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PROLOGUE

I KNEW VICKI MORGAN
perhaps better than anyone else
ever had. During the nine months prior to her
death, we spent hours talking about her
life, her relationship with Alfred
Bloomingdale, what had happened, and why. It was
as painful as it was funny, and often
mesmerizing. For this was no tale of a
bubble-headed cupcake and the lecherous old man who kept her. This was a story filled with
power, intrigue and obsession.

As a young girl, Vicki
Morgan was determined to escape the stifling boredom of her working
class surroundings. She was a genuine
romantic, a blue-jeaned rebel, a rock and roll tomboy who dropped
out of high school to give birth to her illegitimate child. She was exceptionally pretty,
shrewd, and had a high degree of native
intelligence. She was imbued with a keen
sense of wit and a special charm that attracted men and drove them crazy... rich and
powerful men who pandered to her every
whim and material desire, while leaving
her emotionally stranded as they ordained the course of her early destruction. At one time Vicki was
sure she had it all, but in the end she
discovered she had nothing.

Vicki Morgan may be
typical of many young girls who fall
victim to the trap of greed and exploitation. She too is
part of a terrible legacy, a tough and perplexing
heritage of emotional servitude and class
distinction. She, like too many others,
lived beyond her years and died before her time. It's
a pity that so few understand the causes and
effects of this terrible
syndrome.


Where others, like Dorothy
Stratten, Colleen Applegate and Edie
Sedgewick, had little insight into their troubled
lives and became passive victims, Vicki lived her
life to the fullest and managed to last
for nearly thirty-one years, telling me
before she died, her own true story.

From Vicki Morgan I
learned a great deal. It was hard not to,
since no other person I had ever met lived the way
she had. Her life as a mistress was more than a
job; it was a tremendous adventure, a
passionate epic with raw perspective into
the hearts and minds of international society, its
corporate rulers and political leaders as told by
the one outsider who, through an act of
fate, got close enough to see it all. Consequently, she was deemed
a threat to the established order that
had tried to suppress her and continues to try to this day.

As the writer and survivor
of what will soon be two full years of
calamity and hell, I've spent a lot of time alone
pondering this story. I think about Vicki, her
murder, and what has since happened to me. Little did I know, when
I first met Vicki in November of 1982,
that her story would become my story as
time slalomed through a volatile sequence
of the oddest circumstances. Today, upon reflection, I am grateful for the experience.
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VICKI MORGAN'S
STORY is a classic American tragedy.
She was the runaway rebel from
middle-America who got in over her head
with rich and powerful people. A tall, willowy, long-legged ashen-blond, she was basically a
good kid who had the face of a beautiful
model and the guts of a soldier of
fortune. Yet, throughout her life, she struggled
with insecurity, pushing hard against enveloping
fears. She walked on the edge and searched
for adventure, her troubled psyche
delicately balanced on a tightrope of different personas. With the
backing of Alfred Bloomingdale she could push it to the limit, live
in grandeur and style. She came to think
of herself as a conventional being, a Republican no
less, beguiled by the irony of the dual roles she
played.

Vicki was smart and she
knew it, but she was inhibited by her lack
of formal education, having dropped out of high school at the end of tenth grade. Vicki was a dreamer,
a jaded romantic who, through much of her
life, netted between a quarter- and a
half-million dollars a year. It was easy come, easy go, and she
spent her money lavishly and foolishly, an
easy mark for friends and strangers. Vicki Morgan had lived in a fairy tale and died in a nightmare.
When the end came, her money and friends were gone.

Vicki and I were first
brought together by Michael Gruskoff, a
mutual friend of ours, for whom I was writing a screenplay. Mike, a noted movie producer and former
agent, had lived with Vicki for a year or two in
the middle


seventies, and she had
called him requesting his help. She wanted
to write a book to set the record straight. What was
unknown to me was that he'd already given Vicki
the names of other writers to get in touch
with. She met with several, but apparently
she wasn't satisfied, and Michael reluctantly suggested
me.

"Gordon's the best of the
writers I sent you," he had told his
former girlfriend. "He can write in his sleep. But he's
trouble, and I don't think the two of you would
get along."

Comments like Michael's
were like a red flag, a virtual challenge
to Vicki Morgan. He knew it and she knew it. I was the only one who for months wasn't sure what was going
on. I was ignorant of their rivalry, spawned from
their disjointed romance, which had occurred
nearly eight years before.

