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      One flight. One murder. A hotel full of suspects…

      Stewardess Patty Byrne thought serving champagne to Hollywood's elite at thirty thousand feet would be glamorous. She was wrong.

      When rising starlet Rose Rosetti dies mysteriously during a flight to Las Vegas, Patty finds herself trapped in a luxury hotel with a plane full of suspects—including fading movie queen Victoria Starling, a ruthless studio head, and a casino owner with secrets of his own. With everyone confined until the killer is found, tensions explode and old resentments surface. Behind the glitz and glamour of 1960s Hollywood lies a world of obsession, ambition, and deadly secrets.

      Can Patty unmask the murderer before she becomes the next victim?
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      The phone call that would upend my life came one early morning while I was touching up my lipstick in a New York hotel room, preparing to fly back to my home in California. It was still dark outside, but the city below was wide awake with more energy than I had.

      I furrowed my brow as the phone shrilled. Who could be calling me? I picked up on the fourth ring, almost dreading to hear who was on the other end.

      My heart skipped when my boss, Linda, identified herself.

      “We just discovered one of the girls on the chosen crew for this very important job is pregnant, so we had to fire her,” she said. “Since you’re currently on a layover in New York, we’ve decided you’re to fill her position.”

      “What’s the flight?” I asked, hoping for somewhere amazing, like London or Scotland, but at the same time, feeling bad for the person I was replacing. We had a certain weight range we had to maintain, and a pregnancy would push someone over  the top. It wasn’t fair, but we had to follow company policy.

      “You’re flying some Hollywood people from New York to Las Vegas.”

      My heart thundered with excitement as I twirled the phone cord around my finger, images of my favorite actors and actresses flashing before my eyes. “I’m honored,” I said, trying to keep my voice calm.

      “The fact our airline had been chosen for this event is a very big deal,” Linda continued. “Please don’t forget to wear your girdle. This may be the most important flight of your career.”

      “I won’t forget,” I said as I glanced around my hotel room, excitement gushing through me.

      “Get to the airport as soon as possible, Patty. The head stew there at Idlewild Airport… oh, darn… I mean John F. Kennedy, will be studying you with a watchful eye. Make sure you look perfect.”

      New York’s airport had been named Idlewild, but that had changed after the assassination of John F. Kennedy. A lot of people who had been working in the airline business for a long time had trouble adjusting to the new name.

      “Rest his soul,” Linda said, then sighed. “Now hurry up, Patty. Don’t be late. This is too important.”

      I hung up and squealed, then proceeded to get dressed. The exciting news had fueled me more than any cup of coffee.

      My navy-blue pencil skirt, matching blazer, white blouse and red and blue scarf that made up my Worldly Airlines uniform were perfectly pressed. I patted my black, sleek bob, pleased with the way my hair curled at the ends. Next, I added a little extra eyeliner, some mascara and lipstick. I pulled out my Mary Quant compact and wished I had some natural light for a final inspection, but the hotel lighting would have to do. I smiled, pleased with my makeup job.

      Next stop: the airport and onto this important flight. I should’ve asked Linda for a passenger list. I’d been so shocked I’d be flying with people from Hollywood, I’d become a little star struck.

      After the cab dropped me off at the airport, I made my way through the throngs of early morning travelers. I couldn’t help but smile at the passengers hurrying past in their finest traveling clothes. The men wore pressed suits and fedoras, the women coordinated outfits with matching handbags and gloves. Flying was an event, something people dressed up for, and I still felt a thrill being part of it all.

      “Patty!”

      Turning at the sound of my name, I found my fellow stew, Marsha, hurrying toward me, her Texas drawl cutting through the airport noise. She looked perfectly put together, her brown hair swept into a flawless bouffant that probably took an hour to achieve.

      “Morning, Marsha,” I greeted her. “I didn’t know you were in town!”

      She nodded. “I was chosen for a very important flight today.”

      With a gasp, I stopped and turned to her. “The Hollywood flight?”

      “Yes!”

      “I was just called in on that!” We continued our hurried walk to the crew member staging area. “Apparently, one of the stews assigned to the flight is pregnant so they had to fire her.”

      “Yes, it was a shame, but it explains why she kept gaining weight.”

      All stewardesses had specific height and weight requirements that we had to meet. If we didn’t stay within our range, the airline had the right to fire us.

      “Did you know her?”

      Marsha nodded. “I’ve been here long enough that I feel I know almost everyone.”

      “I’m so excited,” I said. “I have butterflies in my stomach.”

