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Blake and Krystle’s bedroom

Blake and Krystle were lying in bed and reading. Both were still too uptight to sleep. While Krystle was thinking about the trip to New Zealand, Blake had suddenly started to wonder if he had made the right decision.

“Maybe we should get some sleep.” Krystle murmured after she’d thrown a look at the clock that read 1:30 AM. Blake sighed, shook his head and got out of bed.

“I can’t sleep.” Blake replied and opened the window to get some fresh air. Krystle could imagine what was going on in Blake’s head. 

“Are you thinking about Adam and Jeff?” She asked carefully, getting out of bed too. Blake started pacing the room a little and eventually nodded. 

”Yes, in fact I do. After the announcement, Adam didn’t say a word for the rest of the evening. And as soon as we finished dinner, he left. I’m afraid he’s very upset and takes my decision personal. Blake frowned and crossed his arms. He had never meant to hurt his first-born son. He only had done what he thought was the best for Denver Carrington’s future. 

Krystle approached Blake from behind and softly laid her arms around him.

”Of course Adam is upset and disappointed right now, Blake. You would feel the same way. But he also knows how much you love and respect him. And eventually he will understand why you made your decision.”

Blake turned around, still looking worried. “Maybe you’re right, but you know how difficult Adam can be when feels hurt or left out. He becomes very impulsive and does things, he regrets afterwards.” Blake looked over to the drawer with the pictures of his family. He started worrying even more when he remembered the quarrels and misunderstandings Jeff and Adam had had in the past. “I wished there would be somebody, who’d keep an eye on them while we’re away. That would already calm me.” Blake said. 

Krystle smiled at him. Sometimes Blake still worried about his grown up children as if they were kids. 

“Jeff and Adam are both grown up men, honey. They certainly won’t always share the same point of view, but they don’t need a babysitter.” Krystle said, stroking Blake’s face. “But they will get along.” 

“I hope so.” Blake said.  

The Carrington Mansion, entrance

Jeff couldn’t sleep. He was too excited about Blake’s decision to make him the new Chief Executive of Denver Carrington. He left Fallon sleeping in their bed and went to check on Lauren.

After finding her room empty, Jeff became angry. “Damn it! I told her she’s grounded.” He said to himself. He stepped down the stairs and bumped into Gerard.

“Gerard, have you seen Lauren?” 

“No sir, I haven’t seen her since she came home from school.”

Angrily Jeff walked over to the credenza and picked up the phone. He called Lauren’s cell phone, but hung up after several rings. Of course she wasn’t answering. “Damn it! When I get my hands on her I’ll …” He started when he heard a glass crash in the study. He ran down the hallway, hoping to find Lauren.

He opened the door and found Adam standing at the bar, pouring himself a drink. Jeff wondered how many drinks Adam already had. He knew Blake’s announcement had been a disappointment for Adam. It was understandable that his pride was hurt. After a moment of consideration Jeff entered the room. “Are you alright, Adam?” He asked as he joined him at the bar.

“Do me a favor and get lost, Jeff.” Adam said, giving him the coldest stare he could.

“Adam, you and I need to come to some sort of understanding. Blake left me in charge. I know you are upset, but it’s important that the two of us get along. Let’s work together side by side for the sake of Denver Carrington.” Jeff offered.

Adam rolled his eyes. “Please, spare me your drivel!”

But Jeff didn’t give up. “We’ve had our differences and we still do, but we have a chance to start over. Let’s bury the past and focus on the future.”

“How touching of you!” Adam remarked sarcastically.

Jeff frowned. “I’m really trying here, Adam. I know Blake’s decision hurt you, but try to respect it.”

“You’re really enjoying this, do you, Jeff? I wonder when you finally will realize that I haven’t the faintest interest to cooperate with you. Listen, I don’t give a damn! Do you get that?” Adam shouted at his brother-in-law.

“I really thought we could resolve this reasonably, but I guess I was wrong. You’re obviously not interested. I should have known it.” Jeff said and walked out of the room.

“Only over my dead body, Jeff Colby! I’m going to make your life a living hell. I will do whatever it takes to make Blake see that he chose the wrong man.” Adam called after Jeff. “Damn you, Jeff! Damn you!”
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The Carlton Hotel, Sable Colby’s suite

Monica sat stunned as her mother told her the truth. Three men, two she knew and one a complete stranger could be her father. Sable explained the situation to her, but the impact of her words would take days to impact her. 

“Things were happening so fast back then. I thought your father …” Sable paused. “I mean Jason, I thought he loved me. But the moment Phillip left for Korea, he crawled into bed with that slut of a sister of mine Frankie.” She said. “I slept with Jason the night before I found him in bed with Frankie.” Sable continued. “Neither one knew I had seen them.”

“But you acted so surprised during Jeff’s trial, when we found out he was Jason’s son.” Monica interjected, reliving the past hurt. She missed the man she had called daddy.

“I blocked it out of my memory; it was part of the plan.”

“What Plan?” Monica asked.

“Phillip’s and mine,” Sable looked towards her daughter. “After I saw them together, I wanted to get back at them both. So I flew to Hong Kong, and Phillip met me there. I told him the truth, what his wife and my husband had done, and during our pain we slept together, each one of us comforting the other.” Sable paused again. “And we formulated a plan: Frankie called Phillip and told him she was pregnant and well we came up with an idea to exact revenge on Jason and Frankie.”

“Mother, this doesn’t make sense.” Monica didn’t understand.

“But it will explain a lot, just listen, darling.” Sable said and stood up. “We decided that we wanted to hurt them as much as they hurt us. So Phillip had a doctor fake his potency test. We were going to force them both to admit that they were having an affair, and make Jason give us the fortune we deserved. But …” She stopped and started to cry.

“But what?” Monica asked. “Mother, get it out. What?!”

“I went back to L.A. to pretend to be a devoting wife, but then we got word that Phillip was killed in action. I was stuck. I couldn’t continue along without him.” She poured herself a glass of water, drank it and continued. “So I went back to Hong Kong to try to get the papers the doctor promised us. But he refused giving them to me and I was crushed. Jason was there on business so I joined him. That was when I was raped by Carter Heddison, the diplomat representing Singapore.”

“Oh mother,” Monica stood up and put her arms around her mother. 

“You see? I had sex with each of them with in the same month, and back then, the doctors couldn’t pin point the exact week. Monica, any one of them could be your father.”

“God, it’s unbelievable.” Monica murmured.  

Sable rubbed her eyes. “I prayed it was Jason’s. After we found out about Phillip’s death, Frankie left the house, and Jason seemed so loving. I stopped my plan to get back at him, and it would have stopped there if Frankie and Jeff had never come back into our lives.” She explained. 

“Oh God, I’m so sorry…”

“Oh Monica, I don’t know what to do, if Jason really isn’t your father, then either Phillip or Carter is. And with Phillip dead, and this lunatic Heddison… what is Miles’ chance to survive?” 

“We have to find Heddison, mother. We have to find him for Miles’ sake.” Monica said.

Downtown Denver, an apartment – The next morning

The sunshine that came through the windows woke Lauren up. She looked around, dizzy. She couldn’t remember were she was. It took her a few minutes to recall what had happened the previous night. Ricky and his friends had convinced her to come with them to this abounded apartment where they had used the cocaine. She had tried to talk Ricky out of it, but he had only laughed and told her to relax and enjoy. She also remembered that his friends had mixed the cocaine with another stuff that she didn’t know, and they all had gotten high.

Ricky was lying on a sofa. He was still sleeping and Lauren guessed he was still drugged as well. She stood up and approached him.

“Ricky? Rick, wake up! It’s morning already!” She called, but Ricky didn’t move. “Damn you, Ricky! I need to go home, wake up!” She raised her voice. Ricky murmured something. Lauren looked around her and walked into the kitchen. She found an empty bottle and poured water into it. Then she went back into the living room and splashed the cold water in Ricky’s face. The boy jumped up, screaming and swearing.

“Are you nuts or what?! God!” He shouted.

“You let me no choice. Now take me back home!” She demanded, ignoring his wet clothes. 

“You really are crazy, hmm?” He yelled at her, taking his shirt off.

“Take me home, Ricky1 My parents are probably looking for me already.”

“So what? Tell them you had fun!”

“Sure, I’ll tell them I took drugs and spent all night with a gang of idiots!” She shouted at him.

“Well, you did have fun; we all had. I’m telling you, this stuff is something special. We need to buy some more of that. This feller from the bar is really cool; he’ll make us a good price. I think we can trust him.”

“If you expect me to give you any more money – forget it! You spent everything I gave you, and it was a lot!”

“Stop crying, little rich girl! You can easily raise more cash.” 

“I’ll get nothing if my parents find out that I was out all night. So take me home, Ricky. Now!” 

“Alright, alright! Jesus! Let me have a drink first.” He said and looked for a full bottle of beer between all the empty bottles on the table. 

“There’s nothing here, you drank up everything! Now come on, let’s go!” She ordered him again.

“Okay, we’re going, okay!” He picked the keys up from the table and they walked out. 