"Would you be interested
in writing the book about Vicki Morgan?"
he had asked rather casually one Sunday, when my wife Marcia and I had stopped by his house for a visit.
It was a surprising suggestion coming from
Gruskoff. Through MGM, he had optioned the
film rights on my novel, Constant Travellers,
and I'd been assigned to write the script.
Michael feared I wouldn't take it seriously and
tried his best to govern my time. He
prodded and probed and insisted I wasn't
working hard enough. Eventually we started to fight.

Now, despite a rather
acerbic exchange of opinions just two
weeks prior, Michael was turning me on to one of the
greatest scandals of the decade. I didn't
understand his motivations for putting us
together. Was he doing this as a mutual
favor, or as a means of getting me out of his way?

I had reasons to be
dubious. For one thing, I was soured by
all the gossip. Vicki and Alfred had been the talk of the
town since early July, when she filed her
palimony suit against Bloomingdale,
retaining the notorious Marvin Mitchelson
as her lawyer. Demanding some $5 million in damages, she had
exposed the more tawdry aspects of their


twelve-year relationship,
including the sado-masochistic practices
of this scion of American society and intimate advisor to Ronald Reagan. If there was any depth to
Vicki Morgan's story, it would be
difficult to prove, since few would ever
bother to comprehend anything beyond the stereotypical explanations for the motives of Alfred
and Vicki. After all, in a story like this
there was no room for depth and
complexity, not among those selected few, the true purveyors of the marketplace, whose special talent
was turning subjects like this one into
unmitigated trash.

"It has to be more than
some cheap, sensationalistic story," I
told Mike Gruskoff. "And she'd have to agree on no
publicity. If it's anything at all, it'll be a
long, hard process, and I'd want to get it
done first, before it's announced in the Hollywood trades."



Gruskoff looked at me and
fired his special kind of grin, like he
knew something that I didn't.

"What is it?" I asked,
hoping to entice him to give up what he
was thinking, wondering what old, magnanimous Mike had his eye on, be it the film script, the book, or
one more pleasant night with Vicki. He
just shrugged and shook his full head of
whitish-gray hair. I should have known by
the look in his eye that things could go wrong in a
hurry. Knowing Michael, he would love it when
they did.

"I'll call her," said
Michael, "and give her your number. Then
she can get in touch with you." He paused, stared at
me for effect. "I don't want to be in it. Keep my
name clear."

"You don't want anything? Not even the
film rights?"

"No. It's a gift. You and
she can work out the arrangements."

So there I was on a clear
November night, driving up Beverly Estates
Drive, the winding road that led to Tower Grove Drive at the rim of Benedict Canyon. I was
curious, but not optimistic, even though I
had liked what I heard on the telephone.
Vicki Morgan sounded like no dummy. She'd been direct and articulate when she'd spoken to me. I
was


intrigued, and felt
sympathetic for what I discerned were her
true affections for Alfred, but was afraid any vestige of
those affections had probably been steamrolled by
the press. It could be argued that she had
asked for it, if not deserved it, by
claiming to have "cured the Marquis de Sade Complex" of a member of Reagan's kitchen cabinet. What
had made her do that? I wondered. What were the
circumstances that made her come forth
with such damning information on one of
the most prominent men in the country? And
why had his family and associates let her do it? Why hadn't she
been paid off or shut up?

I stepped out of my car
and thought it over before approaching the
white stucco house, numbered 1611 Tower Grove Drive. Earlier in the evening I had considered
the ramifications of going to Vicki's
place, surveillance and such being what it is today. But what the
hell? I was an ambitious fellow,
street-wise and city bred. I was restless, and for some time I had been looking for a challenging
opportunity to which I could fully commit myself.
And if this was it, despite all the furor
and possible danger, I was cocky enough to
think I could get away with it.

I looked up at the stars,
the deep black sky, and the silhouettes of
brush and houses perched on the rim of the canyon. But I'm a realist as well. I also looked for
unmarked sedans. A minute passed before
the door swung open and a woman appeared,
separated from me by the expensive filigree on the wrought iron gate. It was Mary Sangre,
who I would later learn had been Vicki's
companion for the past year or so. She stared at me for an instant,
and then looked away as she opened the
gate.

"Vicki'll be out in a
moment," she assured me before retreating
down the hallway.

I stepped into the living
room and looked around, hoping to glimpse
Vicki's character through her taste in color and
decoration. I looked into the steel and smoked
glass wall


unit, its lights spotting,
among other things, a sculpture of a quartz crystal hand reaching outward from a greenish
base. There were different plates, objets d'art
and, oddly, Alfred Bloomingdale's boy
scout medallion. His prestigious rank of
Eagle Scout was preserved forever in its acrylic
Lucite casing.