      She grinned and nodded. “Same here. I can’t imagine flying with honest-to-goodness movie stars. Do you think Victoria Starling is as beautiful in person as she is on screen?”

      “Victoria Starling is on this flight?”

      “Yes! Can you believe it?”

      Victoria Starling had been gracing magazine covers and movie screens for nearly a decade, and her latest film, “Desert Thorn,” was supposed to be her comeback picture after a few box office disappointments and a long disappearance from public life.

      My stomach flip-flopped again. “I guess we’ll find out soon enough!”

      I’d never been around such important people. Celebrities were like another species of humans, their lives something we could only hope to get a peek into through a magazine interview.

      “I’m sure Victoria will be lovely,” Marsha said, almost as if she were trying to convince herself. “Besides, we’ll be too busy with all the press and that casino owner to worry about one actress.”

      “Casino owner?”

      “You obviously didn’t get the passenger manifest,” Marsha said. “I better give you the rundown on who we’ll be serving.”

      I listened as she explained. Bruno “The Boxer” Torrino was supposedly some big shot in Las Vegas, opening a new hotel named Stardom Palace Casino. The premiere of “Desert Thorn” was going to be the inaugural event, and according to Marsha, it was the first time a major Hollywood premiere had been held in Vegas instead of Los Angeles. The whole thing was being billed as revolutionary—”The Stars Take Flight to Vegas!”—and our airline was getting more publicity than we’d ever received.

      As we approached the staging area, I recalled Donna and I reading about it in one of the magazines. Being a part of the event was extraordinary.

      I spotted the head stewardess for John Kennedy Airport pacing back and forth with her clipboard clutched to her chest like a shield. Even from a distance, I could see the tension in her shoulders. “Hello,” I said as we approached. “My name’s Patty and this is⁠—”

      “Marsha. I’ve been waiting for you. We’ll wait for the rest of your crew, get your inspection done and then get you on that plane.”

      We waited a few moments, then I saw another stew running in. I was thrilled to see I also knew Jean Johnson, one of our most senior stewardesses, a consummate professional who never seemed to get flustered no matter how outrageous the passenger demands became. I felt honored to be working alongside her.

      “Ladies, ladies!” the head stew said as soon as Jean was in line. “My name is Anita. We have less than an hour before boarding begins, and this flight needs to be absolutely perfect. The press will be watching everything we do, and there are representatives from the airline’s board of directors flying with us today.”

      I almost wished I didn’t know the passenger manifest. Maybe then my nerves would’ve settled.

      “Patty, you’ll be working first class with Jean,” Anita continued, consulting her clipboard with the intensity of a general planning a military campaign. My stomach did a little flip. I’d been working the front of the plane more often for about six months, but this was by far my biggest assignment yet. The fact that I’d been chosen for this flight felt like recognition of how far I’d come from the scared girl who used to work the back rows, inhaling cigarette smoke and cleaning up after drunk businessmen. “Marsha, you’ll be in charge of the main cabin along with Dorothy, who hasn’t arrived yet. I want everything by the book—perfect service, perfect appearance, perfect attitudes. These celebrities appeared on the Tonight Show with Johnny Carson last night to promote their movie, and now we’re taking them to Vegas for the big premiere. This could make or break careers, girls.”

      “Any special requirements for our first-class VIP passengers?” I asked, pulling out my own notepad and pen.

      “Yes, thank you for the reminder,” Anita replied. “Victoria Starling wants champagne served the moment she boards—Dom Pérignon, not our usual selection. Her psychiatrist, Dr. Hamilton, requires a quiet environment in case a consultation is required with Victoria during the flight. I’m not sure how that is going to work, but you’ll figure it out.

      “The studio head, Bob Silverton, expects you to hover, but not bother him, and Bruno Torrino...” She paused and lowered her voice considerably. “Well… he doesn’t have any special requests.”

      I scribbled notes as quickly as I could, trying to memorize every detail, even though I had a terrible memory.

      In my experience, the more specific the passenger requests, the more likely someone was to cause trouble during the flight.

      “What about the other passengers?” Jean asked.

      “James Starling—that’s Victoria’s estranged husband—prefers to be left alone entirely. Don’t approach him at all. The gossip is that he and Victoria are in the middle of divorce proceedings, but I don’t know that for a fact. The studio insisted he attend the premiere for publicity purposes. There’s also Rose Rosetti, who plays a small part in the movie, plus several studio executives, reporters and lawyers. Oh, and Mrs. Cartwright. My understanding is that she’s a socialite who funds half the pictures coming out of Hollywood these days.”

