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Author’s Note

Part 1:

Hatching The Plan
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1: Total Failure
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June, 2020. Madness reigned. Protests held sway in the cities.

I had all but given up on success. The pandemic had hit, taking with it my chance at a grant. It had also caused my dream of selling the movie rights to four of my books to seem a pipe dream.

I was still stuck working on the farm, though not as often. Much of the work had been taken over by my stepbrothers and their children. Not that I cared, but it did make things a bit tight.

I was beginning to feel as if I was wasting my time writing. After all, who was reading any of my books? Who even cared?

Sure, my mother had read them, and a few friends as well, but sales had tanked. My audio experiment was a decent success initially, but had also slowed to a nearly nonexistent trickle. 

And though the pandemic was still sweeping the nation, the politicians had decided that it was time to open things up because their donors were losing profits. My health, not being the best, was my only concern.

I had not received my stimulus check. When I called the IRS, they claimed I did not exist. Not the news I wanted to hear, as I had tried my damnedest to get them to change my information for three years prior, even upon my last actual tax return...without success.

I was busted. Broke. Out of luck.

Or so it seemed. At the time, I was all of the above. And I was tired of it all.

I was stuck thinking back on all I had done. The past I was never supposed to mention but wanted back so badly. The past mistakes I had made. The pain I had suffered.

Alone in my frustration, I sat doing exact;y that which I felt to be a waste of time. I was writing. The stories never ceased.

I was helpless. They refused to let me rest. I was the vessel through which my characters told their stories. They wrote through me.

No matter how bad I wanted to stop, I could not. I was a man possessed. But not by demons.

They whispered in my ear, telling me what to write. How to tell the stories. How to create a whole different world.

Yes, I admit to a sense of madness. Driven by unseen hands. Unseen forces.

My anger at the system seeped through as well. The desire to make change that was irreversible. To return some sense of normalcy to the world. 

And yet, I was alone. No lover. No friends. No one to calm the storm.

I was not, and am not, religious. I have never been. And never will be.

Religion is the death of the soul. As are greed, hate, fear, and willful ignorance. All hallmarks of religion. 

***
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I HAD BEEN OUT DRIVING fence posts with my mother when the idea came to me. I suddenly felt that I needed some companion to one of my series. Short stories that would go with the novels and fill in some blanks.

I had gotten up at four in the morning so we could go out before nine. At seven thirty, it was already 77. It was 88 degrees when we quit at nine.

I left for home shortly thereafter and turned in the air conditioner when I arrived. I made my lunch, a steak and a baked potato, and sat down to ponder what to write. My intent was to finish the sci-fi piece I was working on before starting anything new. 

And yet, the idea that had come to me out in the pasture began eating at me. Interrupting my creativity where the sci-fi story was concerned. But then, so did the sudden desire to play music.

I don’t mean CDs or streaming. I mean guitar. Drums. Bass. Keys. Sax. The things I had played decades ago. 

Lord, how I missed that life. The stage. The fans. The loud music.

I had been there once, almost thirty years ago. I had been the guitarist. The bassist. The drummer. The keyboardist. The multiinstrumentalist. But never the vocalist. 

Well, almost never. But that had only been a twelve album solo thing at the behest of a couple of very famous friends. A very raucous, sexually charged twelve album set.

And I had never toured as a solo act. Which was good because I had been banned as a solo act almost immediately. Besides. I hid well as part of a band. 

The promoters made sure of that. To the promoters, I became Kid Creole. Or Baby Jay. 

No one seemed to put it all together either. But then, the Midwestern politicians are rather slow about catching on to anything fishy. And by the time they caught on, I was old enough to sing the songs that had caused their outrage...and the ban had been lifted.

But, I had been touring the Midwest as part of several bands despite their attempts to silence me. All under a handful of identities that promoters had given me to sneak me in. Ah, the amusement I had with the whole situation. 

But then, I had the best promoters. The Du Vayne brothers. Will. Marcus. Tariq.

The Three Musketeers of entertainment promotion. And they made a fortune off of me...as I did off of their devious tricks. 

***
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I HAVE TO LAUGH WHEN I remember the Du Vaynes. I believe they were from Chicago, but I am not really certain. All I know is that they divided the Midwest up between the three of them and promoted the hell out of me for almost twenty years. 

I first met them in 1976, when I began touring with the bands. I was just a small thing then, but a legend had already begun to grow. Some thought I was a midget, a little person, and others thought I was a mirage. 

I was neither. And the Du Vaynes marketed me as Baby Jay. A great way to start.

From 1976 to 1979, I would remain Baby Jay. Then, I would release the legendary twelve album set - infamously spurred on by Paul Simon and Art Garfunkle - that would get me banned from touring the Midwest solo. All to show just how hypocritical the Midwest prudes really were.

Of course, it was impossible for me to tour solo, as I did all the instrumentation on my solo projects...and very few could even come close to imitating my style. I was unique.

The years 1974 and 1975 had been spent working on material both solo and band material. After all, I had been discovered by my grandfather in 1974...a five month old piano prodigy. In the months after Jean Edivere came to see for himself, taking me home after switching me with the child he had brought with him, and the months leading up to my first tour, I was taught how to read and write music and how to play guitars, drums, and bass. 

As I learned each, I added them to my own solo projects. My first twenty four albums remained instrumental only. No vocals.

As I began learning how to write, I experimented with writing lyrics. On my third set of twelve albums, roughly half the songs had lyrics and Jean brought Bobbie Fitch and her brother Michael Gregg Fitch in to do the vocals. Bobbie and Michael would remain until 1980, the year that Bobbie would OD. Jean replaced Bobbie with Marcie Lea Falco, who remained with the project until 1983 when she committed suicide. 

Macie Jo Lewis replaced Marcie but by then, I distanced myself from my female lead singers. By 1980, Peter Mann had replaced Michael as male lead vocalist and The Brotherhood had begun to form. Michael would OD, with his wife, leaving two beautiful children behind.

Macie tried everything in her power to get me to notice her until 1984 when Nick Giancarlo put aside his differences with me and gave his dying daughter what she wanted...me. Macie would always try her damnedest to catch my attention, but left me alone until after the death of Genoa “Jenna” Giancarlo and Marie, the young lady who would ease some of my pain after in 1987.