I advanced to the windows,
with their silver, vertical blinds half
opened for a view of Los Angeles, the lighted grids of city blocks
flickering in the distance below. The living room was arranged in predominant shades of black,
white and gray, and the furniture was essentially modern.
Essentially I thought, but not actually. The down, custom
sofas, and the milky glass on the tulip floor
lamps were more reminiscent of a Hollywood
matron in quest of "hip" than they were of
a younger person. The prodigious bric-a-brac, the knick-knacks and the overkill of coasters
and ashtrays denoted to me a lonely old
woman who passed the time reading
Architectural Digest. Matriarchal modern was how the
furnishings could best be described. I wondered,
catching sight of the tall, stainless steel
flamingo hiding among the potted plants,
where was the deadly vamp?

When Vicki entered the
living room, the first thing that struck
me was her height. No one had ever called it to my
attention. At five-foot-ten she was tall enough
to look right into my face when she spoke to me. My being over six
feet tall meant nothing to her in terms of
intimidation. She stood erect, proud of
her height and aware of its potential advantage, especially on shorter men. Despite her troubles,
she still had the basic instincts for
controlling a situation. It was part of
her countenance, a reflection of money and power.

By the time she said,
"Hello, I'm Vicki Morgan," I was beginning
to get the picture. With a firm grip she shook my
hand. Her almond green eyes flashed, scrutinizing
mine for a negative reflex. This woman
didn't get where she'd been on her looks
alone. Something was happening behind those


eyes. Maybe even a thing
called "life." What a pleasant irony, I
thought as I introduced myself. She gestured for me
to sit down.

"On the phone you told me
you believed I'd been in love with Alfred.
No other writer ever said that before. Do you really believe it?"

I took my time before I
answered, although I knew exactly what I'd
say. Here she sat with her ash-blond hair falling straight past her
shoulders, her face lightly touched with
makeup, and a trace of freckles serving as flattering
evidence of her Irish background. She was dressed
in a cashmere sweater and a pair of faded
blue jeans. Indian moccasins covered her
feet. She seemed very young to me, more like a kid than I expected.
This was not the arrogant, brittle beauty
in the photograph of legend. She was fresh-faced, almost wholesome, more like the pretty girl
from Main Street, America, than the
tainted, painted strumpet she'd been made
out to be. She had looks, guts, brains and the posture of a wholesome personality. What had gone wrong
with such a fabulous composition that had caused
her downfall?

I was surprised by the
contrast between the going gossip and my
first impressions of Vicki Morgan. If this woman
was all that she was cracked up to be, the
model femme fatale, a coven of one in the
witchcraft of greed and debauchery, then
there was no way a single, dying old man, or for that matter, a team of dying old men, would ever
keep her from getting whatever she thought
she wanted from life. Not when there were
legions of live, healthy men who'd give
anything for a girl like Vicki. By all rights, she
shouldn't have to worry a day in her life. Unless
of course, she had been in love with that
one old man — Alfred Bloomingdale. It had
happened before, I realized. Old movies
are full of such noble ideas. I could see immediately
where Vicki Morgan was susceptible to such
concepts of


classical romance. Could
it be like they say at the end of the movie, "She blew it because of the guy"?

"I know you loved him," I
said finally. "For one thing, I can tell
by the way you used his name on the phone. You say
Alfred, not Al, or any cute little nicknames. But
it's not what you say, necessarily, it's
the tone behind it. I hear the familiarity, the comfort it gives you."

"We were together for
almost thirteen years," she blurted out.
"He loved me and I loved him like no other man in my
life. And it wasn't all seamy, believe it or not.
I looked after him. I took care of him. My
problem was that I forgot to look after
myself."

I had paid special
attention to her tone of voice, its cadence and inflection. The oddity was so apparent it
was hard not to be curious. Despite her
inherent sultriness, she spoke and
gestured like an older woman. The way she shook her head, waved her arms around, and even laughed
reminded me of my grandmother, or someone's
widowed aunt. All we needed were some
nifty floral slipcovers, lace doilies and
a lavender sachet to give it that special flavor.
What did the others think, the writers, strangers
and friends who sat down to talk with her?
Had they seen anything odd? What was it
like to be a young girl living among geriatrics? You had to be a fool not to realize
Bloomingdale's impact on Vicki Morgan. To
be the child and the dowager at the same
time, in the same body, is a difficult maneuver.
Alfred, I could see, had made her into a lady—his
lady—a coltish, sexy teenager, who was
conversely embellished with old-world
manners and charm. Having captured her when she was just a baby of seventeen, he'd taught her some
of what he knew, but she took the rest of
it from there. When alive, he lavished her
with money and protection, but left her unprotected when he died
nearly thirteen years later.