The Carrington Mansion, lounge

Fallon and Jeff had been up all night. After his argument with Adam, Jeff had returned to his and Fallon’s bedroom and woke up his wife. They had spent the night in uproar searching for Lauren, but to no avail. Jeff had even driven to a nightclub that Lauren had mentioned. 

“I understand, Officer. Thank you.” Jeff hung up the phone. “They won’t even consider her missing before twenty four hours passed.” Jeff explained what the police officer had just told him.

“Jeff, I’m really scared. Remember our argument with Lauren yesterday. Did you notice all the hatred in her eyes? What’s the matter with Lauren? Where the hell is she?”

Jeff put his arms around his wife to comfort her. “I don’t know, but we’ll find her.”

Krystle walked into the lounge. “Any word on Lauren yet?”

Fallon shook her head, “No.”

“I’m sure she’ll turn up soon. You know how teenagers are; I mean look at Krystina.” Krystle tried to calm her.

“Yes, and that’s exactly what worries me.” Fallon mumbled.

“Fallon, I’ll drive around, continuing to look for her. Stay here and call me if you hear anything.” Jeff kissed Fallon.

“Be careful, Jeff.” She called after him.

“Bye, Krystle!” Jeff said and walked out of the door. 

”Oh God, this girl is driving me nuts!“ Fallon angrily said to Krystle. “She doesn’t listen … neither to Jeff nor to me. She comes home in the middle of the night from God knows where. Her school marks got bad...“ Fallon sighed and touched her forehead.

“She’s in a difficult age right now.” Krystle replied. “She’s testing her limits and how far she can go with you.”

Fallon looked up. “I know. It worries me how much she reminds me of myself when I was her age.” She admitted.

Suddenly the phone started ringing. Fallon quickly reached for it, hoping it was her daughter.

“Hello?!....Oh, okay, thank you. I’ll tell my father.” Fallon hung up. “It was Blake’s pilot confirming the flight for tomorrow evening. Are you nervous?”

“I’m not sure about this trip at all, Fallon.” Krystle replied looking a bit worried. “Maybe I should cancel it and let Blake fly alone. I trust him and I know he wouldn’t do anything that would hurt me.” 

“Krystle, I would advice you against it.” She stated. “Believe me I know this woman and I know the shows she puts on to get what she wants.” Fallon was convinced that Patricia meant nothing but trouble. She had seen the way Patricia used people to accomplish her goals. In that sense she was similar to Alexis. They both could be sweet as honey and the next second stab a knife in somebody’s back. “I really don’t want to worry you, but I’m sure Patricia is after Blake. She was obsessed with the idea of becoming Mrs. Blake Carrington. She loved father’s power and fame. But that was all she loved. You have to fly with them. Maybe you can find out more about her, when you’re in New Zealand.”

“Fallon, you know it’s not my nature to dig in somebody else’s private sphere. Besides, Patricia and Blake will be around. They’ll get suspicious.”

“But maybe you can talk to some of Patricia’s friends and find out what she has done the last few years. Krystle, you wouldn’t want the same thing to happen like when my mother came back to Denver, would you?!” Fallon looked at Krystle, whose eyes lit up again.

“I won’t let another woman come between Blake and me again.” Krystle replied. Even though she trusted Blake and she had decided to give Patricia a second chance, she’d immediately intervene when her husband’s ex-girlfriend would try something.

Krystle and Fallon stopped talking, when they heard voices in the hallway. Fallon frowned and looked at Krystle. “If this is my daughter, she better has some good explanations.” She said and headed for the hallway, where she found Lauren and Gerard arguing.

“You don’t have to tell me anything, Gerard. It’s none of your business.” Lauren barked at the majordomos, who had obviously suggested calling her parents when she was out for a longer time.

“Lauren!” Fallon called angrily. Lauren jerked when she heard her mother’s voice.

“I’m sorry, Gerard, she’s being a spoilt brat.” Fallon apologized, staring at her daughter.

“Young lady, I’ve had enough of this behavior of yours. We’re going have a little talk in your room, now.”

“But Mom, please let me explain …” Lauren tried to sound desperate and hoped to calm her fuming mother.

“NOW!!!” Fallon shouted, accepting no objection. Then she followed her daughter up in her room.

Alexis’ Penthouse

Alexis stood at her desk in the sunken den, getting ready for the office. She put some files into her leather briefcase, when the elevator doors opened and Adam entered her penthouse. “Good morning, darling! What a nice surprise.” She greeted him.

Adam walked toward her and kissed her cheek. “Good morning, mother!” He returned the greeting.

Alexis could smell the alcohol in his breath. “Are you alright?” She inquired with concern in her tone.

“I’ve been better.” He replied dryly and walked over to the bar, where he poured himself a Scotch. He took the drink and downed it within seconds. Thoughts of the previous night raced through his head as he looked at the empty glass. He felt humiliated and defeated.

Alexis watched him, refilling his glass and spilling a bit. The alcohol began to affect his coordination. “Adam, you’re drunk!” She said, looking at him reproachfully.

Adam turned to face her. He held his glass of Scotch and placed it to his lips. “Don’t look at me like that, mother.” He said, taking a sip.

His drinking worried Alexis. “Something is obviously wrong, why don’t you just tell me?” She said, approaching him.

Adam hung his head. “Father offered Jeff the position as chief executive of Denver Carrington last night.” He lifted his head and looked at Alexis, who was visibly surprised.

“Blake is retiring?” She asked in disbelieve. She could rather imagine Blake dying in a boardroom than in bed.

“Yes,” Adam nodded and emptied his glass.

Alexis looked into his eyes and could see the hurt in his. She felt for him. “I’m sorry, darling. I can imagine how that makes you feel.”

Adam gratefully accepted her embrace. He knew his mother was the only person he could talk to openly about his feelings. “Denver Carrington is mine, it’s my birthright! I’m his son! But for Blake Jeff came always before me!” He said angrily.

“Darling, did you really believe he would choose you?” Alexis asked, caressing his head. As much as she was surprised about her ex-husband’s decision to retire, as little did Blake’s decision regarding his successor surprised her. In secret she knew she probably would have taken the same decision.

Adam pulled away. “Yes, why not! I’m as good as Jeff. I’m as good as everybody of this family.” Adam said, almost shouting. His self-confidence was still weak. Even after all these years he couldn’t forget that he wasn’t raised as a Carrington, after he had been kidnapped as baby. He turned to the bar again and placed his glass down.

“I know you’re as good as Jeff.” Alexis assured him. “I watched all those years how hard you tried to please your father and how hard you fought for his acceptance. But when will you realize that you will always be only your father’s second choice … or his third, because he doesn’t trust you. And he never will forgive you the things you did in the past, because Blake Carrington never forgives anybody anything.”

Adam felt like crying. His mother was right. He had been a fool to believe he would inherit his father’s company. He reached for the bottle of Scotch, wanting to drown his sorrows and hurt in alcohol.

Alexis took the bottle out of his hand. “Adam, don’t do that to you. Stop drinking, please!” She begged. Then she put her hand on his back to comfort him. “I love you and I don’t want to se you hurt, darling. Why don’t you come back to ColbyCo?” She offered.

Surprised, Adam looked at her.

“Remember, when you first came to Denver and you told your father and me who you are. Who accepted you first?”

“You, mother.” Adam replied.

“I immediately knew that you’re Adam ... my first-born son. I loved you from the first moment I look at you, and unlike your father I understand and respect you. Forget Denver Carrington, darling. ColbyCo has much more to offer. Remember what a great team we were.” She said, looking at him with pleading eyes.

Adam was torn. “Yes I remember.” He said smiling. He thought about all of the good times they had had together. “But now the great team consists of you and Steven.” He reminded her. The idea of working side by side with his younger brother at ColbyCo was as bad as the idea of working together with Jeff and LB at Denver Carrington.

Alexis sighed. “Steven is no problem. ColbyCo is big enough for both of you. Besides, he’s your brother. I thought you made peace?”

“Mother, I don’t want to be ungrateful. I really do appreciate your offer.” Adam stated.

“But?” Alexis asked. Her disappointment was apparent.

“Do you really want me to give up on my birthright and admit my defeat?” He asked.

Alexis shook her head in a gesture of helplessness.

“I can’t give up on Denver Carrington. I’ll prove to Blake that he made the wrong decision when he chose Jeff.”

Jim’s Apartment 

LB walked into the kitchen. Ashley was already there, making coffee. In the minute she saw him, she turned to him and they kissed.

“Hey… do you have a moment to sit with me?” She asked.

“No, I’m sorry. I’m late. I’ll just have some coffee.” He said and sat down at the table. Ashley put two cups of coffee onto the table and joined him. “Thanks,” he smiled. 

“So, what are your plans for today?” He asked.

“Looking for a job, I guess.” She replied. “I can’t take money from Jim anymore. He helped me enough.” She said, sipping her coffee.  

“I could ask my dad if there’s something to do for you at the office. Maybe you could work as my secretary?” He offered, smiling. 

“Thanks, but I rather find something else. I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“You’re right. I probably couldn’t concentrate on work if you were around.” He smiled.

Ashley returned the smile. “That’s another reason. But I was more concerned about everybody else’s reactions. I don’t think Adam or Krystina would be too thrilled. Not to mention how it would make Danny feel.” She explained.