      The names swirled in my head as I continued writing. James Starling, Rose Rosetti, Dr. Hamilton, Bob Silverton, Bruno Torrino, Mrs. Cartwright—quite the passenger manifest for first class. I hoped they were nice people and not difficult as I’d heard some Hollywood types could be. I was thankful Jean was flying with me.

      “Now, let’s get moving,” Anita continued. “I want final flight inspections completed in thirty minutes. Remember, girls—this flight is huge publicity for Worldly Airlines. Don’t let me down.”

      As we hurried out of the building and onto the tarmac toward our assigned aircraft, I wasn’t sure whether my upset stomach was from nervousness or excitement. Perhaps both. The morning sun glinted off the silver fuselage of our DC-8, and ground crews bustled around loading luggage and preparing for departure. I could already see photographers setting up near the boarding area, their cameras ready to capture the celebrities’ arrival.

      “Do you think any of them will be difficult?” I asked Jean as we climbed the stairs to board the plane.

      She shrugged with the wisdom of someone who’d been flying for nearly a decade. “In my experience, the more famous they are, the more they expect the world to revolve around them. Just smile, stay professional, and remember—there will always be someone worse.”

      I nodded. After finding my neighbor dead and helping catch his killer, I could manage a few Hollywood egos for a five-hour flight to Las Vegas. How difficult could it be?

      Once inside the aircraft, I began my pre-flight preparations with extra care. Everything had to be perfect. I arranged the champagne service, making sure the Dom Pérignon was properly chilled and the glasses spotless. Jean and I went through each row of the first-class cabin to ensure every chair held a blanket and pillow, and every magazine was aligned perfectly, every ashtray gleaming.

      Dorothy, the final stewardess for the flight, arrived in a hurried whirlwind and rushed to the back of the plane to assist Marsha.

      Jean moved through her own preparations with efficiency, checking our galley stock, overhead compartments, and emergency equipment. “The key with celebrities,” she said quietly as we worked, “is to treat them like they’re special without killing yourself to do it. They want to feel important, but in my experience, if you fall over yourself trying to wait on them hand and foot, they become even more difficult. It’s a delicate balance.”

      “So you’ve flown with celebrities before?”

      “A couple,” Jean replied.

      I nodded, filing away her advice. I recalled my brief encounter with Bob Crane on a flight a while back. He’d been so kind and unassuming. “What about the casino owner? Have you flown with him before?”

      “Yes.”

      “What should I expect from him?”

      Jean’s expression darkened slightly. “Bruno Torrino? Be careful with that one, Patty. Men like him are used to getting their way, and they don’t take kindly to being told no. Just remember—you work for the airline, not for him.”

      Before I could ask what she’d meant by that warning, Jean glanced at her watch. “Ladies, our passengers will be boarding in fifteen minutes,” she called loud enough for Marsha and Dorothy to hear her in the back of the plane. “I want everyone at their stations looking perfect. This is our moment to shine for the airline.”

      I hurried into the restroom to give myself one final check in the mirror. My black hair was still perfectly curled in its neat bob, my lipstick fresh, my uniform unwrinkled. The cut on my chin from my tumble during the flight where I’d first met FBI Agent Bill Hart had long since healed, leaving no trace of that dramatic day. I was thrilled there hadn’t been any scarring.

      “Ready?” Jean asked as I exited the lavatory while smoothing down her own uniform.

      “Ready,” I replied, taking a deep breath.

      Through the small window, I could see the first of the black limousines pulling up to the boarding area. Photographers immediately swarmed around them, flashbulbs popping like fireworks. This was it—showtime. I took a deep breath and smiled.

      The first passenger to board was a distinguished-looking man in an expensive suit, carrying a leather briefcase and wearing the confident expression of someone accustomed to power. He had to be Bob Silverton, the studio head.

      Boss man Bob.

      “Good morning, Mr. Silverton,” I said with my best professional smile. “Welcome aboard. May I take your coat?”

      He barely glanced at me as he handed over his overcoat. “Coffee. Black. Immediately.”

      “Of course, sir. Right away.”

      As I hung up his coat, I watched him settle into his first-class seat and pull out a stack of papers. A man with too much on his mind and no patience for pleasantries.

      The next passenger was a woman in her fifties, impeccably dressed in a brown suit and carrying herself as if she were royalty. The strands of her perfectly coiffed silver hair gleamed in the daylight. This had to be Mrs. Cartwright, the socialite with the Hollywood connections.

