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The cover for the 2014 SHareCon zine is a lovely celebration of the names our boys have for each other. Some 

endearments are the same, some are halves of a whole, and others are unique to the character of each man, but 

all of them say Starsky & Hutch and the love they have for each other. 

It’s a joy to be editing this zine once again; this is my fifth zine and seventh SHareCon overall. Once again, our 

con members, supporters, and friends have come through with wonderful stories, art, poems, puzzles, and crafts, 

each of which is very different but shows the common love we have for Starsky & Hutch. I hope you have as 

much fun reading as I did compiling.  

Each creator has an email address listed. Please consider dropping them a line to let them know what you 

thought. Feedback doesn’t have to be long to be greatly appreciated.  

I’m thrilled to be one of the crazy people bringing you this year’s SHareCon and we hope that you have a 

wonderful time at the con, whether you are attending in person or with us in spirit. 

-Cyanne 

*********************************** 

 

Anne (in spite of herself) - Jane of all trades and resident Saint 

Angel- Welcome Wagon 

CC - Programming/Games 

Cyanne — WebWork/SHareCon Zine/Technical Troubleshooter/etc 

Flamingo - Mama Bird 

Keri - Organizer/Programming/Flamingo's Personal Prodder 

SHaron- Flamingo Herder/ Charity Auction 

Suzan - Art Show/Print Shop/etc. 

Taya - Party Planner/etc 

Tiranog - Games/Charity Auction/etc. 

  



Rings 
 by Lisa C 

 

Hutch wasn’t sure when Minnie had handed him Starsky’s watch and rings. She had the bag with his clothes 

and other personal effects somewhere, but had handed the jewelry to Hutch. He slid the two rings onto his 

pinkie, but since his hand was much bigger than his partner’s, they only slid halfway down. The watch went 

into the pocket of his leather jacket. 

“You can have five minutes now,” the emerging ICU nurse said to him. 

He was at his partner’s bedside in three strides. He sat stiffly in the vinyl chair, dragged close enough that his 

knees brushed the mattress. Starsky was still in a coma; there were tubes and monitors everywhere and the noise 

chilled Hutch. He picked up Starsky’s left hand, and the rings brushed against their owner.  

Setting the hand back on the mattress, Hutch placed the two rings next to it. Then he took off the moon and star 

chain he was wearing. 

“I’m putting your rings on my chain, Starsk. They won’t fit on my fingers; oh yeah, you know that. Well, on the 

chain they’ll be close to me and I’ll always know where they are.” He fastened the chain back around his neck 

and picked up Starsky's hand again. 

“You still owe me a ring, buddy. These are just loaners.” Hutch kissed the hand and set it back on the bed. 

“Wake up, Starsk. I need you.”  

Fluffing his fingers through the dark curls, he then stood and left the room. Huggy was outside the door. 

Hutch went back to the ICU waiting room with the Bear behind him. Sitting, the two were in a comfortable, if 

not depressed, silence for a few moments. 

“Do you know what those two rings are to him?” Hutch asked. 

Huggy said, “I know the silver one is from his dad. He bought it for him the last time they were at Coney 

Island.” 

“He ever tell you what the gold one is?” Hutch asked. 

“No, but then I never asked,” Huggy said. 

Hutch leaned forward, starring at the carpeting. “When Vanessa left me, all that was in our apartment were a 

pile of my clothes, my grandmother’s piano and her wedding ring on the kitchen counter.” He looked up, 
remembering. 

 

****************************************************** 

 

The door flew open, no knock. Hutch was sitting on the kitchen floor, against the refrigerator. Starsky walked in 

slowly, crossing the small living room to the kitchen doorway, taking in the empty room. His eyes landed on a 

small gold band sitting alone on top of the counter. 



He picked up the ring and put it on next to the silver one on his left pinkie. “You’re mine now.” The voice was 

firm, possessive. “She never deserved you, Hutch.” 

Hutch looked his partner in the eye. “Yours, huh?”  

“Yup. Mine.”  

“Not much worth having, according to the last owner.” 

“That’s where she’s always been so wrong. Course the fact that she could never see that explains a lot.” Starsky 

held his hand out. “Come on.”  

Grabbing the offered hand, Hutch pulled himself up. He stared at the gold band on his left hand. 

“Can we drive by the ocean?” he asked. 

“Sure,” Starsky said. 

 

****************************************************** 

 

“We didn’t really know what we had then,” Hutch said, still staring ahead at nothing. “We were years away 

from realizing, well, you know,” he finished. 

“Yeah, I do. Always thought you two were more than a little slow figuring that one out,” Huggy said. 

The two were quiet for a while. 

“Your first wedding ring in the ocean?” Huggy asked quietly.  

“As far as I could throw it.” 

The quiet returned. The sounds of the hospital were all that either heard. 

“Remember how we spent the night Vanessa was killed at your place?” 

“Sure ‘nuff. You two pounding on my door, pulling me outta a sound sleep my one night off,” Huggy said. 

“Sorry ‘bout that.” Hutch shrugged. “That night, when we were trying to sleep on your spare bed …” 

“Yeah?” 

“Starsk slipped his hand into mine and held on to me. Laced our fingers together and told me to sleep. He’d 

keep an ear open.” 

“Sounds like Curly,” Huggy replied. 

“He told me that ring meant everything to him. The fact that I let him keep something that could of pissed me 

off every time I saw it. I never looked at it like that. It felt more like he filled up an empty part of my soul when 

he put that ring on. Like the scars from her would heal faster because something so much better had stepped in 

before the cold really set in.”  