“I don’t know about Danny; he still has to finish his graduate. But you right about Krystina; she is so arrogant lately. It’s like I don’t’ know her anymore.” 

“I guess she has a lot to deal with. I mean, your grandfather isn’t supporting her anymore financially, right?” She inquired. 

“I don’t know, and actually I don’t care. It’s her life. I only care about you.” He said, reaching out for her hand. “I love you, Ash, and I’m sure everything will work out for us. Now that the whole family knows about us, we don’t need to hide our love anymore. Finally we can show our feelings openly.” 

“I know, honey. But I still think your family is not too happy about our relationship.”

“That’s because they didn’t had the chance to see how much we love each other. And that’s exactly what I wanted to talk to you about. There is a dinner tonight, kind of goodbye for Krystle and Blake. I want you to be there.” He asked.

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea, LB. It’s too soon.” Ashley said after a few seconds of consideration.

“No, it’s not. My family should see us together, Ash. This is the only way to make them see how much we are in love. As sooner they’ll accept us as sooner we’ll move together into the mansion.” He said anxious. 

“Wait a minute, we didn’t talk about moving in there.”

“What? But you just said that you don’t want to depend on Jim’s help any longer?” He didn’t understand her objection.

“LB, I just don’t want us to rush things.” She took her cup, walked to the sink and began to clean the cup. LB followed her and put his cup inside the sink, kissing her. 

“It’s because of Danny, right? LB grew serious. “You still have a bad conscience because of him.”

“Listen honey, moving together it’s a big step for me, especially when it means living with your family under one roof. I don’t think I’m ready for that.” She said.

LB wanted to object when the phone rang. Ashley walked out into the living room and answered the call. 
“Hello?” She wasn’t too happy to hear the voice at the other end of the line. “Mother! … No, no. I’m just surprised. I am fine. Yes, I’m happy here. No, I can’t afford it right now. I’m still looking for a job. Jim is great, yes. No, mother, I’m not coming back. Listen, I have to go now. Yes, yes. Okay, Bye! Alright, mother, I said bye! Yes! Bye!” She hung up the phone angrily.

LB was standing in the doorway, listening. “I hope it’s not because of me.” He said.

“No, it’s always like that.”

“You never told me much about her. I’d be glad to meet her someday.”

“No, you won’t. Believe me, you won’t!” She said coldly and went back into the kitchen, leaving LB stunned. 

Dexter International, Dex’s office
“Good morning, Dex!” Lloyd Foster, one of the company’s directors and board members greeted Dex with a handshake.

“Good morning! I got your message, it says it’s important. What is it, Lloyd?”

“I got an interesting call from Alan Sandler this morning. Somebody offered him and all the other shareholders a lot of money for their stock. It’s the same company that’s buying up all our stock on the market. What do you think about it, Dex?”

Dex sighed. “I don’t know. Whatever they try to accomplish, they’ll know that I hold the majority of stock.” He stepped over to his desk and sat down. “What’s the name of the company?”

“Semcon Petroleum”

Dex shrugged his shoulders. “That doesn’t ring any bells.”

“They’re doing some offshore drilling at the Newfoundland coast.”

 “A Canadian company?”

“No, American. It’s run by Paul Sullivan. But he’s only the acting CEO; he doesn’t own the company.”

“Well, let’s find out what all this is about. I think we should meet with Semcon.”

Delta Rho

Krystle and Blake had just arrived at the ranch to say goodbye before they’ll leave to New Zealand. 

The two women hugged. “I’ll miss you, you know that?” Sammy Jo smiled at her aunt.

Krystle returned the smile. “I know, I’ll miss all of you too. I hope you and the babies will be fine. I feel bad about leaving you now …”
Sammy Jo cut her off. “Don’t worry, the babies and I are doing fine.” She assured Krystle. “You need to be with Blake to keep an eye on Patricia.”
“Yes, Fallon said the same. Who knows what she’s really up to? Hopefully I'll find out more soon.” Krystle began explaining.

… meanwhile at the Delta Rho office  

“Alright, Craig, I’ll see you in half an hour at my place. You bring the food. I have the beer. Alright then, bye!” Steven put his cell phone down on the desk. He picked up the file again he had been reading.

“Steven!” Blake walked into the office. He had just left Krystle with Sammy Jo.

“Hi, dad! I didn’t know you’re here.” Steven was surprised.

“We came to say goodbye to Sammy Jo. I’ve heard you’re helping her with the ranch?” Blake wondered. 

“Yes, I took some time off from the office to be with Sammy Jo.” Steven explained.

 “Really? That's wonderful!” Blake was surprised.

 “So… you and Krystle are ready for your trip?” Steven asked changing quickly the subject. Was it such a surprise that he was helping Sammy Jo when she needed him most?
“Yes, ready! It’ll be a nice change. This trip is exactly what we both need.” Blake sighed. Steven nodded in agreement. “I just hope Jeff and Adam will get along while I’m gone.” Blake continued.

“Don’t worry dad, I’ll keep an eye on them.” Steven suggested.

“No son, I can’t expect you to. You have enough on your plate right now.” Blake smiled wearily.

“I insist on it, dad. Don’t worry.” Steven smiled back.

“Thank you, Steven, it means a lot to me.” Blake said.

 “Sure dad, and who knows? A little competition is healthy. Maybe it’s even good for Denver Carrington?” Steven tried to calm his father.

“I hope so.” Blake sighed.

“You never know, they might surprise you!” Steven teased. “Well, life is full of surprises.”
Blake smiled. “Yes, like Sammy Jo's pregnancy … I’m really looking forward becoming grandfather again.” He stated.

Steven frowned. His father’s remark made him feel uncomfortable. 

“And twins too, how splendid!” Blake added.

“You know there is a chance they might no be mine.” Steven immediately regretted these words.

“I don’t care. I intend to spoil them rotten.” Blake stated.

“Like I said life is full of surprises.” Steven stated sarcastically this time. 

“You mean like who would have ever thought that I would have more grandchildren from you?” Blake shot back.

“Dad, that’s not fair. I love Sammy Jo.” Steven whined.

“You should better have thought about it before you acted so impulsive.” Blake continued.

“It takes two, dad!” Steven defended himself. “And besides, I really don’t think it’s anybody else’s business, except Sammy Jo’s and mine, okay?”

“Steven, you know I love you, and I love Sammy Jo. I just don’t want to see you two hurting each other again. We had enough of that after Danny’s birth.”

“Oh, please. Don’t remind me of that!”

“Just be careful with what you’re doing, son. That’s all.”

“Don’t worry, dad.” 

… meanwhile in Sammy Jo's bedroom

“I’m worried, Krystle. This pregnancy is so different from the one I had with Danny.” Sammy said.

“It’s natural. I’m sure everything will be fine and you’ll be out of this bed in no time.” Krystle smiled watching her niece sitting up in her bed.

 “I hope so, I’m going crazy here.” Sammy Jo complained.

 “Well, you do have two gorgeous men looking after you.” Krystle teased.

 “I do, don't I?” Sammy Jo smiled.    

“You seem surprised?” Krystle asked.

“I am. Most of the men I’ve dated had the tendency of running at the first sign of trouble. But Jim has been so gallant and supportive.  And Steven completely astonished me. I didn't expect him to drop almost everything and be with me.” Sammy Jo explained.

“Maybe this pregnancy will help you finding the right man finally.” Krystle smiled.

“You mean Jim?”  Sammy Jo asked.

“Or Steven?”  Krystle suggested.

... back at the office

“I care a great deal about her, dad. And I promised to myself I’ll do it right this time.” Steven said.

“As long as you two are happy together?” Blake smiled.

“Yes. I’m so worried about her, dad. All this uncertainty about her pregnancy... I have never been so scared. If anything happens to her...” Steven sat down on the sofa.

… back at the bedroom

“I don’t want to give up my hopes.  But this pregnancy has definitely changed him.”  

“You never know.” Krystle teased. 

 “Who knows, with Steven you never know.” Sammy Jo answered. 

 … back at the office

 “Maybe this situation will help you to decide what you really want.” Blake stated.  

“I did already, dad.” Steven replied annoyed.

“Really? Then what are you doing here?” Blake asked. 

“Actually, I was just leaving.” Steven got up.

”You’re not staying with us for lunch?” Krystle asked as she entered the room, sending a disapproving look at Blake.

“Hey, Krystle! I have plans, but thanks anyway.” Steven said.

“Steven, I’m sorry, it’s only because I care about you both.” Blake stretched his hand out. 

“I know! Have a great trip!” Steven shook Blake’s hand.

“Take care of my niece!” Krystle said as she hugged him.

“I will, bye!” Steven walked out.  

The Carlton, Patricia’s suite – A few hours later

“Hello, Blake!” Patricia said cheerfully after she’d picked up the phone. “How are you?”

“Fine,” Blake replied on the other end. “Everything went alright last night. I convinced Krystle to join us on our trip.”

“Wonderful! I’m sure we’ll have a great time together.” Patricia said flirtatious. Even though she didn’t want to keep the illusion of the possibility to spend a few days alone with Blake, Patricia had secretly hoped that Krystle wouldn’t agree to join them. After her confrontation with Blake’s wife, Patricia was sure that Krystle was most probably going to watch every step of her. That made her nervous.