      Classy Cartwright.

      “Mrs. Cartwright,” Jean said warmly. “What a pleasure to have you flying with us today. That’s a lovely suit.”

      She smiled cordially, the kind of smile that had probably graced a thousand charity galas. “Thank you, dear. It’s Chanel, of course.”

      “Of course,” I said. I couldn’t afford the brand, but always appreciated their clothing. “Can I get you anything?”

      “Not at this time,” she replied. “Is there assigned seating?”

      I shook my head. “Please, sit wherever you’d like.”

      As she took her seat, there was a commotion at the aircraft stairs. I glanced outside to see a woman in dark sunglasses and a dramatic fur coat sweeping up the stairs while the entourage of reporters and photographers tried to get shots of her from below.

      Victoria Starling had arrived, and I pinched my wrist to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. I was going to be face-to-face with the beautiful movie star! Wait until I told my roommate, Donna! I quickly grabbed the champagne and poured her a glass. After setting it on a sliver tray, I waited for her to enter the plane.

      Even with the sunglasses hiding half her face, she was unmistakably gorgeous. Her platinum blonde hair was styled in perfect waves, and she moved with the fluid grace of someone who knew every step was being photographed. Behind her came a tired-looking man in his forties. Was it Dr. Hamilton or her estranged husband?

      “Mrs. Starling,” I said, stepping forward with the glass I’d prepared. “Welcome aboard. Your champagne, as requested.”

      She paused and lowered her sunglasses, revealing startlingly blue eyes that seemed to assess me in an instant. “Thank you, darling. You’re very thoughtful.”

      Her voice was exactly what I’d expected—melodious and perfectly modulated, with just a hint of some indefinable accent that might have been acquired rather than natural. She accepted the champagne with one hand while keeping the other firmly gripped on a small purse. “Please be a dear and bring me the bottle after we’ve taken off.”

      Stunning Starling.

      I nodded and made a mental note to do so. “If there’s anything else you need during the flight, please don’t hesitate to ask,” I said.

      “Actually, there is something.” She leaned closer, and I caught a whiff of expensive perfume mixed with something medicinal. “I’d prefer that the other passengers not disturb me during the flight. I need to prepare for tonight’s premiere, and I simply cannot have interruptions.”

      “Of course, Mrs. Starling. You can take the seats at the back of the first-class section. That row will offer you the most privacy.”

      She smiled, but there was something brittle about it. “You’re a dear.”

      As Victoria Starling moved to her seat, the man trailing her took a chair across the aisle from her. He watched her with a concerned expression, and I realized he was most likely her psychiatrist. He was a thin man with prematurely gray hair and intelligent eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses.

      The boarding continued with a steady stream of passengers. James Starling, Victoria’s estranged husband, was a handsome man who looked like he’d rather be anywhere else in the world. He avoided making eye contact with his wife and took a seat as far from her as possible in the first-class cabin—the first aisle.

      Rose Rosetti, the up-and-coming actress, was a striking brunette who seemed nervous. She carried herself like someone trying very hard to belong in a world where she wasn’t quite comfortable yet.

      The last passenger to board first class was clearly Bruno Torrino. He was shorter than I’d expected but built like his nickname indicated—a boxer, with slicked-back dark hair and a pinky ring that caught the light as he gestured. He wore a perfectly tailored suit and black shoes with an ornate gold design on the toes. I furrowed my brow as I studied them. They were either horribly obnoxious or a new trend. He moved with the confidence of a man who owned whatever room he entered.

      Brute Bruno.

      “Ladies,” he said to Jean and me, his voice carrying a slight New York accent, “I want you to know I appreciate good service. You take care of me during this flight, and I’ll take care of you when we get to Vegas.”

      Jean smiled professionally. “We’re here to make sure all our passengers have a comfortable flight, Mr. Torrino.”

      Something about the way he looked at us gave me the creeps, but I kept my expression neutral. It was almost as if he could see through my clothes.

      Victoria Starling sat rigidly in her seat, sipping champagne while Dr. Hamilton leaned across the aisle and spoke to her in low, soothing tones as he extended a pill bottle to her. “Victoria, perhaps one of these would help you relax for the premiere tonight?”

      “I don’t need to relax,” Victoria said. “I need people to stop treating me like I’m fragile.”

      “Nobody thinks you’re fragile,” Dr. Hamilton said soothingly. “But this is a stressful situation, and with the premiere tonight⁠—”

      “The premiere will be fine,” Victoria said firmly.