1988 saw the beginning of my relationship with Drew Barymore...after the short competition between her and Agelina Jolie for my attention. The relationship broke my nonexistent ‘no Hollywood’ stance and would last until 1991...when I went into self-imposed exile for the safety of all I loved.

Disaster and heartbreak would follow for the three decades, or nearly three decades, that followed. The failed marriage to my second and third wives. The devastating marriage to my fourth that ended in her untimely death.  
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2: When Opportunity Knocks
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It was now three and a half years after the loss of Kelly. I was merely existing after losing hope in ever rising to a level of success that would allow me to live comfortably. My happiness was gone. My desire to live had left.

I was stuck working at a nothing job as a farmhand when the most surprising thing happened. And though I had dreamed of such an event, I had no illusions about it ever happening. Well, almost never.

All that I had hoped for was suddenly within my grasp. Notoriety as an author. A comfortable income.

I had been here before, more than thirty years before, when I first began writing and had suddenly gained the attention of Hollywood. But I had also had the added advantage of having been in a few movies as a child actor. Now, I had no advantages.

I had largely been forgotten by Hollywood. I had been forgotten by most readers. I was now a nobody. I was even feeling forgotten by those I once considered my friends. 

It was into this deep depression that the ray of light would enter. After struggling for over ten years to restart a career, I was close to giving up. Not that I would have stopped writing, no, I would have merely stopped believing that I would ever make more than twenty dollars on any of it.

I was sitting writing on one of my days off when the phone rang. I looked at the caller ID and saw Amazon Films. Wondering what was up, I answered.

“Hello?” I answered.

“Am I speaking with James Perdue?” A female voice inquired.

“Yes,” I smiled, “how may I help you?”

“My boss would like to negotiate for the rights of some of your works,” she responded, “When can we meet?”
“Since I am unable to travel due to lack of funds,” I began, “let alone stay anywhere, unless we can meet where I am, meeting will be nearly impossible.”

“We can make arrangements,” she interrupted, “to meet wherever you desire. There will be four of us. The head of the legal department, myself, and two camera operators.” She paused. “You’re not camera shy are you?”

“Not at all,” I responded. 

“So,” she continued, “can we meet? And if so, where?”

“If you can fly to Iowa,” I began, “we can hold the meeting in my living room. But tell me, is your boss willing to meet my terms and conditions?”

“I will ask,” she replied, “but I am sure he will be.”

***
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I HAD DONE A QUICK clean of my home. Being low on most cleaners, I did the best I could. The dishes were washed and put away. The papers that my cat had knocked on the floor had been picked up. The floors had been vacuumed. 

I left the two piles of books and papers near the sofa for effect. After all, authors were perceived to have piles of books everywhere. Why break the stereotype?

They arrived at the set time and I sat her and the legal head on chairs in front of me. One camera operator stood to one side and focused on her and the legal eagle while the second stood on the other side and was focused on me. A sound person stood in a position behind me where neither camera operator caught them on tape.

I won’t deny that the young lady who sat before me was beautiful. Even desirable. Nor will I deny that I was drawn to her.

But I was not going to allow anything to blow my chances of making my sales pitch.

“So,” I began calmly, “has your boss agreed to what we talked about?”

“He has agreed to any and all terms and conditions,” she averred, “and to any price you may set.”

“Your boss set the price,” I smiled, “when he bought concepts from the Tobyn estate. The difference is that I am willing to sell the rights to four books for that price....provided that my terms are agreed to and met.” I saw the legal head grow pale and I turned to him. “Is my price too steep for you?”

“No,” he shook his head, “no. It is rather high, and nearly unheard of, but he did say to accept any price and all conditions.” He paused. “What are your conditions?”

“Firstly,” I continued, coolly, “I expect the scripts to follow each book closely and to be able to confer with the screenwriters involved in the process. I also want to be able to sign off on each script as it meets my expectations. Secondly, I expect to be allowed to invest in the process monetarily and to receive a ten percent of the profits off each. And merchandising.

“And finally, I desire that all use unknown talent...except for director and producer. With this, I expect production credit on the two I am involved in. But this only holds for two of the books. The first and the fourth. The other two are unimportant to me.”

“That’s the terms and conditions?” He asked.

“Yes,” I nodded.

“How much would you be investing in the projects?” He pressed.

“Up to half,” I assured him, on both development and production. Depending on budget.”

“You mentioned merchandising,” he began.

“I will handle that,” I averred, “toys, collectibles, tees, posters....”

“Ah,” he nodded, “I understand now. And you will cover those costs?”

“Yes,” I stated.

“I see no problem with this,” he said after a pause, “even though it is highly unusual. My only question is this. Will our company get a cut of the merch?”

“Of course,” I sat back, “I am willing to split it fifty-fifty. I quote that as it would allow me to continue production of the merchandise.”

“I’ll quickly throw together the contract,” he smiled, “and have you electronically sign.” he looked down. “How would you like to receive payment?”

“Direct deposit,” I responded.

“”Do you want an e-copy or paper one?” He asked.

“Of the contract?” I returned. He nodded. “Paper. I cannot print anything eight now. My printer went to shit months ago.”

“Books optioned?” He queried. I listed my horror novels and saw his eyes light up.

He passed me his tablet and I used the stylus to sign my name after reading through the contract, then handed it to her. She signed and handed the tablet back to the legal head.

“Are there any other books you might be willing to option?” She asked.

“I will sell you the rights to most of my short stories,” I responded, “which comprises roughly five or six books, even without those I do not wish to sell at this time.”

“At what price?” She inquired.

“The same price as the novels,” I smiled, “but without the conditions. In other words, the writers will be free to play with the stories...as long as the result is as close as possible to the stories. After all, I realize that with short stories you must flesh them out a bit. Add dialogue or action where there isn’t...or even adding to the beginning or ending of the story to lengthen it out.”

“I’ll prepare the contract,” the lawyer stated, without hesitation.

We both looked at him with surprise. He looked at us both and smiled sheepishly. And soon, I was giving him the information. Books. What stories were not included. And my account and routing number for financial purposes for both contracts.

***
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I RECEIVED ONE FINAL visit from the young lady who had been sent as contract negotiator. She had been unable to get me out of her mind after leaving with the newly agreed to contracts and decided to come and...satisfy her curiosity.