Hutch got up and walked to the window. Looking out, he said “That night, I pretended to fall asleep and rolled 

over, almost on top of him. He let me sleep like that. He knew I was awake, and I wanted to stay awake but he 

just …” He turned back, looking at Huggy. “He’s always taken care of me, Hug. People think it’s the other way 

around, but it’s not. He’s always been the stronger one, always giving me what I need even before I know what 

I need sometimes.” 

“I can’t lose him, Hug. I can’t. They told me to be prepared for brain damage, if he wakes up. Oh God, that 

wonderful, quick, weird brain of his damaged? How can that be?” Hutch fell into a chair. “How am I ever going 

to learn about natural disasters before 1950? The first steel bridge in California? Why strawberries have seeds 

on the outside? No, no, no, please God, no!”  

Huggy got up, sensing Hutch needed more than just his attention. 

Huggy put his arms around his friend while the tears that had been held back all this time finally broke through.  

“Don’t sell him short, Hutch. He’ll come through it fine,” Huggy said, although it lacked his usual intense 

conviction. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Hutch said. “No matter what happens, I’ll take care of him. Even for the rest of our lives. I 

don’t care what it takes. He deserves everything! He deserves more!” Hutch smacked the arm of the chair and 

stalked across the room to the window.  

 

****************************************************** 

 

Starsky’s awakening soothed some of Hutch’s fears, but the painkillers kept Starsky barely lucid. Even awake, 

he was considerably groggy but he always knew Hutch’s touch and face. 

Three days out of the coma, Starsky raised a hand to Hutch’s cheek and his hand dragged across Hutch’s neck 

on the way. 

“Feel that?” Hutch asked. 

“Hmm?” 

“Your rings are on my chain. Just for now.” 

“Thas ‘ood. I’d don wanna lose ‘em.” 

“No way buddy. They’re a part of me, too. He leaned in and whispered, “When I lay down and feel them on my 

neck, it’s almost like having your hand there. Not as wonderful as your hand, but it’ll have to do for now.” 

“Hava tell you somethin’. Mportant.” 

“What’s that buddy?” 

Starsky’s other hand moved on top of the blanket and Hutch laid his on top of it. “In my top dressr drawer, 

thersa blue box,” Starsky swallowed and started again. “Ifa I donna, ya know, well, it’s fer you. But open it by 

yoursef. Cuz it’s kinna soapy.” 

Hutch ran his hand through the dark curls. “Oh, baby, what did you go and do, huh?” 



“Was gunna give it to ya at my three course lobstrer dinner,” Starsky gave a smile his best effort and there was 

a small, yet perceptible squeeze of Hutch’s fingers. “But just in case, well, wear it tuh the funeral, ‘kay?”  

“Stop talking nonsense!” Hutch admonished. 

“Gotta facezit Husch. Could happen.” 

“Not if you fight, Gordo. Not if we both fight. Now stop talking like that! Attitude is a big part of this now. 

How else can you explain still being here, huh? We want you here, together with me and that’s how it’s gonna 

be!” Hutch squeezed Starsky’s hand tightly and, forgetting to check for onlookers, lightly kissed his lover’s 

temple. “There’s no other alternative possible. You and me together. We promised each other!” 

“The bad guyz dinna get the memo I guess, huh?” Starsky mumbled, starting to tire. “Jus’ promise me you’ll 

wear it at least once if I go Husch. ‘Kay?” 

“I promise I’ll wear it every day when you put it on my finger. Sleep now, pal. I’m going to grab some coffee 

and maybe even a disgusting donut in your honor. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 

“Getta big choclit one,” Starsky gave a small smile as he fell asleep. 

Comments may be sent to the author at llcampbe@att.net 
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Parry and Thrust  

by Dawnwind 
 

Hutch was top of his class in fencing at college. He loved the aggressive challenge of gripping the épée and 

driving it home.  

Teaching Starsky the basics was easy. He took to the game in less time than Hutch could say “en garde.” 

They both stripped naked, cocks at salute. 

Starsky’s first attack was clumsy, without finesse. Hutch made a feint left, lunging to grab his opponent around 

the waist. Knocking Starsky’s hand off his own lance, Hutch pushed him onto the bed. He thrust his foil home, 

encasing it into Starsky’s body. 

“You’re the master swordsman,” Starsky decreed passionately. 

Comments may be sent to the author at Dawnebeth@comcast.net  
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Come Here 

by kat-byrd 
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The Difference Between Now and Forever 
by Dawnwind 

 

Everything hurt, in a way that had absolutely nothing to do with what the emergency room doctor had just done 

to Hutch’s left arm. As a matter of fact, his arm was still numb from the topical anesthesia.  

Sitting alone in a curtained off cubicle, he stared dispassionately at the white gauze wrapped securely around his 

upper arm, trying to muster up the outraged anger that had propelled him earlier. He’d deflected Diana’s crazed 

wrath with adrenaline fueled strength, but that had drained away completely.  

Inhaling to dispel the vertigo that threatened, Hutch thought about climbing down off the gurney. The staccato 

sounds of the ER buffeted him from all sides, strident shouts, plaintive wails and an insistent page for “Dr. 

Maddox to the fourth floor” overhead. 

There was something else he had to do. Make a statement one of his colleagues? He couldn’t face the 

condemnation of his fellow cops. Anticipating the rumors and scathing remarks kept him glued to the gurney 

more than his innervating exhaustion. 

Looking into Diana’s eyes to ask why held no appeal at all. 