      James Starling stared out the window, pointedly ignoring his wife. Bob Silverton worked through his papers with aggressive intensity, while Mrs. Cartwright glanced around, observing everything with sharp eyes, as if she was cataloging everything said for future use.

      Rose Rosetti fidgeted nervously, and Bruno Torrino tried to engage her in conversation, his voice just loud enough that everyone could hear his stories about Vegas and the entertainment business.

      The airline executives, reporters and lawyers were loaded in through the back door of the plane to be seated in the main cabin. Even the executives weren’t as important as the Hollywood people!

      As the last passenger settled in and we prepared for takeoff, I felt this wasn’t going to be an ordinary flight. The first-class cabin was filled with tension I couldn’t quite identify.

      As we taxied toward the runway, I told myself I was being silly. These were just wealthy, successful people traveling to an important event. The tension was probably normal for Hollywood types under pressure.

      The flight would be fine, right?
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      I’d just delivered Ms. Starling her bottle of champagne when the first signs of trouble started brewing in the first-class cabin.

      Over the loud rumble of the engines, Rose Rosetti turned to Victoria who sat across the aisle and a couple of rows behind her. “Victoria? I’d like to speak with you about our interviews for tonight’s premiere.”

      Victoria didn’t even look up from her magazine. “I’m preparing for my performance, Rose. Perhaps you should do the same.”

      “But the studio publicity department wants us to coordinate our talking points,” Rose pressed, her voice carrying just enough volume that the other passengers couldn’t help but overhear. “They’ve scheduled us for some joint interviews, and we need to make sure we’re presenting a unified vision of the film⁠—”

      “The film speaks for itself,” Victoria said coldly, finally raising her gaze. “I’m sure you’ll manage with whatever questions they ask you.”

      The dismissal was so cutting that even I winced. Rose’s cheeks flushed red, but she maintained her composure with the practiced grace of someone accustomed to being overlooked.

      “Of course,” Rose said quietly. “I just thought, as co-stars, we should⁠—”

      “Co-stars?” Victoria’s laugh was like ice cracking. “Darling, let’s not get ahead of ourselves. You have a lovely supporting role, nothing more.”

      Jean caught my eye and gave me a meaningful look. In her decade of flying, she’d probably seen every type of passenger conflict imaginable, but even she seemed taken aback by Victoria’s cruelty.

      Dr. Hamilton turned to face Victoria. “Perhaps we could discuss your preparation techniques during the flight? I’ve brought some new relaxation exercises that might help with your premiere anxiety.”

      “I don’t have premiere anxiety,” Victoria snapped. “I’m a professional with over ten years of experience. I hardly need coaching from Rose or anyone else.”

      Bruno Torrino had been listening to the exchange with obvious amusement. “Ladies, ladies,” he said, his New York accent cutting through the tension. “Save the drama for the red carpet, huh? We got a long flight ahead of us.”

      He stood and moved toward Rose’s seat, settling himself in the empty chair beside her without invitation. “You know, sweetheart, I’ve been watching your work. You got real talent. Real... potential.”

      Rose shifted uncomfortably as Bruno leaned closer. “Thank you, Mr. Torrino,” she said politely, but I could see her trying to create distance between them. Unfortunately, there wasn’t anywhere for her to go.

      “Call me Bruno. And listen, after this premiere tonight, you should come by my casino. I’m always looking for fresh talent for my shows. Beautiful girl like you, we could work something out.”

      Rose’s smile became strained. “That’s very kind, but I’m focusing on my film career right now.”

      “Film career?” Bruno laughed. “Honey, let’s be realistic here. How many pictures you been in? Three? Four? And how many starring roles?”

      The question hung in the air like a slap. Rose’s face went pale, and I saw her hands clench in her lap.

      “My career is just beginning,” she said quietly.

      “Sure it is, sweetheart. But Vegas... Vegas is where the real money is. Where a girl can make a name for herself. You can sing and dance, right?” Bruno’s hand moved toward her arm, but Rose stood quickly.

      “Excuse me, I need to powder my nose.”

      As Rose headed toward the lavatory, Bruno’s eyes followed her with a predatory expression.

      Jean moved closer to me. “Keep an eye on that situation,” she murmured. “I don’t like the way he’s looking at her.”

      “Mr. Torrino,” I said, grinning, “if you could please return to your seat, we’ll be serving the meal soon.”

      He moved to his original seat and Rose seemed relieved when she exited the lavatory.