“I-I couldn’t get you out of my mind,” she said sheepishly, “you got me so hot when you stood your ground. You knew your worth and you knew that we would bow to your conditions. It’s almost as if you have done that before.”

“No,” I shook my head, “I have never had to do that before. But I do pay attention to what billionaires do and how they conduct business. Jeff was very unwise in his dealings with the Tobyn estate. He showed his hand. What price he was ultimately willing to pay if someone knew how to negotiate with him.

“You might say that I am a student of business. How it is done. How it should be done. What needs to be changed. 

“One of the things that needs to change is how the film industry treats authors and screenwriters. What they are willing to pay. What they are willing to negotiate in the favor of the author.”

“And the filming we did?” She smiled seductively.

“Turn it into a documentary mini series The Real Art Of The Deal,” I suggested, “show people how it is really done. But make sure you write me in for 10% royalties for participation.”

“You really are all about the business, aren’t you?” She wrapped her arms around my neck.

“Not always,” I smiled, “I do know how to have fun.”

“Show me,” she breathed sensually.

I began unbuttoning her blouse as we kissed, fumbling with the hooks on her bra as I did so. Her blouse fell away and she shrugged out of her bra...then pressed against me. My lips found her neck as I struggled with her panties and skirt and she struggled with my shorts and underwear. 
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3: The Learning Curve
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“That was quite a trick you performed,” Jeff began, a smile playing across his face, “$560 million. I didn’t see that one coming.”

“Did it make you mad?” I inquired. “Is that why you came to see me?”

“No,” he chuckled, “not at all. I came to ask you what else you have to offer.”

“I have a few blogs I can turn into columns,” I suggested, “and a spotlight I would love to create for indie authors...patterned after the opportunity that such authors as C.S. Lewis, Robert E. Howard, and J.R.R. Tolkien had at their disposal.”

“You would create a column that serializes fiction to help give exposure to other authors?” He was surprised.

“Yes,” I nodded.

“What else?” He was now interested.

“I have written reviews for indie musicians and movies since 2005,” I stated, as well as indie book reviews.” I paused. “I also write a thoughts and philosophy blog that has subjects that range from religion and politics to scientific thoughts and theories. Sort of a crazy man’s diary.”

“Is there anything in it that would piss off my enemies?” He was interested.

“Some of what I write would piss off people from both sides of the political spectrum,” I stated drily, “as well as the religious community.”

“Do you have a set price?” He pressed.

“Nothing under $100,000,” I smiled, “some of the columns are not cheap to create. Other than that, I could also possibly be of some help to repair PR and HR problems.”

“What if I offered you half my net worth?” He was serious.

“As a one time payment,” I was amused, “yes. You would never have to pay me another red cent.”

“I would even be willing to help you build syndication,” he averred, “and get you into as many newspapers as possible....you say that if others desire, you take nothing under one hundred thousand?”

“My yearly should be between one hundred thousand and four hundred thousand,” I confirmed, “but they will not have to pay for office space or supplies. I am cheap in those departments.”

“Consider it done,” he grinned, “and I may be back for advice.”

“Any time,” I said, coolly.

“I will have the legal department write up a contract that states that you are making a salary,” he began, “just for formality’s sake. I will have my personal lawyer transfer the agreed amount.” He looked at me. “Bank account?”

I handed him the information to a new account I had just opened in a bank locally. He gave me a quizzical look.

“My other account is my personal account,” I assured him, “this one is strictly for business purposes.”

“May I ask what you will do with that much money?” He asked, curious.

“I have a few business ideas I want to build,” I replied, “as you can see, this area is a low employment area and jobs are sorely needed.”

“Anything that would compete with me?” He grinned.

“Unless you own a winery,” I shook my head, “a brewery, or a distillery, no. And I doubt you own a leather shop or smithy. Or a food processing plant. Or any of the other things I have in mind.”

“No,” he laughed, “I don’t. But I could help you with distribution.”

“Yes you could,” I mused, “but we’ll speak of that when the time comes.” I paused for dramatic effect. “But, you could renew my discount account through your company. And...help me get a film up on your video distribution platform.”

“Consider it done,” he agreed.

“Thank you,” I stood and bowed.

He looked at his watch, then rose. 

“I need to go,” he stated, “but I will be back.”

“I look forward to it,” I smiled, “it’s a pleasure doing business with you.”

“The pleasure was all mine,” he shook my hand, “when can I expect product?”

“I can resend at least three immediately,” I asserted, “it will take a while for the other two. I have to buy the rights to at least ten short stories to serialize and a few indie movies to finish out the last.”

“Send me what you have ready,” he concluded, “and submit the rest when it is ready.”

***
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I EMAILED JEFF THE music, book, and philosophies columns with a note that he could possibly supplement the philosophies column with material from my four nonfiction books. Once I had done this, I set about buying short stories from some of my friends within the author community. Once I had triple what I had quoted Jeff, I set about serializing the stories into a column. 

Once I had finished the column, I sent it to him and began ordering indie movies, music, and books to expand those columns beyond what I had sent to him. These reviews, with the old ones, I collected into books celebrating the best books, music, and movies I had reviewed/ the short stories were collected into anthologies that I arranged for the royalties to be split among the actual authors spotlighted. 

Within a few days of my debut, Jeff’s newspaper began selling faster than his staff could publish it and it drew the attention of several other big media corporations. I had to smile when Jeff called and confirmed that he had successfully wrangled me top pay in all of them...and publication in all of their subsidiaries. $400,000 per year. Three main corporations. Lifetime contracts. 

I was suddenly on top as an author and journalist. And of course, it was well known that my philosophies column were my own opinions, views, and observations and were not necessarily those of my parent paper. I was hot property!

The corporations agreed to pay my salary as a lump sum. As a result, my personal account went up $240,000,000. Smaller newspapers also joined the list of those who put me into their print papers. Those caused my account to jump another $48,000,000.

My book reviews were the most sought after. So were my movie and music reviews. I went from paying for books, CDs, and DVDs to having them sent before they hit the market.

Publishers read my reviews to see who they could sign. The film companies in Hollywood read both the book and film reviews to see who they could option or buy rights from. Major music labels took notice of my music reviews to find new and exciting artists.