“I’ll have a limousine pick you up at nine tomorrow evening. It will come and pick us up at the mansion, before we drive to the airport.” Blake said. Patricia didn’t like the idea of going back to the mansion and run into Fallon or any other family member that looked down on her. But she didn’t want Blake to know that.

“Fine, I’m looking forward to seeing you tomorrow then!”

The hell with Fallon, Patricia thought determined after she’d hung up. The hell with them all! She sighed happily and all of her nervousness was gone. She certainly wouldn’t let anybody cross her plans anymore. She turned to the bar to pour herself a glass of wine as somebody knocked on the door.

“I’m coming.” Patricia called, wondered who this could be and went for the door. Her satisfied expression immediately dropped after she’d opened the door.

“Fallon?!” Patricia said in a shocked voice.
Denver Carrington, Blake’s office
Blake had just hung up the phone when the intercom buzzed. He pressed the button, connecting him to his secretary. “Yes, Marcia?”

“Mr. Carrington, Mrs. Colby is here to see you.” She announced.

“Please send her in, Marcia.” Blake requested. He removed his glassed and got up from the desk, expecting Fallon to enter his office.

In the next moment the door opened and Alexis stepped in. “Good afternoon, Blake!”

“Alexis ...” Blake exclaimed surprised. He curiously raised his eyebrows. What was the reason for her visit? He motioned for her to take a seat and sat down in his chair again.

“Yes it’s true, Alexis, I’m leaving the battlefield.” He said, guessing she had already heard about his retirement. “I’m sorry, you’ll have to look out for a new sparring partner.” He added with a little amusement in his tone.

But Alexis didn’t laugh or even smiled. Instead her facial expression became even more serious. Blake sensed that something was bothering her.

“I’ve heard you chose Jeff as your successor?” Alexis came straight to the point.

“Yes, I think he’s the right man for the job. He’s experienced and I have full faith in him. I know Denver Carrington is in good hands with Jeff as Chief Executive and Adam as Vice President. I just hope the two will get along with each other.” Blake expressed his hope and worries. “But Steven’s offer to keep an eye on them took most of my worries away.” He added with a smile, trying to be optimistic.

Alexis uncomprehendingly shook her head. “Don’t you see what you’re doing to Adam?” She asked. Stunned, Blake looked at Alexis, but before he could say something, she went on. “You obviously didn’t notice how your disdain hurt him?” She said with reproachfully flashing eyes. “There has been so much heartache for him recently – first Kirby’s death, then his stay at the sanatorium, and his and Dana’s abduction by this insane woman ... I just don’t want to see him hurt anymore.”

“Don’t you think you exaggerate things a little?” Blake tried to calm her, but his words only upset her more.

“No, I do not, Blake! And as if your insensibility towards Adam wouldn’t be bad enough, you also need to drag Steven into it.”

Blake could feel the anger growing within her, and he too was getting fed up. “I don’t drag Steven into anything! Besides, may I remind you that this is MY company. I did what it’s best for Denver Carrington.” He said authoritatively. He didn’t want to argue about his decision with her.

“Sure ... your company, your children, your grandchildren! That’s so typical for you, Blake. Do you ever think about anybody else’s feelings?” She angrily asked.

Blake was on the brink of losing his temper. “Alexis, what actually do you want? Adam accepted my decision. He understands it. So, why can’t you?” He asked, standing up.

Tension was running high.

“Because you’re mistaken, Blake! I talked to Adam this morning. He was hurt, angry, and drunk.” She explained. “Do I need to remind you of his drug and alcohol problem, and his break down?” She expressed her worries.

“Stop that, Alexis. You’re upsetting Blake.” Alexis suddenly heard Krystle’s voice behind her. “I want you to stop with it, Alexis!” Krystle demanded. She had just entered the office, but neither Alexis nor Blake had noticed her.

Annoyed Alexis turned around. “Would you keep out of it, Krystle! That doesn’t concern you.” She hissed at her.

Krystle didn’t know what this argument was about, and quite frankly she didn’t care. She only was worried about her husband. “Blake’s health does concern me.” Krystle replied, dismissing Alexis. “The doctor said he must avoid any stress, and you causing him stress!”

Alexis rolled her eyes in annoyance. She had no intention to continue this pointless discussion. She turned back to Blake. “I said all I wanted to say. You can ignore it, but if Adam is having a relapse I’ll hold you responsible for it, Blake!” She said. Without waiting for him to reply anything, she turned and left the office.

Blake shook his head, before sitting back down at his desk.

“What was this supposed to mean?” Krystle wondered.

Blake took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I’m not sure. I need to talk to Adam before we’re leaving. Obviously he has more problems to accept my decision than I thought.”

The Carlton, Patricia’s suite

It took a moment before Patricia caught her breath again. “What do you want?”

“I want to talk to you.” Fallon replied coldly and entered the room, before Patricia even had the chance to react. Standing in the middle of the room, Fallon turned around and faced her father’s ex-girlfriend. 

“Usually people get rid of their bad habits when they get older.” Patricia said annoyed and slammed the door. “But you obviously kept your lack of manners, intentionally, I guess.” Patricia walked over to the table and lit a cigarette. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Fallon attacked her angrily, not able to ignore Patricia’s remark.

“One of the bad habits, I never got rid of.” Patricia replied dryly, pretending that she didn’t know what Fallon meant. She knew that would make Fallon even angrier than she already seemed to be. 

“Oh, drop the act, Patricia.” Fallon almost shouted. “You know exactly why I’m here. I want to know what you want from Blake?” 

Patricia sighed and rolled her eyes. “So, you not only lack of manners but also of communication. If you had talked to your sweet stepmother, who happened to ask me the very same question a few days ago, you’d know. I’m planning to do business with your father.”

Fallon couldn’t stand the arrogant way Patricia was talking to her. 

“You’re such a liar. Do you really think Blake and Krystle are so stupid to believe any of your words?!” Fallon barked.

“Actually your father does believe me and trusts me enough to invest a lot of money in my company. I don’t understand why you and Krystle can’t accept that.” Patricia barked back. Although she’d always tried to stay as diplomatic as possible, Fallon provoked her so much that she couldn’t help but getting mad.

“Because we are not blind. Believe me, it’s only a matter of time until Blake realizes what you really are.” Fallon hissed and then added provokingly calm. “The last time he didn’t get the chance to, because you were gone suddenly.”

Angrily Patricia stubbed out her cigarette and walked towards Fallon.

“Listen you little tramp, you’ve already destroyed my future with Blake once. I won’t let this happen again. Do you understand me?” She hissed. Her eyes were glowing furiously and her voice sounded determined. 

A moment passed by where none of the women said something but only stared at each other.

Then Fallon broke the silence. “You’re walking on thin ice, Patricia. If you make one wrong move it might break and you might land in jail.” She said coolly.
Now Patricia was sure that Fallon still had the pictures and she swallowed dryly. She needed a moment to gather her thoughts. “Oh Fallon, you’re so naive.” She said laughing. “Do you really think those pictures still matter to someone?! Go to the police and we might end up sharing just the same cell.” Patricia smirked, looking at Fallon whose convinced smile had dropped.

Now it was Fallon who swallowed dryly. She knew she had committed a punishable offense back then when she didn’t report the car accident that caused somebody’s life to the police. But she wouldn’t leave, before she hadn’t made sure that Patricia wasn’t going to cause any harm to Blake and Krystle.

“There are other ways, Patricia. If you hurt Blake or Krystle you’ll regret it!” Fallon almost spat those words out. Then she turned and headed for the door.

“Blake and Krystle are coming with me to New Zealand. And whatever you try to fight me, just make sure it doesn’t backfire, Fallon.” Patricia called after her. Then the door slammed shut and Patricia was alone again.

Downtown Denver, apartment building
Caress’ former lawyer Kenneth Maher was about to leave his apartment when he heard someone ringing his doorbell. He opened the door and found Steven Carrington standing outside. “What do you want?” He asked nervously.

Steven didn’t hide his disdain. “I think you and I need to talk, Maher.” He replied shortly.

The man threw a quick glance at his watch. “This is a bad time. I’ve got a meeting with a client that I can’t miss.”

“This should only take a minute, Maher. I think you’ll be interested in what I have to say.” Steven insisted.

The lawyer sighed and hesitantly agreed. “Okay, what is it you want to talk about?” He asked, motioning Steven in.

“I know that you took part in my aunt’s scheme against my mother.” Steven stated. “You lied about Caress’ will. She never intended to change it in favor of Powers and give him control over the majority of ColbyCo stock ...    just as little as she really intended to give her shares to my mother. Admit that it’s all part of a plan to bring my mother in jail.” He added.

Maher shook his head. “I haven’t the faintest clue what the hell you’re talking about.”

Steven’s anger increased. “My Mother will get convicted for a crime she didn’t commit, because you gave false evidence. I expect you to say the truth and retract your testimony.” He demanded.

Maher let out a laugh. “When hell freezes over! You must be crazy, Carrington!”

Steven felt the urge to slam his fist into Maher’s face, but managed to control himself. “Not as crazy as you think!” He said, throwing a large brown envelope with the photos which the private detective had provided onto the desk.