“Hey.” Starsky pushed aside the privacy curtain, carrying two cups of coffee. “You decent?” 

Despite the lethargy bordering on what he recognized as traumatic shock, Hutch couldn’t help a small quip. 

“Hardly ever.” Starsky always lightened his mood. Didn’t matter that Diana had just ripped a hole in his soul, 

not to mention fileting his bicep and tricep, Starsky made things bearable. Made anything better. 

“I didn’t think so.” Starsky handed over a cup and pretended to examine the thick bandage around Hutch’s arm. 

“They gonna spring you early or do you have to stay for the dreaded twenty-four hour observation?” 

“Got eighteen stitches—by the plastic surgeon, no less,” Hutch explained. “Five hours in this lousy exam 

room…” 

“Hate to tell you, buddy boy, but the big hand is on the four —it’s more like six hours.” Starsky said, rolling his 

eyes. “Twice in the ER in less than a week, that’s an all time record, buddy, for either of us.” 

“That’s one award I take no pleasure in winning.” Hutch sipped the coffee, waiting for the caffeine to kick in. 

Right now, he didn’t think he could walk on his own power to the edge of the curtain, much less to the Torino 

in the parking lot. He set the paper cup on the gurney. 

“Mr. Hutchinson?” A middle-aged nurse with a pen tucked behind her ear stuck her head in. “Dr. Constansa’s 

with another patient, but he said he’ll sign your release papers in the next half hour. Just hang in there.” 

“Thanks, schweetheart.” Starsky waggled his fingers at her. “And thanks for getting him into a different exam 

room from—“ 

“Oh, my, yes!” She tugged on the stethoscope hanging around her neck, shaking her head. “Diana only worked 

here a few weeks, I didn’t really know her, but…it’s horrible. I can’t believe she’d do something like that!“ 



“Could you ask the doctor to hurry up with those papers?” Hutch cut her off without an apology. The very last 

thing he wanted to hear was how the other nurses had never suspected anything unusual, anything homicidal 

about Diana Harmon. “She had wonderful nursing skills.” That, he could not deny. She’d wrapped his hand up 

neatly and given a decent injection. It was the rest of their time together that had left him reeling. 

“Sure, sorry!” The nurse scurried off. 

“We can make a run for it,” Starsky suggested, bumping his hip against Hutch’s knee. The coffee sloshed out of 

Hutch’s cup, making a brown wet place on the paper covering the vinyl surface of the gurney. “Maybe take a 

train to Bolivia, rob a couple banks.” 

The familiar joke had the power to turn up the corners of his mouth. Hutch closed his eyes, fisting the fingers of 

his right hand. The caterpillar stitches marching across his palm ached, but nowhere near as badly as his left 

arm would when the lidocaine wore off. Which meant mandatory sick leave, and what Hutch was dreading the 

most: making a statement about the attack. Having to expose his stupidity, his utter gullibility. Diana had been 

weird, obsessive, but he’d never imagined she’d go so far.  

“Hey,” Starsky said softly, concentrating on folding the edge of his empty paper cup as if he actually knew 

origami. “I screwed up.” 

“Because you didn’t see Diana for what she really was?” Hutch pressed on his temple right handed. The 

headache that had started when they found out Linda was hurt, before the shower, before Diana tried to gut him 

like a fish, had intensified to massive proportions. “Starsk—“ 

“You came to me,” Starsky said angrily, tossing the cup into the trash. “This my fault, I shoulda listened.” He 

kicked the trash can for good measure. “God, Hutch, you were right, that chick needs to be tossed into Cabrillo 

State for the rest of her rotten life.” 

“I doubt she’ll stand trial,” Hutch said. He felt remote, even from Starsky, as if real life was just beyond his 

grasp. “Which means Cabrillo is the only place for her. I just…” He trailed off, images pressing in on him that 

he didn’t want to contemplate. While the doctor was stitching his arm, a terrifying thought had come into his 

brain and he couldn’t dislodge it. But voicing the idea would give it weight and meaning, which scared the 

bejezus out of him.  

“I’ll go see what’s taking that doctor.” Starsky started to leave. 

“No wait, I want to get something off my chest,” Hutch said, rubbing his breast bone. 

Starsky leaned against a metal equipment locker, his blue eyes locked on Hutch. Looking straight into his soul, 

lending support and friendship. 

“When you sleep with a girl, do you—“ Hutch could see the possible future, the results of his actions so very 

clearly for the first time since he’d ever slid between the thighs of a nubile, willing bed partner. “Consider that 

she could get—“ 

“Knocked up?” Starsky said crassly. 

Stung, Hutch sucked in air, aware that Starsky had used the slang for intentional effect. “I don’t,” he admitted. 

“It’s rarely even in my head.” 

“Hutch, I’d tell you most girls we hang out with use the pill, but—“ Starsky shrugged. “My track record on 

female behavior is zilch this week.” 

“Which is what I’m afraid of,” Hutch said, swallowing repeatedly against the vile taste in the back of his throat.  



“You think she could get pregnant?” Starsky’s voice squeaked on the last word. “Fuck.” 

“Succinct and to the point, as always,” Hutch said bitterly. “Do you know how long before a woman knows for 

sure?” 

“No.” Starsky grimaced. “Takes nine months to grow a baby, doesn’t it? Maybe a month?” 

Hutch thought back to when his sister had borne a son two years back. Melissa was two months along when 

she’d announced it to the family. His mother had called him in late April, and the baby had been due in 

November.  