      A couple of hours passed in blessed silence and Jean and I served the meals—caviar for starters, then lobster and filet mignon with apple pie for dessert. Just as we’d finished cleaning up, there was a commotion in the front of coach seating. A young man in a rumpled suit was trying to push past Marsha, who was blocking his path to first class. I hurried down the aisle to back her up.

      “Sir, I’m sorry, but this section is reserved for first-class passengers only,” Marsha said firmly.

      “I need to use the restroom!”

      “The one at the back of the plane is empty, sir,” Marsha said.

      “Please return to your assigned seat,” I said sweetly.

      Bob Silverton looked up from his papers with irritation. “Get that man out of here before I have him thrown off this plane.”

      I wasn’t sure how that would work. If he opened the doors to toss the reporter, we’d all end up dead.

      “Right away, Mr. Silverton,” Jean said. The man dropped the bag he was carrying, and placed his hand on the tray that held Victoria’s champagne to steady himself as he leaned down to retrieve it.

      Jean and Marsha efficiently escorted the reporter back to the main cabin, but not before I noticed several other passengers from coach craning their necks to get a glimpse of the celebrities.

      Mrs. Cartwright had been observing everything. “James,” she called to James Starling, who had been staring out the window throughout the entire exchange. “Victoria is still your wife. Shouldn’t you defend her privacy?”

      James finally turned from the window, his expression bitter. “Victoria can take care of herself. She always has.”

      “How gallant,” Mrs. Cartwright said dryly.

      “Gallant?” James’s voice rose slightly. “You want to know about gallant? Try being married to someone who thinks the world revolves around her, who can’t make a decision without consulting her psychiatrist, who treats everyone around her like they’re disposable.”

      Dr. Hamilton shifted uncomfortably. “James, perhaps this isn’t the appropriate venue⁠—”

      “For what? For honesty?” James stood and walked down the aisle to face the doctor. “Tell me, Dr. Hamilton, in your professional opinion, what do you call someone who destroys everything they touch?”

      “I call them a person in pain,” Dr. Hamilton said quietly. “Someone who needs understanding and support.”

      “Understanding?” James laughed bitterly. “I gave her ten years of understanding. Ten years of watching her tear down everyone around her, including herself.”

      Victoria had gone very still during this exchange, her knuckles white as she gripped her champagne glass. When she finally spoke, her voice was deadly calm.

      “At least I never pretended to be something I wasn’t, James. At least I never lied about loving someone just to advance my own career.”

      The accusation hit like a physical blow. James’s face went red. “That’s rich, coming from you,” he said, gripping the neck of the champagne bottle, then slamming it down on the tray table. The liquid bubbled down the sides of the bottle, but thankfully, it didn’t break. “Tell me, Victoria, are you still having your episodes? The ones where you can’t tell reality from fantasy?”

      Dr. Hamilton’s face went pale. “James, that’s confidential medical⁠—”

      “Confidential?” James’s voice was getting louder. “There’s nothing confidential about it when she’s having breakdowns between takes!”

      “That’s enough!” Victoria stood, her face flushed with fury. “You have no right⁠—”

      “I have every right! Unfortunately, I’m still your husband!”

      “Not for much longer,” Victoria said, her voice like ice.

      Rose took in the scene with wide eyes. The hostile stares, the palpable tension—she looked like she was regretting ever getting on the plane. Frankly, so was I.

      “Can we all stop yelling, please?” Rose pleaded.

      “Grow up, Rose,” Victoria said sharply. “People have disagreements.”

      Bruno left his seat and moved toward Rose again. “See what I mean, sweetheart? This is what the movie business does to people. Now Vegas, Vegas is different. People know how to have a good time, and how to treat each other with respect.”

      “Mr. Torrino,” Rose said, backing away slightly, “I appreciate your interest, but as I said⁠—”

      “Come on, don’t be shy. I’m offering you a real opportunity here. Better than anything Hollywood’s going to give you.” His hand reached out toward her arm again.

      “Please don’t touch me,” Rose said firmly.

      I couldn’t watch this harassment any longer. I placed my hand on Bruno’s shoulder and gave him with my most professional smile. “Please take a seat, sir, preferably where you aren’t sitting next to this young lady.”

      Bruno’s expression darkened. “What’s wrong with you people? I’m trying to be nice here, trying to help out a struggling actress, and this is the thanks I get?”

      “Nobody asked for your help,” Rose said, her voice stronger now.

      “Listen, sweetheart,” Bruno persisted, his tone turning ugly, “you might want to think twice about being so unfriendly. In
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