“What’s that?” The attorney asked, pointing his head at it.

“Well, take a look!” Steven said with a tinge of disgust in his voice. 


Curiously, Maher took the envelope and pulled out the photos of him abusing a small girl. Shocked, his eyes grew wide and his jaw dropped. He was appalled. “Oh God!” He muttered. These photos revealed his darkest secret. Maher felt like a bullet entered him.  “You bastard! Where did you get them from?” He hissed, swallowing hard.

“That’s irrelevant. All you need to know is that I have them, and if anybody else finds out about this, then you’ll be spending a long time in jail.” Steven stated.

Maher got the picture. “Are you blackmailing me?”

“Call it like you want, Maher!” Steven replied.

Maher’s mind raced. He couldn’t let that happen. He stepped over to the fireplace and threw the photos into the flames.

Steven didn’t even try to stop him. “Don’t bother, these were only caps from a tape that we have.” He said calmly. “But I’m sure we can compromise here.”

The man turned around and Steven could see a wave of panic sweep over his face. “I can’t do it. If I admit that I gave false evidence I’ll lose everything – my reputation, my license as attorney ...”

Steven cut him off. “But isn’t that a small price compared to going to jail for child abuse?”

“What guarantee do I have that you won’t give the tape to the police anyway?” Maher asked, knowing that he stood with his back to the wall.

“None,” Steven replied coldly.

Kyle and Krystina’s Apartment – The next morning 

“Good morning, sleepy beauty!” Kyle called happy when he walked out from the bathroom and found Krystina sitting up in bed. “Did you sleep well?” He asked, kissing her.

“Yes… I was so tired last night.” She answered. 

“Well you worked hard all day.” He teased her. 

“Hey, it’s not fair! I told you already I’ll start looking for a job.” She cried out.

“I’m just kidding, relax!” He said while getting dressed. 

“Still… you’re right. I need to find a job soon. I can’t expect you to pay for the two of us.” She said.

“What about your father’s company? He told you how happy it would make him if you’d work for Denver Carrington.” It was the first time he brought up the subject. He knew Blake still loathed him. But he loved Krystina and he didn’t want their marriage to affect Krystina’s relationship with her father.

“I can’t work there, Kyle. It would be like admitting a failure. I didn’t even consider it when you were still unemployed, so why should I now?” She didn’t understand why Kyle brought up this subject now. 

“Tell me something. If we weren’t married, what would you do today? Working? Going to school?”

“I don’t know. Why?”

“Krystina, tell me the truth. We never really talked about that, but I’m sure you had pictured your future differently. What were your plans after high school?”

“Kyle ...”

“No, let me, please.” He put his hand on her shoulder and continued. “Look, I think you should go on with your plans regardless our marriage. I don’t want you to change your plans or spoil your future because of me. I love you and want to see you doing something with you life.” 

“Kyle, I’m happy with our marriage.”

“You’d be happier if you’d study and find a decent job. I know that.”

“I don’t get that. Where does this comes from suddenly?” 

“I guess after you told me about the dinner with your family last night. I’m sure your parents would love to see you going to college and working for Denver Carrington some day. Maybe you should talk to them before they’re leaving for New Zealand.” He suggested. 

“Do you really think so?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Well, I could go and see them tonight, but I don’t know if I want to talk to them about that, Kyle. As long as they’re not willing to accept you as my husband ...”

“It doesn’t matter, honey. We are talking about you, not me, okay? I want you to think about your future.” He said and stood up. “I have to go to work now. Don’t wait for me, it could get late tonight. Go and say goodbye to your parents and talk to them about that. Okay? I’m sure you’ll make them happy.” He said, gave her a kiss and walked out, leaving her thinking.

Denver Carrington, Adam’s office

Dana sat beside Adam as they went over the plans for Senator Orloff’s new urban renewal project. Adam smiled for the first time since last night. Dana was happy and it pleased Adam very much. He loved her and wanted to do anything to make things between them work. Although Blake had let him down by not appointing him CEO, he knew Dana would stand by him no matter what.

The phone rang and Adam picked it up. It was Joseph. “Hello Joey!” He paused. “No, I’m not coming home for dinner tonight. Dana and I have a lot a work to do.”

“But daddy, I thought you were going to take me to the movies tonight.”

Adam frowned. “We will have to do it some other time son. I have a lot to do. I promise I’ll make it up on you, okay son?”

“Fine,” Joseph hung up, angrily. First, his father missed two of his soccer games because Dana and now movie night, Joseph thought. “It won’t be easy to get rid of you, Mrs. Warring.” Joseph said to himself.

Back at the office, Adam was completely blinded to the fact that Joseph didn’t like Dana. He stared at her again with a smile upon his face.

Dana looked up. “It’s good to see you smile.”

“Why shouldn’t I smile?” Adam said. “I have a lovely partner like you to work with.”

“I just thought that since last night, you would be a little more upset.” Dana didn’t know about Adam’s drinking or his fight with Jeff. 

“Why should I be upset?” Adam asked innocently.

“Adam, it’s me you’re talking with. I know how much you wanted to take over as CEO.”

Adam turned and looked in the eyes. “I think Blake will see Jeff’s true colors soon enough. I have nothing to worry about.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” Jeff called form the door, and startled Adam and Dana.

“Well, well, speaking of the devil!” Adam called.

“Look Adam, I want to make this work, okay? I meant what I said to you last night. We can be a real partnership, but I won’t stand for any more of your dirty tricks.”

“Jeff, see that door behind you, why don’t you use it?” Adam pointed to the door.

Jeff noticed how uncomfortable Dana looked. He couldn’t understand. “I’m sorry, did I interrupt you at something?” He asked her.
“Actually Jeff, I hired Dana as chief architect for the Urban Renewal project.” Adam announced.

“Oh, I wasn’t aware of it.” Jeff stepped forward. “Don’t get me wrong, Dana, I’m glad you are working for us, but I didn’t know we decided to go ahead with the Orloff Deal.”

“Blake approved it months ago, and put me in charge. So if you’ll excuse us, we will get back to work.”

“Well, look over the plans and then the two of you set up a proposal, and let me take a look at it next week.” Jeff turned for the door. “I’m glad you are here Dana. Have a nice day.” Jeff said and walked out. 

Adam got up. “Excuse me for a moment.” He said to Dana and followed Jeff out into the hall. “Jeff!” He called after him. Jeff stopped and looked at him.

“You listen to me, and listen carefully! I’m in charge of this project, and if you think I’m going to answer to you, then you are even more delusional that I thought!”

“Now you listen to me, Adam. I’m in charge now, whether you like it or not. So we can work together peacefully and quiet, or you could choose the other way… and believe me, you don’t want this way!” Jeff turned to go into his office.

“Don’t count on that, Jeff… don’t count on that at all!” Adam murmured to himself. 

La Mirage, Roman’s office

Roman sat behind his oak desk, when he heard the knock at the door. “Come in.” He said.

“Roman, I need your signature on these purchase orders.” Fallon said as she strolled in.

Roman looked up, as she handed him the documents. “Okay.” He picked up a pen and in silence signed the papers. “Anything else?” 

“No, that’s all.” Fallon said. “Look, I hope you are not still mad about the other night.”

“Well, no, of course not. You wanted our partnership to be strictly on a business level, and so it shall be.” Roman said with a smile. “And I’m sorry if I crossed the line.”

“Apology accepted.” Fallon smiled. “As long as our relationship it strictly platonic.” Fallon said.

“Very well.” Roman answered and as Fallon left the room He flashed upon his past.

Roman shook away the memories of his father. That all seemed so long ago. He hadn’t been able to patch things up with Fallon. Blake did everything he could to convince Fallon to leave Roman, and when Eric asked Blake to help him saving his business – Blake refused. His father blamed him for his own business failures. He succeed to save his business eventually, but cut Roman off from his will, and when he died, Roman found out his father left everything to his brother and made him the sole beneficiary. He had to work in the streets and climb up slowly. Now he was back in Denver, ready to make Fallon sorry for what she has done to him. He picked up the phone and dialed a number.

 “Hartford, have you checked the market yet?”

“I’m afraid that there are very few outstanding shares in La Mirage left, certainly not enough for you to take over the hotel.”

“Damn it, Hartford. That’s not the answer I was looking for.”

“The only good news that I have is about Sable Co.”

“And what is that?”

“Sable Co is the parent company of Sable Colby, right now about forty percent of its stock is being traded on the market as we speak.”

“Well maybe I can go through the back door.” Roman thought. “Buy up every available share.” Roman hung up the phone. One way or the other he was going to get what he wanted, even if he had to ruin Sable Colby for it.

A parking lot near the police department

Kenneth Maher and his attorney got out of their car. Maher glanced at his watch, before he looked around. He was worried. Would Steven Carrington keep his word?

“What are we waiting for, Kenneth? I know there is more than you told me, and I would feel better if ...”

Maher cut him off. “Jerry, please stop it. I told you everything you need to know. Don’t ask me any questions. I know what I’m doing.”

After a few minutes both men noticed a young courier approaching them. “Mr. Maher?” He asked.

