.

“It’s okay. I’m not hurt. You startled me is all. Are you all right?”

“I hate men!” she wailed.

She pulled a tissue from her bra and blew into it. “Please, call me Bonnie.” Dabbing her eyes, she asked, “How’s my face?”

“You’re fine.”

She hobbled over to where her shoe had landed, picked it up, and put it back on. That’s when my snake of a boyfriend decided to come looking for me. I tried to duck behind Bonnie, hoping he wouldn’t see me, but no such luck.

“Maggie, please, you’re being ridiculous,” he said, ever so condescendingly.

Stepping out from behind Bonnie, I placed my hands on my hips, glaring at him. “Ridiculous? Did you really just say that?” I demanded.

He looked Bonnie up and down and snickered. “Nice new friend you’ve made here, Maggie.”

When Bonnie took a step toward him, he took a step back. Glancing around nervously, he spoke a little more softly. “Can’t we please just go back inside and discuss this calmly?”

“No, I’m done
discussing
anything with you
.
What could we possibly have to talk about? She showed up in our room, Gregg...in our
room
...and she had a key!”

Bonnie hadn’t said a word, just volleyed her gaze back and forth between Gregg and me.

“Maggie, I—”

“No, I don’t want to hear any more of your lies. If you try to tell me one more time how much you love me, or how you planned this trip for me, or how you’re
not
fucking
your assistant, I swear I’m going to punch you right in your stupid, lying mouth.”

Bonnie sucked in a breath, narrowing her eyes at Gregg. I nodded at her.

“Yeah, can you believe it? I found an itinerary in his pocket a couple of weeks ago when I did the laundry. I thought maybe he’d planned this trip to surprise me. What a joke.”

“Maggie, I did—”

I held up a finger to him. “Ssshht.”

Turning back to Bonnie, I went on. “He let me believe it, too, and I did, right up until his assistant, Amanda, showed up in our room...yeah, physically in our room. She waltzed right in with her own key, wearing next to nothing but her big, fake boobs.”

Bonnie’s eyes widened. “She didn’t!”

I nodded, staring daggers at Gregg, enjoying watching him squirm. He hated public scenes, but I was beyond rational behavior.

As if Gregg wasn’t even there, Bonnie asked me, “What did you do?”

“After I recovered from my shock, I asked her what the hell she was doing there. My God, you should’ve seen the two of them, stammering and stuttering, like a couple of kids who got caught in the backseat of a car. She claimed a work emergency. For a pharmaceutical salesman? I highly doubt it. If I hadn’t become so hysterical, it might have even been funny.”

The truth was I was running on pure rage and adrenaline. I hadn’t had the chance to emotionally break down yet, but I could feel myself getting close, and I’d be damned before I let Gregg witness that.

“Maggie, please,” Gregg pleaded.

“Gregg, leave me alone. I can’t be around you right now.”

I glanced from Bonnie to Gregg. I couldn’t help but notice how Bonnie made him look small. I was five-eight and Gregg was only a couple inches taller than me. Bonnie towered over him, not to mention she had considerably more muscle mass. I stared at Gregg’s perfectly-styled hair, held in place by ridiculous amounts of gel, his pretentious, designer clothes, and his cosmetically-altered teeth, suddenly wondering what it was that ever attracted me to him.

I started to walk away when he reached out and grabbed my arm. I tried to pull away, but he held on.

“I’m not letting you leave like this. We
are
going to talk about this.”

Through gritted teeth I said, “Get your hands off of me right now. I have nothing more to say to you."

He yanked me toward him as I struggled to get free of his grip.

“Let go of me.”

“No, not until you stop overreacting,” he argued.

I slapped at him but he didn’t let go. With my level of frustration peaked and my emotional overload about to erupt, Bonnie came to my rescue...with a spectacular left hook to Gregg’s jaw. My arm dropped to my side as he crumpled to the ground.

It took me a minute to breathe. Bonnie shrugged and winked at me. Staring down at Gregg, semi-conscious, uttering gibberish, I burst out laughing. Bonnie eyed me warily, probably wondering if I was insane.

There I stood in the hotel parking lot, laughing hysterically one minute and then the next I was crying, and I don’t mean a few tears. I’m talking unintelligible, blubbering, with-snot-running-out-of-my-nose sobbing. Bonnie offered me a handkerchief, then crushed me in a bear hug, sniffling herself.