“Must take at least a month, possibly two before—“ He almost fell off the gurney, dashing for the sink on the 

opposite wall before he lost his stomach on the linoleum. He hadn’t eaten in hours, and the bile burned coming 

up. He spat, retching. His head and left arm pounded furiously as if protesting the violent regurgitation. 

“Hey, hey,” Starsky soothed, rubbing his back. 

When Hutch sagged wearily against the counter, Starsky poured his a cup of water from the sink, washing away 

the stinky evidence at the same time. 

“I heard vomiting!” The nurse reappeared, concern on her face. “How are you feeling now, Mr. Hutchinson? 

Any more nausea?”  

She helped him up on the gurney and quickly took his vitals, Starsky hovering in the background. “All normal,” 

the nurse proclaimed writing down the numbers. 

“I just want to get out of here,” Hutch answered, unable to keep the snarl out of his voice. “Now.” He could see 

the nametag on her white uniform. Nancy Connors. 

“Dr. Constansa signed your discharge, but with the emesis, I’m a bit worried about dehydration.” Nancy wrote 

something on Hutch’s chart. 

“I’ll watch him,” Starsky vowed. “Make him drink water every hour.” 

She nodded briskly. “I’ll get a list of things to look out for, be right back.” 

“See?” Starsky grinned broadly, but the effort was obvious. His eyes didn’t shine as they usually did and he was 

too tense, fiddling with every piece of equipment not nailed down, to pull off elation. “All works out.” 

“What if I got her pregnant?” Hutch circled back around to the earlier discussion, speaking barely above a 

whisper in case Nancy heard them. 

“Hutch,” Starsky signed, long and tired. “It’s like you’re looking for worse news. What if she isn’t? Whichever 

it is, got to wait until at least Thanksgiving before you’d know one way or the other.” 

“Damn.” Hutch wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His left arm was beginning to ache like a sore tooth. 

Before long, it would throb to the beat of his heart and perversely, he welcomed the pain—feeling like he 

deserved it after sleeping with Diana with nothing more than a couple of drinks to set the mood. In his mind, at 

least, they were not friends, not lovers—it was just for the present, nothing more. He’d had numerous one night 

stands in his life, sex was fun, and it unraveled the constant tension of life as a cop. He’d never thought past the 

night of mindless release—glad for the fun-time babes who had the same mindset as he did. 



Diana had spun him around to face the danger and consequences of his own actions. He hadn’t figured insanity 

into the equation when he saw her in the slinky purple peignoir. He hadn’t been thinking of anything else 

beyond his own needs—and what did that say about him? 

“She’s looney tunes,“ Starsky said gently. “And you didn’t cause that, Hutch, no more’n you forced her to break 

into your place and make spaghetti or to slash the cushions in your couch. No matter what you think, this ain’t 

your fault.” 

“No more than it was your fault for not getting there in time to prevent the attack, ” Hutch said carefully, feeling 

like he was navigating a mine field. It would probably be like this until he got up the courage to talk to Diana, 

find out if she was having his child. And as much as the notion terrified him, especially with a woman such as 

Nurse Harmon, he had always assumed he would have children sometime in the future. Just not like this—the 

result of a meaningless encounter that left him shattered.  

“I called you,” Starsky spoke so softly that Hutch almost didn’t hear his voice, simply the despair. “And she 

answered. Sounded like…some witch from a horror movie and I knew there was no way in hell I could get there 

fast enough. I didn’t have the power.” 

“You got there in time, Starsk,” Hutch reached for him, pulling him in between his knees. 

Starsky came to him willingly, both of them drawing courage and resiliency from one another. Hutch had 

always been taller, but sitting on the gurney with Starsky’s dark curls brushing the underside of his chin made 

him feel so much bigger, bouyed with whatever only Starsky could give him. It filled in the holes that Diana 

had punched in his soul.  

Wrapping his arms around Starsky, Hutch felt something stir inside him that had not even been awake when he 

was with Diana. Or with any of the other forgettable one night stands of his adult life.  

With Starsky there was love and strength. This is where he would stay. 

“Hey.” Starsky raised his head, with that endearing crooked grin. “I’d let you drive my car, except you’ve got a 

bum wing.” 

“I could drive circles around you even with this arm!” Hutch declared.  

“Like to see you try,” Starsky challenged. 

END 
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ANT FARM 

BABCOCK 

BAY CITY 

BLUE ADIDAS 

BLUE EYES 

BRASS BED 

CAPTAIN 

DOBEY 

 

CITY ZOO 

CUFFS 

DAVID 

STARSKY 

DETECTIVES 

FAT ROLLIE 

FORD LTD 

GUNS 

 

GUNTHER 

HEALTH 

FOOD 

HUGGY BEAR 

JOJO 

JUNK FOOD 

KEIKO 

KEN 

HUTCHINSON 

LEATHER 

JACKETS 

ME AND THEE 

MINNIE 

MOLLY 

PAPA 

THEODORE 

PARTNERS 

 

PIGGY BANK 

PLANTS 

SCARS 

SEXY 

SIMMONS 

STRIPED 

TOMATO 

ZEBRA THREE 
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Him 
by wightfaerie 
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How long have I known him? 
How long have I cared for him? 
How long have I needed him? 
How long have I loved him? 

Will I ever dare tell him? 
Will I ever claim a kiss from him? 

Will I ever get what I want from him? 
Will there ever be anyone else but him? 

My soul belongs to him. 
My life belongs to him. 

My world is HIM! 
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by kat-byrd 
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Just a Case of Misspelling 
by Sam KW (samudee) 

 

Friday, late afternoon, Police Station. 