Politicians loved to trash my political observations. Scientists took notice of my scientific ponderings. The religious community became offended by my religious ramblings.

Jeff called on a daily basis, amused that I had stirred the hornets’ nests of the country.  He continually congratulated me on pissing off the president and his cabinet. Or pissing off those who enabled the president’s illegal activities. Or even for pissing off the evangelical leadership.

I had daily visits from astrophysicists and scientists from all fields. And archaeologists and historians. As well as theologians and scholars.

I was the celebrity du jour. An unintentional television star. An intentional public figure.

I made no secret that I supported the LGBTQ+ and BLM. I made it understood that I was anti-fascist. And pro-choice. I also made it clear that I had no respect for the whote nationalists or their ignorance. As a result, I purposely made myself a target. 

But I had a plan. One only I knew. One I wasn’t ready to reveal yet.
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4: Oh The Travesty...
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Jeff had brought several noted billionaires to the meeting he had set up with me. Most had businesses that were either on the brink of bankruptcy or were having labor disputes. The rest simply wished to try the little experiment that Jeff had talked them into after reading my nonfiction books. 

“I asked James to write up a tenable plan for a businessman like myself to implement his ideas on livable wages and reforming the pay inequality between CEOs and labor,” he began, “and to suggest other ways to cut expense.”

“Why would this interest us?” Ben, one of the billionaires inquired.

“Would you like to save billions?” I returned.

“Well, yes,” Ben scratched his head.

“Would you like to have a successful corporation?” I pressed.

“We already have successful corporations,” Ted, another billionaire objected, “that are traded on the stock market.”

“A successful company does not need the stock markets,” I corrected, “stocks are writs of loan. People loan you X amount of money for X number of  stocks, expecting that you will repay dividends...otherwise known as interest. This constant buying and selling of debt runs your precious stock markets....and slowly drains whatever profits that your CEOs aren’t stealing through their legal embezzlement from your corporations. It also weakens your own power over your corporations and makes it easier for hostile takeovers or restructurings that cut you out of the picture.”

“The most efficient description of stocks and the stock market I have ever heard,” Ben smirked, “and about as accurate as can be.”

“So what is your suggestion?” Niel, a fourth billionaire asked, interested.

“Let’s flip the equation,” I began, “instead of looking at the CEO as untouchable and worth millions, let us see him for what he is. Just another employee.”

“Never saw it like that,” Ted was impressed.

“Instead of seeing him worth more than the rest of your workforce,” I continue, “let us agree that a CEO is worth only between one hundred thousand and four hundred thousand a year. No more, no less. They are not worth healthcare or retirement packages that they are not willing to offer the rest of the employee base. They are also not worth severance packages.”

“How much do you make?” Dan, a fifth billionaire asked.

“At my journalism job?” I returned. He nodded. “My contract is for four hundred thousand a year for life. Per column. Five columns. 

“I was paid in advance as a lump sum. Frees my employers up to focus on other things, since I have already delivered enough material for a year. They do not have office space expenses or supply expenses. No overhead.”

“And this all started with an options deal?” Ted smirked.

“Yes,” I nodded, “it did. Jeff set the price beforehand, with his deal with the Tobyn estate. I merely paid attention and took notes. I knew his top offer and asked for the top offer. With conditions.”

“He has already remitted his half of the production costs on the two films he wanted full involvement with,” Jeff averred, “and I have agreed, as a side agreement, to pass all scripts to him for approval where the short stories are concerned. Just good business.”

“Holy shit, Jeff,” Dan mused, “you know how to clinch a deal!”

“He had not laid those conditions on the short stories,” he replied, “I decided it was just good business to extend the conditions to those not covered. Besides. You read his columns.”

“Yes,” Niel nodded, “he’s extremely talented, knowledgeable, and inflammatory with truth.”

“And scary,” Ted added, “especially with those political reforms he suggests.”

“How many of you are Republicans who are enamored with ‘the way things were’ in the 1950s and 60s?” Several of them raised their hands. “If you were truly that enamored with those decades, you would have absolutely no problem paying a tax rate of between seventy and ninety percent as that was approximately where the tax rates of those years were set.”

A silence ensued.

“That’s what I thought,” I stated, breaking the silence, “none of you were ever that enamored with the fifties and sixties. Just the bigotry, sexism, and the false religiosity.”

“Ouch,” Ted smiled, “what a burn.”

“Those days are gone, gentlemen,” I continued, “and I suggest that you leave them in the past. No more tax dodges in the form of tax breaks or write off. No more finding shortcuts to more profits that cut out more labor or shrink the pay for that labor. Cheap is not better. It doesn’t even measure up to equal to. In fact, cheaper is, as a general rule, and in common vernacular, crap. It is junk.

“This country used to pride itself on quality. And on making things that last. Now, we have crap. We pay high prices for crap. Crap that would have been found in the ‘buy at your own risk’ bin in the past.

“It used to pride itself on innovation, not shortcuts. It used to look to the future, not the past. We used to have hope, gentlemen...and now we have almost none.

“You have sold jobs to countries where labor is cheap, and betrayed the American workforce. In return, you have had to send out recalls, repay the consumer for the mistakes or for crappy products that have caused injury. And as a result, you have begged for tax cuts and ways to get out of helping care for this country that you take for granted.

“You buy politicians and legislation. Two of the worst investments you could ever make. And for what? An empty feeling at the end of the day because your greed has overruled your common sense.”

“Wow,” Dan emoted, “that struck home. And hard.”

“Good,” I looked over at him, “and how much do you pay out to stockholders?”

“Billions,” he responded.

“You spend billions in interest payments,” I frowned, “and millions for the guy or gal over your company...and you wonder where the fuck your profits are going? Really?”

“I-I...” he had that deer-in-the-headlights look.

“Your employees are the most valuable part of your business,” I explained, “and are worth more than minimum wage. Your CEO is the most worthless part of your business and is not worth millions.

“Let me put it into perspective. Your CEO is only worth what you are willing to pay your janitor...and the janitor could probably do a better job at running your company than the CEO. Thus, you should reform the salaries you offer to your office management team. The top salary should only be four hundred thousand.

“Your employees should be making between seventy five and ninety percent of what your CEO makes. In other words, if he is making one hundred thousand, the employees should be making between seventy-five and ninety thousand a year. If he is making two hundred thousand, they should be making between one hundred seventy five thousand and one hundred and ninety thousand. And so on.