“Yes,” Maher replied.

“I have a delivery for you, sir.” He said, handing a small package to him, before leaving without another word.

Maher tore it open quickly and retrieved a tape. Relieved he nodded at his attorney. “Okay, let’s go in and get it over and done with.”

The Carlton, Sable’s suite

“What do you mean he is gone? He should come back later? Look, it’s really important that I’ll talk to Mr. Heddison!” Sable raised her voice into the phone. “Left? And you don’t know where I can reach him? I understand. I’m apologizing for disturbing you, sir.” She hung up the phone desperately. She had to find Carter as soon as possible. If he was Miles and Monica’s father – he could save Miles’ life. In other hand, he had raped her. How on earth should she convince him she need his help to save Miles – and don’t want to complain in the police about the rape? 

“I have to find you, Carter. I have too, for Miles’ sake.” She said with tears in her eyes as the door opened and Dex walked in.

“Darling, are you alright?” He approached her. 

“Hello, Dex!” She hugged him and tried to hide her tears. “How was your day?”

“Could be better.” Dex replied. “But I got the feeling you’re day was worst.” He said while taking his coat off. “What happened?” 

“I’m trying to find Miles’ father. He is Miles’ last hope.” She explained. Dex didn’t know all the details, and Sable saw no reason to tell him everything now. It had been already difficult enough to tell Monica the whole story. She couldn’t go through with that again. Not now.  

“Have you talked with Jason?” He asked.

“No, not yet. He is out of town. Monica is trying to reach him.”

“You want me to talk to him?”

“No, no… darling, I know you are worried, and you want to help, but I really need to do this myself. I hope you understand?” She asked.

“As long you know that I’m here for you if you needs me, okay?” He reached his hand to her cheek and smiled to her. 

“Okay,” she replied shortly. “I want to go seeing Miles, will you join me?” She asked.

“Yes… but we have to talk first, darling. There is something I need to tell you.” Dex said seriously. 

Denver Police Department
Sgt. Craig Harper and Sgt. Frank Lewis listened to the unbelievable statement of Kenneth Maher. He testified that Caress Morel had him drawn up her will in favor of her sister only a few days before her death and had asked him to predate it to the time she took over the majority of ColbyCo stock. Furthermore Maher admitted that his client had paid him to give false evidence and declare that Alexis Colby knew about her sister’s alleged intention to change her will in favor of Zachary Powers. 

Lewis was bewildered. “So what are you saying? You and Mrs. Morel manipulated the evidence against Mrs. Colby?” He couldn’t believe what he just heard. His partner’s doubts had been justified. Alexis Colby’s arrest was a mistake. She was innocent.

Maher’s voice got small. “That’s correct.”

Lewis nodded his head. “Alright, why did Mrs. Morel do all that? Why did she shot Mr. Powers? Why did she commit suicide? And why did she try to pin the blame on Mrs. Colby?” He demanded to know.

Maher shrugged his shoulders. “I’m sorry, I really don’t know. She never told me.” He replied.

“Are you telling the truth this time, Mr. Maher?” Harper asked him.

“Yes, I’m telling the truth.” He assured. “All I know is that she hated Mrs. Colby and Mr. Powers, and she once mentioned that she would like nothing more than to see her sister behind bars.”

“You know your false evidence was decisive in charging Mrs. Colby with murder!”

“I did it out of loyalty toward Mrs. Morel.” Maher explained, stubbing out his cigarette nervously. “I’m not justifying what I did. I know I made a mistake and I regret it.”

His attorney came to his defense. “My client is willing to fully cooperate now. Don’t forget he came here at his own request, although he knows it’ll have serious consequences for himself.”

“Sure. Nobody doubts Mr. Maher’s uprightness.” Harper said with a tinge of sarcasm in his voice, handing Maher the record of his evidence.

Maher glanced at his attorney, who nodded in consent. Then he scrawled his signature on the paper before him.

“Alright, I think we’re done here.” Harper said and looked at his partner. Everybody stood up.

“Yes, I think so too.” Lewis agreed while he walked over to Maher and handcuffed him. “You are under arrest for child sexual abuse in several cases. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be held against you in a court of law ...”

“Wait a minute ...” Maher protested.

His attorney was confused. “What are you talking, Sergeant?”

“We have enough evidence against your client.” Lewis explained, before he continued to read Maher his rights.

“We got a tape that shows Mr. Maher raping four girls.” Harper added.

Maher stood silently in a state of shock. “What?! Where did you get it from?” His attorney asked.

“It was anonymously sent.” Harper replied.

Slowly Maher’s shock turned to anger. “That bastard Carrington ...” He hissed. “When I go down, he’s coming with me. Steven Carrington blackmailed me ...” He stated.

Harper interfered. “Can you prove your accusation?”

Everybody looked at Maher. He was furious. “No, but I’m telling you Carrington blackmailed me.”

“Okay, we’ll follow your accusation up.” Harper dismissed him. Then he motioned two officers in uniforms to come in. The officers lead Maher out of the room. His attorney left after them.

Lewis turned to Harper. “Do you know anything about Steven Carrington’s involvement, Craig?” He inquired.

Harper hesitated. He hated to lie at him. “I don’t know more than you know, Frank.” He finally said.

Lewis knew that his partner was hiding something, but he didn’t mind. After all it had been Harper’s perseverance that had cleared up this case. “Okay, let’s go and inform Tanner.” He said, smacking his partner on the back.

“Alright, but first I would like to call Mrs. Colby.” Harper said. Lewis nodded with a slight grin, still assuming that his young partner felt attracted to their former suspect.

Harper picked up the phone and dialed the number of Alexis Colby’s office where Steven, Alexis and her attorney were waiting for his call. Alexis’ secretary put him through. Steven answered the call.

“Mr. Carrington, it’s Sgt. Harper.” He said formally.

“Sgt. Harper,” Steven greeted him equally formally.

“I wanted to inform you that Mr. Kenneth Maher admitted that he gave false evidence to the detriment of your mother. He testified that he helped Mrs. Morel to manipulate the evidence against Mrs. Colby to pin the blame for Mrs. Morel’s death on her.” Harper said.

Steven guessed that his lover’s partner was probably around and Harper couldn’t talk openly. “Alright, I understand. Does that mean the charges against my mother will be dropped finally?” He asked.

“I guess so, but the district attorney’s office isn’t informed yet.” Harper replied.

“Thanks for your call, Sergeant.”

“Don’t mention it! Have a good day, sir.” Harper finished the call.

Steven put the phone down. “It worked.” He said with a smile.

Alexis approached him and the two embraced. “Thank you, darling! I don’t know what I would have done without you.” She said.

“You’re welcome!” He replied happily.

“Good job, Steven!” Alexis’ attorney, Mat Tyler congratulated him. “Well, I think it’s over now. The prosecution has nothing in their hands anymore.”

The Mansion, hallway

“Good evening, Mr. Carrington!” Gerard greeted Adam as he came home. “Your father is waiting for you at the library.”

“Thank you, Gerard.” Adam replied dryly and went for the library. He wondered what his father wanted from him.

“You were looking for me, father?” Adam said as he stepped into the library.

Blake turned around. His thoughts were still with the conversation he had had with Alexis this afternoon. “Good evening, son! I wanted to talk to you before I leave for New Zealand.” 

“Is something wrong?” Adam asked.

Blake frowned as he watched Adam pouring himself a Scotch, but decided not to say anything about it. “I wanted to talk to you about my decision from last night.” Blake continued carefully and watched Adam downing the drink in one gulp. “I want you to know, that I didn’t chose Jeff out of personal reasons or because I think that you’re not capable of....”

With a broad but false smile, Adam quickly turned around and cut Blake’s words. “Father, you make this sound like as if I have a problem with it. I assure you, I haven’t. I accept and respect your decision.” Adam said and refilled his glass.

Blake noticed the cynical undertone in Adam’s voice. “Well, your behavior from last night made me worry a bit.” He replied a bit puzzled. Then he pointed at the drink. “And you’re drinking quite much again.”

“You’re worried about nothing, father. I just had a hard day.” Adam quickly replied and emptied the glass. Then he put his hands into his pockets and looked at his father. “Well, I admit that I was a bit disappointed when you announced Jeff as the new chief executive of Denver Carrington. But I assure you that I respect your decision.”

Blake studied his son’s face and tried to check out whether he was telling the truth or not. With Adam it was always hard to tell.

Then Adam laid his arm around his father and continued. “I can’t deny that Jeff and I never have really been friends. But I promise we’ll get along with each other. I’ll do everything to make it work.”

Blake was surprised by Adam’s attitude. Obviously Alexis had exaggerated. The empty glass on the table though worried him.

“You really don’t have to worry about anything. Jeff and I will give our very best to continue the tradition of Denver Carrington.” Adam’s voice was lighter now.

Blake looked at his son and smiled. He was relieved to hear these words coming from Adam. Then he padded his son’s shoulders. “I’m very proud of you Adam! And I’m sure you’ll give your best.” He said, before he left the library.

Adam walked over to the window. He shoved his hands deep into his pockets and stared outside. “I’ll give my best. You’ll see, father.” He murmured.