“I can’t believe you would do something like this,” Minnie said grimly, standing at the squad room door and 

waving a paper at Hutch. 

Hutch had just returned from giving his statement at the Williams shooting case at court.  

“Do what, Minnie?” Hutch asked, surprised by her cool manner. This wasn’t like Minnie. Was she mad at him 

because he couldn’t keep his promise? But hadn’t he entrusted Starsky to take care of it? 

Minnie walked briskly up to Hutch, and placed the paper on Hutch’s desk. “I never expected something like this 
from you, Hutch.” She shook her head in displeasure, her lips set at a tight line. “And I thought I knew you.”  

She turned and walked away, pulling the door shut behind her, leaving Hutch confused and bewildered. What 

was all that about? 

Hutch watched the closed door for a moment and picked up the paper she’d left. It was a note, addressed to 

Minnie, and signed by him, Hutch. Moreover the handwriting was his, too. Hutch frowned, reading its contents.  

Oh, Geez…  

He recalled the events that had taken place earlier that day. 

****************************************************** 

“Hey, Hutch, have you decided where we are going for lunch today?” Starsky entered the squadroom, his face 

decorated with his usual infectious smile. 

“Starsky, it’s still eight in the morning.” Hutch rolled his eyes. “There’s way more things to do before lunch. 

Why don’t you get your coffee and start on these cases. I have to be in court by eleven.” 

“But, Hutch, didn’t you promise Minnie that we’ll take her out for lunch?” Starsky reminded. 

Shit! Hutch had forgotten all about it. How could he? 

Starsky and Hutch had worked on a homicide case tied to a string of robberies which had occurred over the 

past couple months. Minnie’s research into similar robberies in the surrounding area had been a huge help.  

“Starsk, I won’t be able to make it for lunch, but you can. Right?” Hutch asked hopefully. 

“That ain’t right, Hutch. You promised her. “ 

“Yes, but I promised on behalf of both of us.” 

“That’s my point. We were going to take her out. Not just you or me.” 



 

 

“Well, then I’ll-- we’ll-- have to postpone it. Oh, shit--” Hutch said, rubbing his forehead. “I have to meet with 

the DA now. Starsk, can you go and tell her about our change of plans?” 

Hutch swung his jacket over his shoulders and picked up the case file he needed, checking whether he had all 

the witness statements in order.  

“Sure-- I can do that,” Starsky reassured him. “Go do what you have to do. I’ll take care of Minnie.”  

****************************************************** 

Starsky had taken care of it, alright! Hutch thought grimly, getting to his feet. He found Starsky at the candy 

machine, munching a Milky Way. “How could you do something like this?” Hutch asked, angrily. 

“Do what?” asked Starsky, popping the last bite of the candy in his mouth. 

“Why did you write this note in my handwriting and sign it as Hutch? 

“What else should I do? I had to sign it as you because it was written in your handwriting,” Starsky replied, 

matter-of-factly. “‘Tis just like your handwriting, isn’t it? Fooled you too, didn’t I?” he said licking the melted 

chocolate off his fingers. 

Hutch clenched his teeth and shut his eyes tightly, wishing both his partner and the note would disappear into 

the candy machine.  

Fat chance! 

“Do you know what you’ve written here?” Hutch asked, hoping for an explanation on the note.  

“Of course I know. I wrote it. You asked me to, or can’t you remember now?”  

“I don’t remember asking you to write a note--” 

“What the hell do you expect me to do when I didn’t find Minnie at her desk, huh? Sit there the whole day until 

she shows up?” Starsky asked gruffly. “I had tons of things to take care of. First, I had to go meet with Jenkins 

to get the Casey’s report. Then I had to go interview Mrs. Casey. I had to stop at the Fat Donut to talk to James 

Casey, I had to--” 

“Okay, okay.” Hutch raised his arms. “You are a busy man. I get it. So you had to leave a note because you 
couldn’t find Minnie. But why did you have to pretend I was doing the writing?” 

“Because I didn’t want her to think that you would ask someone else to take care of what you should have 

done,” Starsky said resolutely. “Makes sense, hot shot?” 

Hutch tightened his jaw. “Sorry,” he said sarcastically. “Should have known that you had a good reason to ask 

Minnie to get naked with us.” 

“What?” Starsky gasped. “Get naked with us?” he asked, grabbing the note out of Hutch’s hand. He read it 

once, twice-- and turned to Hutch. “Are you insane? I think you need glasses. I have written nothin’ that even 

remotely suggests such a thing,” he puffed. “Why on earth would I ask Minnie somethin’ like that anyway, huh? 

Now if the note was for you…”  

“You have no idea, do you?” Hutch cut Starsky off, immediately. 



 

 

“No, I don’t! Why don’t you tell me?” 

“You need that dictionary, buddy.” Hutch sighed. “If you were asking her for forgiveness, you should have 

written ‘please bear with us,’ 

“But that’s exactly what I wrote--” 

“No, Starsk. You have written B-A-R-E instead of B-E-A-R. You asked her to bare with us, and then you 

promise her that she will have the ‘time of her life’. Do you have any idea what this entire note means?” 

“I don’t see anything wrong with my note. I mean, if I wrote B-E-A-R with us, isn’t it like asking her to go 

grizzly with us?”  

“No. No. It does not suggest such a thing. What does ‘go grizzly’ mean anyway?” Hutch asked. “No. Don’t 

answer that,” he added instantly. “Starsk, you better fix this. I don’t want Minnie to think I’m some 

Neanderthal.” 