“Your CEO should not be offered severance, retirement, or healthcare packages unless you offer the same level of each to the rest of your employees. He should also be expected to spend a certain amount of time on the floor learning how to do what the rest of your employees do. That way, he understands the importance of each employee through the job they do. And every employee is indeed important.”

“And how do you suggest we handle getting to this level of reform within our companies with the investor load we have?” Dan inquired.

“Buy back all stock,” I looked him in the eye, “even if it means buying it back using your own personal wealth. Remove yourselves completely from the stock markets. And also...” I paused to see their expressions. “Sink at least half of your personal fortune, the fortune you made off your company, back into it. I would suggest at least ninety percent, but each of you might not feel comfortable depleting your fortunes that much...but none of you will be able to take your money with you. Nor does your charities even matter as they are simply tax dodges. No, the best investment you could make would be to sink your fortunes back into your companies.”

My last suggestion had the desired effect. The whole room had gone silent. I had known that those with immense wealth rarely want to part with it, even under the best possible circumstance.

***
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I HAVE TO LAUGH AT the results of the meeting with the billionaires as shortly after, they all put into motion the very suggestions I had made. Their biggest problem was breaking the habit of looking for a shortcut. Still, after I corrected their visions over the phone, things began to happen just as I had predicted.

Those corporations that were about to fold suddenly pulled out of their downward spiral after the buybacks and exits from the stock markets. The other changes brought about a greater and more remarkable change as, due to shrinking top salaries and expanding labor pay and removing the ‘perks’, the profits of the corporations shot skyward.

The results of the salary and wage reforms were just as great. Employees became consumers. They worked harder and were happier at their jobs. They also began pulling themselves out of debt. 

With the owners pouring half - or more- of their fortunes back into their companies, the buoyancy of those corporations suddenly got better. Change had taken hold, despite the reservations of some who had been reticent about changing what had been extremely profitable for them as individuals.

Of course, each had also paid me roughly the same amount as Jeff had initially paid for my columns and my future help. This money did not go into my personal account, but rather, into the business account. This would go toward building businesses in Sidney. And to other...endeavors.

As I waited, I prepared files filled with enough material readied for publication as columns to submit for the next ten years. This would keep me in print even while I was on vacation...if I ever decided to take a vacation. Or if I happened to restart my music career and needed to go on tour.
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5: Joey, Jonnie, and Franki
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I have mentioned the Du Vaynes before and for good reason. The Du Vayne brothers had each had one son and three daughters. I had been friends with the Du Vayne children.

But I had been a little more than friends with the eldest Du Vayne girls. In fact, I had been involved, though not seriously, with Jonnie, Joey, and Franki Du Vayne. Jonnie, or Jonnessa, was Will’s daughter and was one of the most beautiful women I had ever known. Joey, or Josephine, belonged to Marcus. Franki, Francine, was Tariq’s daughter.

I am sure that they knew that I had...dallied...with their daughters, but they never seemed to care since I had made them multimillionaires. I was not the only one to blame in the matter, though, as the girls had become slightly obsessed with me early on. And so, we had something, no matter how brief, together.

I knew that the boys had most likely taken over the promotion business. That is, if it still existed. What the girls had grown up and done in their lives, I had no clue. 

Thus, it was a complete surprise to have a knock come upon my door and to open to the faces of my three former lovers.

“Did you get paid for the documentary that was made of your deal of the century?” Jonnie smiled. “Or was that a freebie?”

“I get royalties from it,” I assured her, “though there are no contracts.”

“Would you be willing to continue out that success as a reality series?” Joey winked.

“How about we take a different angle?” I suggested.

“And what would that...angle...be?” Franki cooed seductively.

“We can come up with something, I’m sure,” I smiled, “how have you ladies been?”

“A sight better than you have,” Jonnie responded, looking me over, “from the looks of things. My how you’ve let yourself go.”

“Loss does that to a man,” I averred.

“So it’s true?” Franki was shocked. “Your wife died?”

“Yes,” I nodded, “it’s true. After an all too brief marriage, one that was the happiest I had been in decades, she died.”

“Oh, God, James,” she gasped, “I am so sorry.”

“It’s alright,” I acquiesced, “seems to be my lot in life. I find someone who makes me happy and some twist of fate takes them from me.”

“Marcie, Bobbi, Jenna, Marie,” she sighed, “and Kelly. All gone.”

“There were two more,” I inserted, “but I would rather not go into that.”

I had unconsciously been undressing all three in my mind, mentally ogling them without being too overt. I caught myself and tried to correct the problem, but was too late.

“Like what you see?” Jonnie smiled and spread her blouse open to show her ample breasts. “They still belong to you if you want them.”

“So do mine,” Franki giggled, following Jonnie’s lead.

“And mine,” Joey pressed herself against me.

***
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I ROSE EARLY AND WENT to the living room. The night had been spent in the arms of all three ladies and something had changed inside me. I could hear the music again. I could feel the music again.

It had been thirty years since I had picked up a guitar. Or played bass. Or keys. And yet, I suddenly felt the urge to see if I still could.  I hoped that my fingers still remembered their places.

Franki had brought her drums. Jonnie had brought her guitar and saxophone. Joey had brought her keyboards and bass. 

I picked up Jonnie’s guitar and plugged it into the amp, turning the amp on and plugging in the effects pedals. My fingers found the opening chord to Coven En Masse and I began to play softly. Slowly.

I was unaware that the music was slowly growing louder as I had suddenly lost myself in it. I did not see Joey emerge from the bedroom with her digital camera. Nor did I hear her say anything.

No, I didn’t hear anything because I was lost in musical rapture. My soul had once more united with the music and found its place. The magic had returned.

I opened my eyes and saw her with the video camera.

“Wow!” Franki exclaimed, emerging. “You haven’t lost your touch!”

“I am a bit rusty,” I smirked, “after all, I haven’t played guitar for almost thirty years.”

“I didn’t hear no rust,” Jonnie retorted, “that was pure as could be. No mistakes. And still just as sensual as the day you first played it live.”

“I’m glad you think so,” I mused, “guess I am my own worst critic.” I looked at Joey. “what are you going to do with the video?”