Back at the Carlton, Sable’s suite

“What is it, Dex? Something happened to Miles?!” Sable panicked. She expected the worst. 

“No, no, calm down! It has nothing to do with Miles.” He assured her. “Let’s sit down.” He said and led her to the couch. 

“You are freighting me, Dex. What happened?” She asked nervously.

“Zach Powers passed out.” Dex finally said.

“What?” Sable was shocked.

“I’m sorry, darling.” He caressed her head, knowing that she and Powers had once been close. Even if Dex had felt nothing but disdain for Zach Powers he tried to put his feelings aside now. After all, the man was dead.
“That bloody woman! I hope they’ll make her pay for it dearly!” Sable said furiously, referring to Alexis.

“Darling, if you are talking about Alexis ...” Dex tried to explain that she was mistaken with her assumption, but he didn’t get very far.
“Of course I am! Who else?! She shot him, Dex! She killed him!” Sable yelled and stood up. Her hands trembled as she poured herself a mineral water. She hadn’t loved Zach, but he had been a friend. She felt sorrow for him.
“Sable, you’re wrong. Caress was the one who shot Zach, not Alexis.” Dex objected carefully, not wanting to upset her. He stood up and approached her. “The police talked to Zach before he died and he testified ...” Dex wanted to add, but Sable cut him off.

“You are blind, Dex. You still have feelings for her. You don’t want to believe that she’s capable of murder, but I know her ... and I know she is!” Sable said coldly. “I just hope the jury will find her guilty.”

Dex hesitated. He knew Alexis hadn’t shot Zach Powers, as little as he believed that she was responsible for her sister’s death. But he knew that any attempt to defend Alexis would upset Sable even more. Her hurt was understandable; she just had lost an old friend. He couldn’t expect her to act rationally about it, not under the given circumstances. “Darling, I’ll go to take a shower and we’ll go to see Miles, okay?” He changed the subject.
“Yes, yes, sure.” She dismissed him, still angry.
“You’ll be fine?” He inquired.
“Yes, Dex, I’m fine.” Sable assured him. Dex kissed her and walked to the bedroom.

Sable took seat on the sofa as she noticed an album placed next to her. Probably Cameron had taken it out, she thought and was about to put it back in the drawer when two photos fell down. She bent down and picked them up. Slowly she sat back down and looked at them. It were pictures of Cameron, Dex and her, which were taken shortly after Dex’s return to Denver two years ago. She smiled, remembering how happy they had been back then.
Suddenly she was overcome by a strange feeling. Some foggy memories came into her mind. She had been in the same situation before… but where and when? Slowly her memories became clearer. She could hear voices and see people dressed in costumes ...

“Mom? I’m going to see Bobby, alright?” She suddenly heard Cameron’s voice.

“Yes… sure.” Sable said. But before Cameron walked out of the door, she stopped him. “Cameron?” She called.

He turned around. “Yes, mom?”

“This album…” She pointed at it.

“Oh, that, I forgot to put it back. I’m sorry.” Cameron said.

“Who gave it to us? I can’t remember.” She asked him.

“Oh, Krystle did. I got to go now, mom. Bye!” The kid called and walked out.

Sable’s thoughts were running faster now and she began to remember. She had a flashback of herself, Blake, Krystle and Dex at a party ...

“It is just something Krystina, Cameron and I fixed up.” She could hear Krystle saying. 

“Oh Krystle, it’s beautiful. Cameron helped you with this?” She inquired.

“Yes, he provided the photos.”  Krystle said.

Where had that conversation happened? When? And why did this album stir her emotions so much?

The Carrington Mansion

“Ouch! Let me go!” Lauren screamed as Jeff grabbed her hand, stopping her from leaving the house. “You are hurting me! Stop it!” She yelled. 

“You are not going anywhere, Lauren! Your mother and I were sick with worry last night, do you know that? We were looking for you all night! In clubs, in the streets, I even called the police! We thought something had happened to you!” 

“But I am fine, see? Nothing happened to me. Now let me go. I’m going to study with Nina!” She tried to get free of her father’s grip.

“You are grounded, Lauren! You got that? I want you to stay at your room, no phone calls, nothing! Did I make myself understood?!” He yelled at her.

“My god, Jeff, the entire house hears your screaming!” Fallon interfered when she came downstairs. 

“Mom, he’s hurting me. Tell him to stop it, please!” The girl cried.

“Jeff!” Fallon looked at him angrily. Jeff released Lauren’s arm.  

“Look what you have done, my arm is blue!” Lauren yelled at him.

“Lauren, keep your voice down! What’s wrong with you?!” Fallon hissed.
“ME? He’s the one who brutally grabbed my arm. I could go to the police. You know that daddy? I’ll tell them you hit me!” 

“I’m very close to doing that, my young lady, very close!” Jeff’s eyes flashed with fury. 

“Please, both of you, calm down!” Fallon pleaded and turned to Lauren. “Your father is right. We don’t know what’s going on with you, Lauren? You changed. You’re lying to us. You’re staying out all night. You don’t talk to us anymore. We hardly recognize you, Lauren! It’s like you’re somebody else. What’s the matter with you?”

“Well, maybe because all you do lately is yelling at me. If I don’t say what you want to hear and do exactly what you want me to do, I get punished. I’m not your puppy!”

“Put your voice down, before I’ll lose my self-control, Lauren!” Jeff warned her.

“You can’t scare me, daddy! I’m not afraid of you. Maybe you still can control my brother, but it’s not working with me anymore!”

“Well, with LB we never had the problems we have with you now.” Jeff replied. 

“Of course not, because you always loved LB more then me! He got everything he wanted. He never heard a ‘no’.  What LB wants, LB gets!” She continued yelling as the door opened and LB and Ashley entered the mansion. 

“What’s going on here?” He asked.

“We were just speaking of you and why you always get what you want, while I never get anything.” Lauren replied.

LB shook his head in disbelieve. “That’s ridiculous, Lauren. And you know that?” He said. Ashley stood next to him, stunned.

“Ridiculous?! You take what you want, even if it means hurting somebody else! You couldn’t see Danny happy, so you stole Ashley from him.” She shouted at her brother. 

“Lauren, shut up!” Jeff yelled at her and almost slapped her. Just then Krystle and Blake came downstairs.

“Jeff, don’t!” Blake asked his son-in-law. 

“Why? Let him, grandpa, it’s fine! I’ll go straight to the cops!” She yelled. 

“Shut up, Lauren. Shut up!” Fallon shouted at her and took her aside. “I want you to go up to your room and stay there until I’ll call you. Do you understand? And you better be there when I check up on you!” She warned her.

“I hate you! I hate you all!” Lauren yelled at them and ran upstairs.

Fallon was desperate. Jeff tried to comfort her. “Are you okay?” He asked, caressing her back.

“Yes, yes.” She replied exhausted.

... meanwhile in Lauren’s bedroom

Lauren entered her room and locked the door. She threw herself onto the bed and began crying. She would make them sorry for this, for everything they did to her.

After a few minutes of crying she stood up and pulled a big bag out from under her bed. She walked over to her closet, took some clothes out and threw them into the bag. She zipped it shut and walked towards the large casement window leading to the balcony. She opened it and stepped outside. She leaned over the railing and looked down. It’s not so high. She thought and threw the bag onto the grass. “I can do that.” She said to herself and jumped from the balcony.

... meanwhile at the entrance
Krystina entered the mansion. Krystle was the first one to see her. A big smile came across her face when the girl approached her. “Hi, mom!”

“Krystina! What a lovely surprise! I wasn’t sure if you’ll make it tonight.” She hugged her and they walked to the living room. “How are you, honey?” Krystle asked.

“I’m fine. How are you? All set for the trip?”

“Almost. The limo will pick us up at 9:30.”

“I hope you’ll have a great time there.” Krystina smiled.

Krystle was still worried for Krystina. She wanted to know that everything was fine with her, before she left for New Zealand. “And what about you and Kyle? You two are getting along?”

“Yes. He’s working now and I too was thinking about taking a job.” Krystina said.

“Really?” Krystle was surprised. 

“Yes, I mean I finished high school. It’s about time I’ll do something with my life, don’t you think?”

“Yes, of course… I’m just a bit surprised to hear you saying that.”

“I know. Actually it wasn’t my idea. Kyle was the one who brought up the subject. He thinks I should do something with my life.”

“I agree with him. He’s right and I’m glad someone is putting some sense into.” Krystle smiled. “So… what kind of work are you looking for?” 

“That’s what I wanted to talk to you about.” Krystina said.

Denver Memorial Hospital, Miles’ room

Amanda opened the door to Miles’ room only to find him sitting staring out the window. 

“Miles, is everything all right?”

“Monica just called. She and mother are trying to find my father.”

“Well that should be good news.” Amanda said as she kissed him.

“Well it could be a lot harder than you think.” Miles answered.

Amanda frowned. “Why?”

“Because according to Monica, my father could be one of three men.” Miles said.

“Wow!” Amanda called. 

“Yes, don’t ask. But anyway… it doesn’t matter, as each day passes my chances keep shrinking.”

“Miles! I don’t want to hear you talk like that.” Amanda hit his shoulder. “They will find your father, you will make it through surgery, and everything will get back to normal.”