She talked and I talked,
and the hours passed by unnoticed. I had
not expected her to open up so readily, nor


had I expected to remain
so long in her company. I'd figured I'd
spend only a couple hours listening to my share of the
trials and tribulations of Vicki Morgan. But as
the night passed, I began to understand
her and see that special aura that makes legends out of certain
people. I also understood that legends can
be spawned from tragedy, and those who are
part of it have little control of their fate.

As I spoke with Vicki that
first night, I saw the wheels turning, her
eyes burning with suspicion as she watched me for any signs of deception. Still, she rambled on,
rummaging her way through her personal
history like a hobo at the city dump. She
had no idea where to begin her story, and stammered in a desperate search for form and
continuity. She was frustrated and
confused, frightened and vulnerable. She
was determined to protect herself from additional
emotional injury. Yet she was able to put her
fears and doubts aside and bear down on
her memories, adding life and character to
the things she had to say.

Vicki's profession was
conversation. She was used to talking in
marathon sessions. She had mastered the technique of wearing people down by engaging them in
lengthy dialogues, so words were repeated
and subjects recycled until exhaustion took hold and any lies and
ill intentions were finally revealed. Then
she had them, ensnared by contradiction,
fearful of her rejection. This, I suspected, was
how she often got her way.

Vicki had once been a
tomboy, and some elements still remained.
It made her funny and sassy and more complex. She was aware of herself as the renegade and used such
traits to her advantage. It helped her project
herself as willful and strong. She had
learned to act tough while still a baby,
and years of practice had taught her to meld her
tough kid's persona with her more worldly,
feminine charms. She bobbed her head and
rolled her shoulders, her boyishness accented by her height and
slender frame. When she was less absorbed
with being the lady, she'd speak


earnestly, allowing the
cigarette to dangle from her sensuous
lips. She'd been the leader of the teenaged bad guys, a
real wise-ass with standards for men to live up
to. Too bad if you destroyed yourself
trying to pass her test.

"To most people I'm the
witch, the whore, someone to be afraid of.
I intimidate the men and threaten the women. And yet so few have any idea what it's been like for me. Not
as simple or as easy as it seems. Believe me, Gordon," she
urged, her eyes widening, her head shaking as
cigarette smoke curled from her mouth.
"It's all kinda funny in a sad sorta way.
I'm really somebody who nobody knows anything about."
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FOR THE NEXT five days I
didn't hear a thing from Vicki Morgan. We
had agreed we'd reached no conclusion at our first meeting, except
that writing this book would be a long and
arduous process, and not something to be taken lightly.
But I knew we had reached an understanding. It
was too apparent, the exchanges came too
easily. The chemistry was right; she was
aware of my sympathies. I believed she had
been subjected to an injustice, having been openly
ridiculed and denied compensation. She deserved
something, I believed, after a dozen
years of companionship.

"There will be times when
you'll hate me," she'd said that night.
"I'm not easy, especially with something like this. I
mean, I never dreamed I'd be telling my life
story. Especially to a man, no
less."

I'd agreed, in fact, that
she had the potential to be a genuine
pain-in-the-ass. We both laughed at my observation.

"She's more than a
full-time job," advised someone who knew
her.

I hadn't argued, not after
meeting her, hearing her tell me about the
men in her life. Some were dead and the rest were still recovering from their romantic experience.
Perhaps there was an exception here and
there. I didn't want to think she was
pitching a shutout, that she was as dangerous as she first appeared. But I was now committed to the
idea of the book and even eager,
regardless of the obvious potential for
danger, be it from Vicki or those who feared what


she might have to say. In
the meantime, I waited for her call.

After several days it
came. Now that we were face to face she
let me know the truth. "You shook me up the other night," she
admitted, when we met at her house for the second time. On the telephone she had copped a plea
when I'd asked why I hadn't heard from
her. She said only that she'd been busy
and unable to get in touch.

"I started thinking," she
continued, "about all the things you were asking me. Why don't I
have any money? What made me take Alfred's
offer in the first place? I thought about
what you said, that the only thing I did wrong was not
to save any cash. That I was feeling guilty for
what I did with my life. Somehow it all
caught up to me. For three days I barely
slept."

"So what did you come up
with?"

"I want to write this
book, but the thought of it just scares
the hell outta me. It's so demanding... especially for
me. I'm a high-school dropout. I read, mind you,
but I've never written more than a
letter."