“Youtube,” she grinned, “and your fan pages on Facebook and Reverbnation.”

“Time for you to crawl out from under the rock you’ve been hiding under,” Jonnie licked her lips, “and reclaim the legacy that has always been yours.”

“We need to send a copy of that to Nick and Matt,” Franki winked, “I believe they would love to see you back in action.”

“We’re going to have to rearrange this living room, though,” Joey giggled, “put the mixer on the desk after cleaning it off....move the tellie over to that corner..and the couch around to face it, sortta....and wall off the other half for a sound booth so we can record some new material. So you can record some new material.”

“I have an idea,” I grinned, “something I have always wanted to do.”

“What’s that, James?” Jonnie smiled.

“I have always wanted to play every instrument, then digitally edit the individual footage into a single video so that I am playing every instrument in the video as if I am interacting with myself and having a good time.”

“In other words,” Franki gave me a pouty face, “something to drive people totally insane with.”

“Exactly,” I nodded, “after all, I have always been known for my practical jokes.”

“Think Danny Eldyr ever got over what you did to his house when he got drunk?” Joey gave me a mock stern look.

“I hadn’t thought of Danny in ages,” I shrugged, “besides. I had warned him not to get drunk.”

“I always wondered how he got down from where you tucked him in at,” Jonnie giggled. 

“Very carefully,” I winked, “bet he never got drunk again when he had company.”

“I don’t believe he did,” Franki grinned, “I think you scared him sober.”

“I did pay to repair the damage I had done,” I averred, “I personally repaired his house and furnishings.”

“We need one of those dead of winter strip poker parties that you were famous for,” Jonnie suggested.

“Possibly someday,” I admitted, “when we have enough players.”

***
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THE LIVING ROOM WAS finally rearranged and the recording equipment set up on the desk. Cords ran everywhere, but mostly to a transfer box attached to a generator. More lighting was added which was also plugged into the transfer box attached to the generator.

We now had a proper makeshift studio. Something I could show off in. Something I could record new material in.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

6: A Voice From My Past
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“So,” a familiar voice began from behind me, “you were going to record without me?”

I turned to find Macie Lewis standing behind me. I smiled.

“Macie Jo Lewis!” I exclaimed, overjoyed to see her. “How the hell are you?”

“A sight better than you, apparently,” she smirked, “life been that unkind to you?”

“Unfortunately, yes,” I averred, “until recently.”

“I never married,” she stated, almost as if she had heard my unasked question, “or had any boyfriends. Could never find anyone quite like you.”

“You mean...?” I was incredulous.

“Yes, James,” she nodded, “I have always loved you. But then, you always had that effect on the women around you.” She flipped her straightened black hair and smiled. “How is that?”

“I never really understood that myself,” I admitted, “I guess I have a certain...magic that is naturally a part of me. Something I cannot sense, but others can.”

“Like in how you play your music,” she nodded.

“So,” I looked away, hiding some of my pain, “what brings you up this way?”

“Nico sent me,” she averred, “and Matt. they need you, James. More than you know. Neither of them have been the same since you left.”

“I hope they are well,” I asserted.

“Nick had a heart attack, James,” she swallowed a lump that was rising in her throat, “shortly after you left. Turned his organization over to Matt, Mario, and Maffio. His three nephews.”

“He’s getting up there in age, isn’t he?” I asked.

“Seventy-seven,” she nodded, “and still as young looking as the day you left. I think that he has been waiting on your return, James, before he lets go.”

“I will have to make sure to go see him,” I conceded, “when I can.”

“Knowing him,” she smiled sadly, “he’ll have Matt bring him up to see you when he learns it really is you.”

So there it was. My oldest living friend was now just waiting to die. A man who had been so fiercely defiant, and so deeply in love with life, was now waiting to fade into memory.

I looked away for a moment, then back at her.

“The rest of the old guard?” I pressed.

“Oh,” she smiled, “Mama Tibideau is still alive, as is Papa. but there’s some strange voodoo there. They don’t age much.”

“No,” I chuckled, “of course not.”

***
[image: image]


MACIE HAD ALWAYS KNOWN where to go, vocally, with my lyrics. In the past, she had been so good that we only needed one take. Now, she was just as phenomenal. Just as on point.

I listened to her glide through the songs, one after the other, mesmerized. God, she was good! Better than good!

God, how I had missed her! Her voice. Her professionalism. Her bubbly personality.

And she was everything a man could want in a woman! Sexy. Intelligent. Amazingly talented.

How had I been so blind? Or had I been afraid to lose her as I had Marcie and Bobbi? After all, the pressures of the road were often great enough to break a person.

But Macie had remained a rock. She had stayed away from drugs. She had never drank. And most of all, she avoided religion with a passion.

I had never heard a better blues or jazz vocalist. Her voice was reminiscent of Billie Holiday but had hints of Big Mama Thornton. And raucous, she could really bring it.

I guess that was why I loved her so much. She was a perfect match for my style. My sound.

But I had never realized that I loved her romantically as well. I had never really thought about it. But as I sat behind the soundboard, I realized just how much I really did love her.

I had to smile. Such a big voice for such a petite woman. And such attitude! 

One couldn’t help but love her. Hell. One couldn’t help but be in love with her!

And I now realized that I was in love with her. For the first time in three years, I was in love. The fact scared the shit out of me. 

She emerged from the sound booth and wrapped her arms around me, laying her head on my shoulder.

“How was that?” She whispered in my ear.

“Like having Ella, Billie, and Big Mama all in the same sound booth,” I whispered back.

“Really?” She was surprised.

“Yes, my dear,” I nodded, “it always has been like that. You were always a perfect match to my sound because you have those qualities and could always go from genre to genre with such ease.”

“Oh my God!” She exclaimed, kissing my cheek excitedly. “I had never known!”

“Now you do,” I kissed her on the cheek.

***
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“TELL ME SOMETHING, James,” Macie began, “why didn’t you ever ask me to be your girl?”

“You know,” I took her hand, “I was just asking myself that during recording and I realized something.”

“Yes?” She nodded.

“I realized that I loved you more than I thought,” I chose my words carefully, “and I believe that I resisted because I was afraid. I was afraid of losing you. Either the same way I lost Marcie and Bobbi, or through pushing you away.”