“Oh, stop being such a worry-wart. I’ll take care of it.” Starsky turned around, indicating that he was going to 

talk to Minnie. 

“Whatever you do, just don’t leave any notes in my handwriting,” Hutch warned. 

****************************************************** 

“Shame on you, Ken Hutchinson.” 

Minnie’s voice ringing in his head, Hutch looked up from the document he was typing. It was like déjà vu, all 

over again. The difference was that Starsky was right behind her, looking very uncomfortable. 

“Minnie?” Hutch stood up immediately. Now what was wrong?  

“First, you made a promise you couldn’t keep. Then you made your partner do your dirty work. And as if that 

wasn’t enough, you make him take the blame for something you did,” Minnie said sternly.  

Hutch bit on his lower lip.  

“Minnie, it wasn’t like that--” Starsky begun, but Minnie stopped him by just one look.  

Starsky swallowed hard.  

“Minnie, I didn’t--” Hutch begun. 

“Of course you didn’t.”  

“Minnie-- please, you’ve got to believe me. Hutch didn’t write that. I wrote it in Hutch’s--” 

“Handwriting-- Yes.” Minnie completed Starsky’s sentence. “You already told me that. Four times.” Minnie 

shook her head. “Starsky, honey. I know you are smart, but you ain’t that smart,” she said, wagging her index 

finger. 

“What?” Starsky gasped. “I can show you-- I can prove that I wrote this.” Starsky grabbed a pen and the 

notepad from his desk.  



 

 

“You would do no such a thing.” Minnie pulled the notepad away from Starsky and flung it down onto the 

table. She turned back to face Hutch. “Shame on you,” she said, and walked away. 

“Hutchinson, in my office, now,” Captain Dobey shouted from his office. 

Hutch stared at Dobey’s room unhappily. “Starsky, that note you wrote to Minnie-- Is that the only note I have 

to worry about?” Hutch asked. 

“Well… there might be another one or two,” Starsky said, tapping his fingers on the table.  

Hutch groaned.  

****************************************************** 

Hutch had been typing constantly, as if his life depended on it, since he returned to his desk after a brief trip to 

Dobey’s office. He was red in the face.  

Starsky opened his mouth to ask what it was all about, but shut it as soon as he saw Hutch’s deadly finger 

threatening to chop, slice, shred, hack, and do whatever to him. “You,” Hutch begun. “From now on, will never, 

ever, be me! Not in person, and NOT on paper! Got that?” 

“But… but… I have never tried to be you, Hutch,” Starsky said solemnly. “I don’t even want to be you. I can’t 

make my hair straight. I don’t want to dye it, either-- I don’t want to wear shoes to make me two inches taller!”  

Hutch grit his teeth together. 

“And I can’t even think of all that weird stuff you put in your body--” Starsky paused and thought for a while. 

“No!” he said, shaking his head. “I definitely don’t want to be you! And I can’t even be you, because down 

there I’m--” 

“Starsky!” Hutch snapped, gritting his teeth even harder. 

“Keep on doing that and before long you won’t have any teeth to chew with. You’d have to get dentures, 

Hutch!” 

Without saying another word, Hutch stormed away into Dobey’s office carrying whatever document he had 

been typing for the past fifteen minutes. 

Starsky stretched along the tables and grabbed the sheet lying on Hutch’s desk. It was the report he had typed 

on behalf of Hutch regarding the sexual assault case of Lisa Howell, a make-up artist, attacked by a so-called 

novice male model. Now what was this doing on Hutch’s desk? Starsky had turned this in to Dobey a couple of 

hours ago. Dobey! He had summoned Hutch to his office for something. The report? But…There couldn’t be 

anything wrong with it; he knew he had turned in a perfect document.  

Still, Starsky took a peek. 

Gary Wade, a former navel officer, had taken Lisa Howell to her home after having dinner with her. 

Lisa said that Gary was a true believer in homopathetic treatments and had always talked to her 

about different medicines she can use to get rid of her problems. She had not suspected him to be a 

violet man, and had invited him for a drink out of politeness. Lisa claimed that things got out of hand 

and Gary assaulted her when she refused his sexual advances.  



 

 

Gary not only denied that he hurt Lisa, but that he never went to her house. He insisted that he had 

rearly contacted her at her work place.  

“Ooops,” Starsky mouthed. He had made a spelling mistake. He had typed ‘violet’ instead of ‘violent’, but 

that’s all he could find in that part. He double-checked how he had typed ‘assaulted’. He couldn’t forget the 

way Dobey had chewed him for spelling it as ‘asalted’ in his very first report. “I’m not here to correct your 

spelling, Starsky!” Dobey had bellowed, not that long ago. And he was proud of himself for spelling ‘polite’, 

correctly. He could’ve typed it as ‘polight.’ Starsky knew what he was capable of. So why was Hutch so mad? 

It’s not like the world had come to an end. It was just one mistake.  

Before Starsky could read the rest, Hutch came back from Dobey’s office and snatched the paper out of 

Starsky’s hands.  

“What’s wrong with you, Starsky?” Hutch snapped. “An officer of belly-buttons?” 

“What belly button? Are you outt’a your mind?” It was Starsky’s turn to get exasperated with his partner. 

Sometimes, Hutch really didn’t know what he was talking about. 

“Tell me where this N-A-V-E-L officer of yours works?” Hutch asked, spelling the word on the document, as 

Starsky had typed it.  

“In the N-A-V-Y, where else? And he ain’t no officer of mine Hutch. I was in the army, remember?” Starsky 

replied getting impatient with Hutch. What was this all about? Had Hutch mixed up the Army, Navy, and the 

Air Force?  