After a few minutes, I hiccupped a couple of times and took a couple of deep breaths.

“You wanna get out of here before he comes to?” Bonnie asked, motioning toward Gregg.

I nodded. “Yeah. I don’t want to give him the satisfaction of seeing me like this, and I definitely don’t want to hear any more of his bullshit. We shouldn’t just leave him lying here, though, even though I’m seriously tempted.” I fought the urge to kick him. Fumbling through Gregg’s pocket for his room keycard, I asked, “Bonnie, will you please help me drag him back into the hotel room?

To my surprise, Bonnie bent down, grabbed Gregg, and hoisted him over her shoulder like a sack of laundry. I slipped the card into the slot, swung the door open, and waited while she deposited Gregg onto the bed.

Turning back to me, she winced, pointing and wiggling her finger at my head. “You may have a bump there. Let me buy you lunch. It’s the least I can do.” She grinned. “I know a little place, a sidewalk café. It is to
die
for. Anyone who’s anybody in Hollywood goes there. Lots of celebs, and it’s not far from here. It’s just around the corner from one of the biggest studios.”

I momentarily forgot my plight. Running into a famous actor or a rock star? How cool would that be? God, I was such a tourist. I agreed, probably a bit too eagerly, and off we went.

Bonnie seemed to know everybody along the way. People young and old smiled and waved or stopped to chat. She asked all of them how they were, appearing genuinely interested when they told her.

“Is there anybody around here you don’t know?” I asked.

She smiled. “What can I say? I’m a people person.”

“That’s nice. Most people wouldn’t bother,” I said sincerely.

“Well, pretty girl, I am definitely
not
most people.”

I couldn’t argue with that. I chuckled. We continued walking, chatting up the neighborhood.

****

The crowd at the café hummed with energy; everyone wanting to catch a glimpse of the beautiful and famous. Once we ordered our food, we found a table. I started scanning the crowd, trying to spot celebrities.

Nobody showed up that I recognized, but that didn’t deter me. I continued glancing around. Bonnie hadn’t stopped chattering since we got there. I had asked her about the guy she’d thrown the shoe at and she went on and on, her voice becoming shriller with every word, about the “dirtysonofabitch,” all one word, who ran out on her.

“He was fine hangin’ with me last night. Sure, he didn’t mind when I bought his dinner and all his drinks at the club. Oh yeah, Bonnie was just fine for that. I didn’t hear him complainin’ when we went back to the motel neither, but when the sun came up, that squirrely little bastard couldn’t get out of there fast enough. You saw him, his fat ass runnin’ away like I was chasin’ him or somethin’.”

I perused the crowd, hoping nobody was listening. Fortunately, they all seemed oblivious to Bonnie’s woes.

“Men suck, ya know?” she declared.

My thoughts of my own poor excuse for a boyfriend returned.

“Oh, I’m sorry Maggie. I got so caught up in my story, I almost forgot about that asshole we left back at the hotel.”

“No, you know what? You’re right, men do suck,” I agreed.

We clinked glasses. Although, if Gregg hadn’t turned out to be such a dishonest, cheating bastard, Bonnie wouldn’t have hit me in the head with her shoe and I wouldn’t have been in this café with her. Things, all in all, would have turned out considerably differently. Karma is funny.

She asked me if I wanted to tour one of the studios. When I hesitated, she leaned forward in her chair, grinning mischievously. “C’mon, it’ll be fun and it will take your mind off numb-nuts back there.”

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	17
	...
	24
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Glass Lady by Douglas Savage



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Morning After the Night Before: Love & Lust in the city that never sleeps! by Nikki Logan



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Deon Meyer by Dead Before Dying (html)



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Unfiltered & Undressed (The Unfiltered Series) by Payge Galvin, Meg Chance



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Haunting of Secrets by Shelley R. Pickens



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Doctor at Villa Ronda by Iris Danbury



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Love Struck by Amber Garza



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Drive Time by Hank Phillippi Ryan



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Confused #1 (Confused Romance Series - book#1) by Oliver Cooper



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Searching for Harmony: A Boston Love Novel by Kelly Elliott


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    