“I love you, James,” she stated, “I always have. I waited for you to ask. But you never did. I thought...”

“What did you think?” I inquired.

“I thought I had done something to displease you,” she admitted.

“Oh, god, no!” I exclaimed. “It was never you. It was me. I was afraid to lose you. Afraid of rejection. Afraid of my own self-doubt.”

“Silly boy,” she cooed, changing position from sitting next to me to straddling me, “you had nothing to fear.”

“I know that now,” I averred, “I didn’t then.”

“We have a lot to make up for,” she kissed me on the lips, “don’t we?”

“We sure do,” I agreed, “and we can do so as we live in the moment.”

“Of course, James,” she smiled, “after all, the moment is all we are guaranteed.”
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7: Ever The Opportunist
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I had rerecorded several of the demos I had put up as a vocalist as videos. Mama Told Me Not To Come. Never Been To Spain. The Devil. Better Lovin’ Man. Lightnin’ Bar Blues. Heaven. Thomas Hall.

With Thomas Hall, I broke it down as I had wanted to and Macie did the female parts of the song. I played the mandolin for a more authentic effect. 

We also uploaded dozens of original compositions to even out the song list.  Songs I had written, wanting to record, but not having the inspiration or the money. Songs dedicated to people I had lost.

Each had a video. Franki and Joey made sure of that. Each video was unique. And somewhat strange. But all me.

Joey made sure to make a video record of the whole thing. The recording. The shooting of videos. The time that they were with me.

But soon, the trio had to return to Chicago and do the post production on what footage they had. The resulting episodes would be uploaded to Prime or Netflix. This left me alone with Macie for a few days giving us time to catch up.

“I have to head south as well, James,” Macie began, a few days after the Du Vaynes had left, “but I promise I will come back.” 

“Macie,” I began, “can you bring some of my old videos next time you come up?”

“Sure,” she looked at me strangely, “why?”

“I want to post them on Youtube and on my fan site on Facebook,” I responded.

“I can load your Reverbnation profile with some of your old hits if you wish,” she suggested,

“Oh hell yeah!” I averred emphatically. “I hadn’t thought of that.”

“I can load the old videos from N’ahlins as well,” she suggested. 

“If it isn’t too much trouble,” I agreed.

“Why would it be?” She winked. “I appear in at least a third of those videos and am on more than half of those albums.”

“You’re in half of the videos,” I corrected, “if not more.”

“You want the band stuff as well?” She asked brushing off my correction.

“Yes,” I nodded, “all of it.”

“Consider it done,” she kissed my lips, “take care of yourself, sexy.”

“I will,” I replied, a bit turned on.

***
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“JAMES O’MALLEY, I PRESUME,” the woman on my front stoop began.

“Yes,” I nodded, “but you can call me Jay Tibideau.”

“I assume you know who I am?” She inquired.

“Sure,” I nodded, “your Taylor.”

“Can we talk?” She pressed.

“Sure,” I nodded, opening the door and stepping aside so she could enter, “come on in.”

“I was watching your videos on Youtube,” she began, “and wanted to work with you.”

“Really?” I mused.

“Yes,” she nodded, “I...needed a change in content. As you know, much of my material is angry.”

“So I’ve heard,” I averred, “not that I have heard a lot of your songs.”

“Not a fan?” She cocked an eyebrow.

“Not really able to add to my CD collection lately,” I shook my head, “I have heard some of your songs and like them fine. I just haven’t added new music to my collection since the death of my wife.”

“Oh,” she blushed, “sorry. And sorry for your loss.”

“Don’t be,” I smiled reassuringly, “I haven’t been able to add to my other favorite past times until recently either.”

“And those would be?” She took a slightly defensive posture.

“Books and movies, Taylor,” I chuckled, “after all, I have been far too busy writing or recording lately for either pursuit. What did you think I meant?”

“Truthfully,” she relaxed, “I wasn’t sure of what you meant.”

“I’m not a lech,” I assured her, “or a perv. I don’t have time for such ugly pursuits. You are perfectly safe around me.”

“But,” she winked, “you might not be so safe around me.”

“Touche,” I returned, then changed the subject, “let’s focus on the music, shall we?”

“Yes,” she nodded, “let us do just that.”

“Which direction do you want to go with your project?” I inquired.

“Away from the negative,” she averred, “and toward the positive.”

“No more anger?” I pressed.

“No more anger,” she agreed, “and no more tearing people apart.”

***
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FRANKI, JONNIE, AND Joey sent their sisters Billi, Georgie, and Sam as their replacements. The younger sisters were to take over the filming. They were also supposed to resume recording.

“We grew up hearing the legend of Baby Jay,” Billi smirked, “and we had to come see if it was everything we were told it was.”

“Where’s the vocalist you were working with?” Georgie looked around, playing with her dreadlocks.

“She went home,” I responded, “she had some work to go do. Namely reporting to those who sent her....and to upload most of my past work onto my sites.”

“Imagine if someone uploaded all your film and television work as well?” Sam teased.

“That would look a bit awkward on my musician profile,” I kidded, “and on Reverbnation.”

“But not on Youtube,” Billi stated, sitting on my lap, “or offered on Prime.”

“How much of that still exists?” I asked, starting to get turned on by Billie’s presence on my lap.

“...are you that happy to see me?” She asked, teasingly.

“As a matter of fact,” I gave a sheepish grin, “yes.”

“So the legend is true,” she asserted.

“Of course,” I nodded, “I am pretty sure whatever your sisters have told you is true.”

“We’ll just have to explore the verity of their claims at a later date,” she relented and got off my lap.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

8: Face To Face
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I’d had Taylor sign a release form and had pointed out that I would be recording our brainstorming sessions. I also let her know that I would probably record some of the time I spent in the studio with her. 

She was both understanding and agreeable to the whole thing. She even agreed to allow filming of the video shoots as well, which gave a deeper insight on what was going on. Thus, by the time Georgie, Sam, and Billi arrived, I already had some really great footage. They were ecstatic that I had done what they had been sent to do and tucked it away for transport.

But they also got footage with me working with them on projects. By the end of a week, they had more than enough to take back for yet another season’s worth of episodes. They left, as their sisters had, but with newly gained satisfaction. 