Hutch wiped his face with his palms. “You know… there was a reason why I gave you that dictionary.” 

Starsky blew out a deep breath. How could he forget? It had been a gift from Hutch on the first day after they 

became partners at the Metropolitan division. “I know how to spell belly button, Hutch, I don’t need a 

dictionary for that.” Waving his hand, Starsky dismissed Hutch’s idea immediately. “So… what was wrong 

with the report, anyway?” Starsky asked. “I know I had misspelled violent.” 

Hutch breathed in deeply and heavily. 

Starsky studied his partner intently. Hutch looked as if he was about to have a panic attack.  

“Violet, huh? And you think that’s all you had done?” Hutch seemed to be very angry. “Tet- tet- Tell me this. 

Tell me what the heck you meant by homopathetic. Do you think Lisa is gay?” 

“Are you nuts? Lisa isn’t gay, Hutch! Now stop messing with me. She wouldn’t go out with Gary if she was a 

lesbian. Now, on the other hand, if I had to describe you or me--” 

Starsky stopped talking as Hutch was about to go up in flames. When his partner got so worked up with these 

simple things, he reminded Starsky of those hot’n spicy flamin’ tostadas La Paloma served on Friday nights.  

“Homeopathic, Starsk. The word is homeopathic.”  

Starsky put his hands up signaling he was about to surrender and go check the dictionary. Better to be safe, 

when Hutch was in one of his killer moods. “Anything else I should check?” 

“Check the meaning of R-E-A-R and R-A-R-E.” 



 

 

“I know what rear means, Hutch. Means it’s not common. And then rare — that’s used when you have to order 

steak or somethin.’“ What did Hutch take him for? Anyone knows the difference between those two words.  

“Now wait a second. Which is which?” 

“R-E-A-R is for uncommon. And R-A-R-E is for errr — something that’s a bit raw-- I mean underdone.” 

“Jesus!” Hutch wiped his hands over his face. “Can you tell me then which one is used to describe your ass?” 

“My ass? Ah! So that’s what this’s all about! You just wanna know about my--”  

“Starsky!” 

“Okay, Already! Well… my ass isn’t a common thing.” Starsky said very confidently. “So that means it’s 

spelled as R-E-A-R.” 

“God!”  

“What?” Starsky asked. “Am I wrong?” 

“No, but you were, previously.” 

“Huh?” 

“Rear is not used to denote uncommon, that is what rare is used for.” 

“Wait…” Starsky was utterly confused. “Which is which?” 

“R-A-R-E is used for uncommon.” 

“Oh,” Starsky smiled. “So then my ass is spelled R-A-R-E.” 

“No!” 

“So if R-A-R-E is for uncommon, then R-E-A-R must be used for not-well-cooked meat?” 

“Yes. No. NO!”  

“I think you are a messed up man, Hutch!” Starsky shook his head. “You should get your butt in the right 

place.” 

Hutch was literally shaking. He stood up, scooped up all the files from his desk, and dumped them in the filing 

cabinet. “I don’t want to see you until Monday. Not until you refer to that dictionary and learn which word is 

used for which and what not. You hear me?” He threatened. 

“Sure thing, partner! I’ll sit on my rare or rear or rear-rare the whole weekend and get to the bottom of it. 

Well… unless you want me on the top, of course. Anything else you want me to do, while I’m at it?” Starsky 

asked, smirking.  

“Yeah. Go check yourself into Cabrillo State,” Hutch said, leaving the squad room in a huff.  

 



 

 

Friday night, Hutch’s apartment. 

Hutch sat at his sofa, sipping his ice-cold beer, relieved to get away from his mind-boggling partner. But 

something gnawed at him. Something about some of the things Starsky had said unsettled him. What was it? He 

had not paid attention while Starsky was trying to explain all those strange notes he had left behind on Hutch’s 

behalf. There was not a moment of peace around Starsky, and that was pretty much all the time!  

Hutch pinched his lower lip, recalling bits and pieces of their conversations-- Oh yes, while explaining about 

Minnie’s note, when Hutch asked him how he could’ve possibly wanted Minnie to get naked with them, Starsky 

had replied that he would never ask such a thing from Minnie. Then he had said, “Now if the note was for you--” 

Hutch was pretty sure that was exactly what Starsky had blurted out. Hutch’s heart rate doubled. What did 

Starsky mean by that? Did he mean that he wouldn’t mind getting naked with Hutch?  

And then… when the word homeopathic came up, Starsky had said that Lisa wasn’t gay, and continued to say 

“Now, on the other hand, if I had to describe you or me--”  

Jesus Christ! Hutch puffed. His heart rate tripled. This was just too much. Was Starsky finally accepting that he 

may have certain ‘tendencies’? Starsky had even commented on how Hutch looks down there-- briefly 

mentioning how different they were. They had seen each other plenty of times, naked, in the locker room 

showers. But Starsky had never mentioned anything about their appearances on any occasion.  

The final fiasco on the difference between rear and rare; Starsky had again hinted about Hutch wanting to know 

about Starsky’s ass. Holy mother of God! Starsky had also mentioned about him being on the top and getting his 

butt in the right place. Right place? There was only one place where Hutch wanted his ass to be.  

Hutch rubbed his hands over his face nervously. He wished he had not shut down the conversations with 

Starsky abruptly. He’d been so riled up on the mistakes Starsky had made in the writings that he never thought 

of digging more deeply into those words. How could he bring up the conversation without revealing too much 

of his own thoughts?  

 

Sunday evening, Hutch’s apartment. 