"You're a talker, with a
natural sense for story." "You think it'll
come pretty easily?"

I shook my head. "It'll
never be easy. So if it's me you intend to write it with then you
better be prepared for the work involved.
It's harder than you can imagine."

"Gordon, I know how hard
it is. People are scared of me. Or what
would happen if they had anything to do with selling my book. I had some of the best agents in town get in
touch with me. A couple even flew in from New York, just to
meet over lunch. The William Morris Agency wanted
to handle my entire package. There've been
others. Then something frightens them, and
they back off."

"All of them? You mean they don't like
money?"

"It's not that. They know
they can make a fortune off my story. It's
Betsy and her friends that no one wants to go up
against. They know everyone in power."


"I'll remember. Believe
me."

"Gerald Ford supposedly
called someone high up in the William
Morris Agency and told him they'd better not sign

me.”

"How do you know that's
true?"

"A friend, Marvin Pancoast, told me.
He works there."

"You're telling me that
people are trying to suppress this book,
but at the same time you don't believe there's a threat
to your life? You do remember what I asked you?
When we first sat down to talk? Are we
gonna get killed for this, or what?"

"Oh... it's nothing like
that," she tried to assure me. I don't
know any big secrets, just little ones here and there.
They're not worth killing us over. Don't worry,
at least half the people in Washington know what I
know."

She smiled at me. "I guess
I know some things about some people
though. But if you want to know the truth," she went on, "I'm sorry I didn't pay closer attention. I'll have
to think about who did what, and where
they did it. There was a whole lot going
on at the time."

Alfred wasn't around
anymore, and Vicki still had trouble believing it. In conversation she'd forget herself and
speak of him as if he was still alive.
There was no pretense, no whimsical
fantasy, she simply forgot that he was dead. She
would talk about him with disturbing familiarity,
providing me with a broad-based overview
of the complexities of her
story.

Vicki, I came to learn,
was Alfred's creation. In many ways he was
good for her and in others he was the cause of her downfall. While she was still a kid, he so shaped
her perspective that she could never
accept another point of view. Whenever she
tried to change her lifestyle, he was there to distract her. He
ruined her marriages and destroyed her relationships. He made her
his mistress and trained


her to sit by the phone
and wait for his call. At night he was noticeably absent from her life, as he attended with his
wife Betsy the social and political
functions that a couple with their status
was obligated to attend. On those restless nights, Vicki went out and often got into trouble.
Eventually, she claimed, she realized she
was trapped and being driven insane. But
during the twelve years they spent together, they shared a relationship so unique and so
complex it approaches the surreal. It was a love
fraught with contradiction, provoking
obsessions and pathological jealousies.
Ultimately, it would kill them both.

When speaking to me about
herself during those early sessions, her
voice was filled with sadness and irony. "I'm one of the world's
greatest shoppers," she declared. "I can tell you what's where, and what you have to pay to get it.
I know Rodeo Drive and all the department
stores like the back of my
hand.

"I used to make u-turns in
the middle of Rodeo Drive because I
spotted something, no...thought I spotted something in a window. Even though I didn't need a damn
thing more. I have clothes in my closets
with the price tags still on them. Brand
new. Never worn. Just something for me to do.

"It got so crazy that I
used to call the stores and buy over the phone. I bought
refrigerators, gas ranges sight unseen. I used to tell them to send me the most expensive one. No
one had ever told me that the most
expensive is not always the best. I figured... hell, if it's more
money it has to be better quality. I'm
really naive in many ways. It's like yesterday I was seventeen and
woke up to find I was thirty years old."

Vicki took a deep breath
as she stared inquisitively in my direction. "You want to know what I did for the last
ten years? That's it. I went shopping with
Alfred's money."

"And now you want to write a book," I
interjected.

She flicked her ashes and
smiled at me. "I can see it already.
You're as tough and selfish as I am. But you're the


one who understands me,
who knows what I'm talking about. Wouldn't
it figure it would come down to someone like you?"

"I'd never be as dumb to
think of myself as your very first choice.
What happened anyway? You would think you would have throngs of writers and agents driving up here
in buses. All the silence and emptiness
makes me wonder why I'm the only one here
in the audience."

She grew more serious as
she hesitated and let me wait for her
reply. "Gordon, I told you before... I have one helluva story to tell. I was the object, alright. Men used
to fight over me. I was the prize, honey.
I was a symbol of power and status. And I
was Alfred's mistress. That's what kept me
entertained. Kept Alfred on his toes. He knew not
to push me too far."
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