In their absence, I reviewed rough drafts of scripts and made suggestions on subtle changes. I also OK’d initial cast members for both of the projects I was involved with. It felt good to be back in the business.

Due to the sensitive nature of the audition previews, the difficulty of getting releases, I did not get stock footage of my doing so. Not that the event would have added any excitement, it wouldn’t. Though exciting for me, the audience would have probably fallen asleep in the first five seconds as auditions are tedious.

I had known this from the start as I had been through it all in the eighties. I had picked actors and actresses for the films I had produced then. The process was not easy, nor was it all that exciting...at least from the point of view of those who would be watching the new series.

The more exciting process of helping choose the music selections and composers for the projects was filmed. This, I felt, would give the viewer a chance to see at least one step in the process of film production. The rest of the process would remain a mystery. For now.

As I went through the process, I found it humorous that the other film companies were now vying for my stories. But since I had very few books or series ready for such, I had to be careful. As a result, I submitted the biography I was working on to see who would be most interested in it.

Sales of my books, especially those that had been optioned, rose on the bestseller list until all four sat at the top.  It was a first for any indie author. As were the near multimillion dollar royalties.

The irony of being a rising star is that everyone wants to represent you. Even if you already have representation on certain aspects. But I didn’t need steady representation. 

I didn’t really want representation. I was happy being a free agent who had no one to pay a percentage to. I was also happy being able to set my own prices and get them. 

An agent would have lowered my worth. Besides. I was more than able to manage my own affairs. 

***
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“WHAT NEWS, SOLDIER?” General Craven’s voice boomed.

“The world has gone to shit, sir,” I saluted, “and the fascists have taken our government.”

“Indeed,” he grunted in disgust, “at ease, soldier.” I relaxed. “So what will we do about it?”

“There’s only one thing we can do,” I responded, “hit them where it hurts. In the pocketbook.”

“Interesting,” he smiled, “may I ask?”

“Ask away, sir,” I smiled.

“What’s your plan?” He inquired.

“Hit ‘em where it hurts the most, first,” I smiled, “then take ‘em down hard if that isn’t enough to get ‘em to do the right thing.”

“Financial sabotage,” he stated. 

“Yes,” I nodded, “through buying their mass debt...and the national debt, then closing all avenues of creating more debt so that they are suddenly fucked and have to capitulate.”

“The President’ll think you’re bluffing,” he warned.

“Not if I take his golf courses first,” I winked, “and his refuges. I can cut away at the smaller, less important pieces of his holdings at a later date. But....”

“Why do I feel a massive undertaking here?” He chuckled.

“But it’ll only work if his and his family’s bank accounts and credit sources are all frozen,” I continued, “and quit calling him ‘the President’. He had never been, nor will he ever be, a President. No matter how hard he tries to erase the bad press.”

“Forgive me for that gaffe,” he apologized, “I...I did not mean that he was, in any way, the President. Only that he currently occupies the White House.”

“He is the Squatter-In-Chief,” I smirked, “and that is all that he has ever been.”

“I fully agree,” he nodded.

“I will need Boris and Dmitri to do my leg work in Russia,” I instructed, “and Ludwig to do my legs work in Germany.” I looked at him. “Is Jacques still in hiding in France?”

“I think so,” He averred, “I will have to look. Why?”

“I need him to play a bit part in this,” I admitted, “but he’ll have to take on a different identity.”

“He’s used to that,” He laughed, “he’s done it for you before.”

“What about  Adel?” I asked.

“I can get a hold of him,” he stated, “as well as your little group in that region.”

“Do it,” I suggested, “tell him I need him to buy debts owed to any in the Arab community for me and close the vault doors however they see necessary.. I will supply the money.”

“Someone is going to be very upset with you,” he warned.

“When has that ever concerned me?” I grinned.

***
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“THERE IS MY BOY,” NICK’S voice stated from behind, “I would know that graying hair anywhere!”

“Papa Nico?” I turned to face him.

“Porca vacca!” He exclaimed. “My how you’ve changed!”

“Yeah, Papa,” I smiled sadly, “age and sorrow does that.”

“How I know, my boy,” he smiled, “how I know.”

“Macie expressed the concern that you were waiting,” I confronted him, “until I returned. Is this true?”

“Of course not,” he stated truthfully, “I may not be in the best of health, but that is age for you. I’m no spring chicken, you know. Still, I still have enough life to challenge that asshole in the White House to a duel.”

“You would, too,” I chuckled, “so her concern is a moot point?”

“Certo,” he responded, “I retired for my health.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, “she told me about your heart attack. Sorry I wasn’t around.”

“You did as you were told to, Jamie,” he patted me on the back, “you weren’t to blame for what happened to me. My...bad habits...were. My diet. My cigars.”

“And all the loss you suffered,” I added, “yes, I know. I am in your place now. I have lost too much and no longer want to lose anything more. Anyone more.”

“I heard about your son,” he rubbed my shoulder, “hard losing a child. Especially one so young. I also heard about your last wife. 

“You’re right. You have seen too much pain. No one deserves what you have been through.” He handed me the book in his hand. “I read this before coming up.  Then, I dug into your story, researching to see just how much you did go through. Your first was truly a work of fucking art. 

“Your second was just a damned slut. And no one treats my son that way.”

“You don’t have to do anything,” I held my hand up, “both are already suffering the end results of their cruelty. One is more ill than she believes. The other is lost, mentally.”

“Your call,” he shrugged.

“I will need your help on something else,” I stated, “something less...pleasant.”

“I see,” he smiled, “business as usual.”

“Yes,” I nodded, “business I wish I didn’t have to do.”

“In other words,” it suddenly hit him, “you’ll need full access to your money.”

“Yes.” I averred, “and certain...information. The job in question is extremely dangerous.”

“That tells me that you’ll need Dmitri, Uri, and Boris,” his response was a statement, not a question.

“Among others,” I agreed, “yes.”

“Boy,” he shook his head, “I hope you know what you’re about to do.”

“Oh,” I smiled sadly, “I know. But it can’t be helped.” I looked at him. “Unless Ollie has a better solution.”

“Not to what you are going to do,” he shook his head, “no. but...he may save you on the other thing I can see in your thoughts.”

“Am I that transparent?” I mused.

“Only to me, my boy,” he chuckled, “only to me.”
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