“Normal, I don’t want normal.”

“What?”

“I don’t want to lose you, Amanda” he told her.

“Hey… you won’t lose me. I won’t let you getting rid of me so easily you know.” She said with amusement in her voice. 

“Still, I’m not going to take any chance that it’ll happen.” Miles smiled and slipped his hand under the covers. He pulled out something. “I want to shake things up a bit.” He pulled out a beautiful sapphire and diamond ring. 

“My god, Miles, what is it?” Amanda asked stunned. 

“I can’t kneel down, you know, but still…  Amanda Carrington, will you marry me?”

Bob Wagner’s Bar 

“No, no way!” Ricky said with determination. 

“Why? Ricky, come on. I have no place to go!” Lauren begged him. She had been convinced Ricky would be happy about her decision to leave home, but the boy wasn’t too enthusiastic about the news. They were sitting at a table. He was drinking beer, she was drinking water. 

“You should have thought about that before you ran away!” He said, not willing to let her stay at his place.
“I thought you would like it!”

“Where the hell you got that impression?” Ricky played dumb. 

“I’m not fool, Ricky!”

“Oh, really?”

“You are so annoying! Gosh!”

“What do you want from me, Lauren?”

“A place to spend the night!”

“I’m not your babysitter!” 

“And I’m not a little girl!” 

“Really? You almost fooled me!” 

“Rick! Stop that! I’m serious, I have no place to go tonight!”

“Go to your grandmother.”

“Yes, sure.”

“So, find another place!” 

“Rick, don’t do that to me. Come on, it’s not fair!”

“Life isn’t fair, you know.” He said coldly and emptied his glass.

“Oh, I understand. I was welcome when you needed my money. But now that I need a place to sleep I’m a burden, hmm?!”

“Sorry, baby.”

“Thanks a lot, Ricky.” She said sarcastically and stood up. “But don’t come running to me when you need money again. I’m done with you.” She added angrily, took her bag and walked towards the door. In the doorway she bumped into a man. “Hey, watch out!” She said.

The man who immediately recognized Lauren, tried to get away from her, hoping she hadn’t recognized him too.

“Hey, wait a minute!” She called and ran after him.

“You!” She said shocked as they stood face to face.

Delta Rho

Jim wheeled Sammy Jo into the dinning room. 

“Oh Jim, wow! First the wheelchair and now this! Thank you!” Sammy Jo was shocked. The table was set for a romantic dinner for two. The white candles burned near the red rose.

“You’re welcome.  I know being cooped up in bed all day can drive one crazy. I thought you could use a change.” Jim wheeled her near the table.

“Oh Jim, you’ve been amazing through all this. Thank you!” Sammy Jo smiled.

“Well actually, I have something to celebrate. So I’m a bit selfish. I’ve been put back on the surgery rooster. I’ll start tomorrow.” Jim explained.

“Oh Jim, that’s wonderful! But does that mean you’ll be working at night?” Sammy Jo asked.

“Not yet. Why do you ask?” Jim asked curious.

“Well, I know that we agreed that once you’re better you’d go back to your apartment. But with everything that has happened, I was hoping you’d still spend your nights here. I need you here.” Sammy Jo explained.

“Sammy Jo, I would love too, but Steven…” Jim began.

“Oh Jim, don’t worry. He’s here during the day. He has a life to live.” Sammy Jo calmed him.

“Still, I don’t think he’ll agree to that.” Jim continued.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it. After all, he has someone new!” Sammy Jo explained. 

“Alright, I’m all yours at night.” Jim smiled.

Sammy Jo laughed as Jim bent and kissed her. “Oh Jim!” Sammy Jo yelled suddenly.

“Sammy Jo, what is it?” Jim pulled back.

“One of the babies kicked.” Sammy Jo grabbed his hand and put it on her belly.

“Well, I guess it approves of the kiss!” Jim smiled. 

Back at the Mansion

LB saw Blake off to the door. “Well, the limo should be here any minute.” Blake said. 

“We are going to miss you, grandpa.” LB said.

“Come on, you have your own life with Ashley now.” Blake smiled to the boy.

“I’m glad that you like her, grandpa. I know not everybody is fine with us being together. I guess that’s the reason Steven and Sammy Jo didn’t come tonight?” He remarked.

“Sammy Jo has to take it easy because of her pregnancy and Steven is really busy. It’s not because of you and Ashley, believe me.” Blake assured him. “I just hope things between Danny and you will get back to normal.”

“I hope so too. He has every right to be mad at me, but… I don’t know. I hope we’ll get over it eventually.” LB said.

“We’ll see.” Blake said as Ashley showed up.

“Hey, Ash. We just talked about you!” LB smiled.

Ashley looked at Blake, feeling uncomfortable. “Good things, I hope.” She said. 

“Always!” Blake smiled at her. 

Just when Krystle and Fallon came down the stairs the doorbell rang. “Oh, that’s probably Patricia.” Blake called and went for the door. Krystle and Fallon looked at each other.

“Good evening!” Blake greeted Patricia happily and led her into the hall.

“Good evening, everybody!” Patricia said smiling. Her smile became even broader as she looked at Krystle and Fallon. Krystle tried to smile back.

“Fallon, do you remember Patricia?” Blake asked.

“Yes, of course I remember!” Fallon replied with a fake smile on her face. 

“Okay, I guess we’re ready to leave.” Blake said, helping Krystle into her silver fox fur coat, while Fallon and Patricia looked at each other like two fighting alley cats, remembering their fight in the afternoon. Patricia’s smiled had faded and her eyes flashed with anger and despise.

“I hope you won’t miss them too much.” Patricia suddenly said to Fallon in a semi-friendly voice and a little smirk came across her lips. But before Fallon could think of an appropriate response, Blake turned to his daughter to say goodbye.

“I’m sure it’s going to be wonderful.” Patricia said to Krystle. “You’ll love the beauty of New Zealand.”

“I’m sure.” Krystle murmured and tried to sound as friendly as possible.

“Alright, everybody, let’s go.” Blake said and they headed for the door.

In the doorway, Patricia turned back around and faced Fallon. “Oh, and don’t worry, I’ll bring them back home safely.” Then she threw a large smile at her and stepped outside, leaving the fuming Fallon behind.

The Carlton, Sable’s suite 
Sable couldn’t stop thinking about the photo album and the night Krystle and Blake gave it to her as a present. She felt that something decisive had happened that night, but she couldn’t remember what. A strong headache dazed her thinking. 

“Darling? I’m ready, we can go.” Dex said, entering the room.
But Sable didn’t answer him.
Slowly Dex approached her from behind and tenderly placed his hands on her shoulders. “Sable, are you alright?” He turned her around. “Darling, what’s the matter?” He asked, caressing her cheek.

And suddenly it all came back to her ...

“Dex, what’s the matter?” She remembered asking him the same question that night too. She also remembered taking the album from him to have a look at it. His face had turned ghost white.

“This album… the pictures…” She murmured.

Just then Dex saw the open photo album on the table. He realized immediately what was going on. “Sable …” He exclaimed, sensing that she was close to remembering something. Panic took over. He had lived with the guilt and the fear for months.

She stepped away from him. He stood and watched her. Did she remember something? What did she remember?
“What were you so scared of?” She suddenly asked, turning around to face him. “You did something to me?”
Dex knew he had to tell her the truth. He tried to calm down. “Honey, listen to me. I can explain …” He started to confess.

“Sable, I can explain!” She remembered him saying these words that night too. “Oh, my god!” It all came back to her. She suddenly felt faint. Adrenaline surged through her. Her heart pounded hart and her breath quickened. She closed her eyes and remembered running away from the party and getting into Dex’s car. She heard him yelling at her. “Get out of the car, Sable!” Then everything went black.
Sable was shaking. “Why did we fight? And why did I run away?” Sable asked him, her eyes searching for an answer.
Dex opened his mouth but nothing came out.

Why didn’t he answer her questions? “I was upset with you! Why?! What did you wanted to explain to me?!” Sable was screaming now.

Just then Monica entered the suite. “Mother, is everything alright?” She asked concerned. 

“No, something is not alright.” Sable replied.
Monica looked at Dex sternly. The guilt in his eyes told her immediately what was going on. “Tell her what happened! EVERYTHING!” She shouted.
“Monica, would you stay out of it!” Dex shouted back at her.

“Oh, my god! I remember!” Sable suddenly screamed. “Dex and Monica swiftly looked up at her. Her eyes screamed with hurt and betray. “How could you do this to me? How could you?!” She cried as we …

FADE OUT… END EPISODE 32

Flashback:  Denver, Early Seventies 








“I don’t care what you say. I told you that you were going to marry that Carrington girl, and damn it, that is just what you are going to do Peter!” 





Young Peter Roman Remeringson looked upon his father with fright. “But dad, she doesn’t want anything to do with me.”





“I told you once son, that if you ever defied me-  that you would regret it.” Eric Rameringson said, “If you don’t patch things up and quickly, I will cut you out of my will for good. You got that?”





“Why is it so important for me to marry that bitch?” Young Roman asked.





“Her father is rich, you idiot! He could save our company, he is our last hope – and I am not going to give it up!”