Starsky knocked on Hutch’s door. He hoped his partner could help him with his problem. He dreaded telling 

Hutch about it, though. He had to find the right words. 

“I thought I told you I didn’t want to see you until Monday morning,” Hutch said as Starsky strolled in with a 

pizza and a six-pack.  

“I have to talk to you.” Starsky left the goodies on the dining table. 

Hutch arched his eyebrows. “You all right?” 

“I don’t know!” Starsky walked across the living room and flopped down on the couch. “I think something’s 

wrong with me.” 

“I’ve known about it for a long time, Starsk. Glad you’ve finally come to self-realization.” He pulled out two 

bottles from the pack. 

“I just don’t understand how this could’ve happened, Hutch,” Starsky said, very troubled.  



 

 

Hutch sat beside Starsky, handing him a beer. “Can you just tell me what this is all about?” 

“I found a letter in my kitchen today.” Starsky took a long swig from his brew. “And it was addressed to you. 

By me. But I’m sure I didn’t write it.” 

“That sounds pretty much up to par,” said Hutch. 

“What?”  

“Means it’s normal for you to do something like that.”  

“Huh?” 

“Par is a golf term, Starsk. It’s the average number of strokes set for each hole on a golf course.” 

“I know what par means. But what does golf have to do with this?” Mumbling to himself, Starsky stood up. 

“This ain’t normal for me. I don’t write letters and forget them. Why would I write you a letter in your 

handwriting?”  

“Come on, Starsk. You wrote letters in my handwriting all day long on Friday.” Hutch offered a rational 

explanation. “You must’ve forgotten to switch back to your handwriting.”  

“I did NOT write this, Hutch. I swear!”  

“So what is this letter about? Can I see it?” 

“I- I don’t want you to read it,” Starsky muttered. 

“Why not? If it’s addressed to me, then shouldn’t I read it?” 

“But I DIDN’T write it, Hutch. At least I don’t remember doing it.” 

“Well-- just let me see it. What is it about? Why are you so upset?” 

Reluctantly, Starsky pulled a letter from his pants pocket and handed it to Hutch.  

Hutch opened the folded piece of paper and took a peek at it. “It sure looks like my handwriting.”  

Dear Hutch, 

I have been doing a lot of reading and a lot of thinking. And I’m very proud to say that I now know the 

difference between a hell of a lot of words. Just wanted to tell you that I’m glad that you are my pal. You 

make me feel homey, no matter where I am. But I can’t bear to stay at home all by myself. We have been 

partners for so many years. I cannot bear the fact that you rarely touch my rear and I barely see you 

bare, which is a rare thing for partners. Don’t you think?  

Yours, Starsky. 

“What the hell?” Hutch asked. 

“I-I told you-- I didn’t write this, Hutch.” Starsky said hurriedly. He knew Hutch wouldn’t take it very kindly. 

“Are you suggesting that I did this?” Hutch asked, sounding angry. 



 

 

“No, No. I-- I know you didn’t.” Starsky scratched his head. “You haven’t even been to my apartment after 

Friday. You didn’t want to see me until Monday.” 

“Then explain to me what this is? Rarely touch my rear? Seriously, Starsk?” 

“I told you I--” 

“Yeah, yeah. You already told me a hundred times that you didn’t write it.” Hutch thought for a while. He 

turned the paper over and all around as if that might give a clue to the true writer. “But it is addressed to me. 

And it is signed as Starsky. Were you reading that dictionary over the weekend?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well. Maybe you overdid it, buddy. I think you kind of sleep-wrote this, and then sleep-woke up to the 

kitchen, tucked it under the coffeemaker and went back to your room. People do weird things in their sleep, 

Starsk.” 

Aha! Starsky watched Hutch for a while. “You think so?” It all made sense, now.  

“That’s the only explanation I have.” 

Starsky thought for a while. He nodded. Shook his head. Nodded again. “Ok. So I wrote it. In my sleep.” 

Starsky sighed. “I hope I wouldn’t do something really stupid while sleep walking.”  

“I hope so, too.” Hutch said. 

“You ain’t mad at me?” Starsky asked. 

“Nah-- It’s you. Who else would write a letter like this to me, huh?” Hutch smiled and nudged Starsky’s side 

with his elbow. “Come to think of it, I’m kind of flattered, you know.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah. I mean… I’ve heard that some people act out their dreams and subconscious desires while sleep 

walking.”  

“You think so?” Starsky knew exactly where the conversation was heading to. Oh, yes, he knew! 

“You tell me. Have you been… errr… thinking of you and me? You know-- like… err...” 

“You mean you and me together-together?” He would let Hutch manipulate him this one time. Starsky smiled 

to himself.  

“Yeah? Have you?” 

“Well. Yes. But…” 

“Maybe your subconscious mind is trying to get you to say what you really want to say, Starsk.” 

Bingo!  

 



 

 

Sunday Night, Hutch’s apartment. Hutch’s bed. 

Starsky watched his partner’s eyes fluttering half-way open. “Hey…” he said softly and inched close to Hutch, 

pushing a silky strand hair of hair that was stuck to his forehead. 

Their friendship had taken a major change that evening. For better or worse, they were now partners in every 

aspect of life.  

“Mmm?” Hutch looked around. Seeing Starsky beside him, he stretched and pushed Starsky down the mattress, 

forcing him to lie on his back. He crawled on top of Starsky and laid his head on Starsky’s chest. “You really 

are a good kisser,” Hutch mumbled. 

Starsky chuckled.  

“I am glad you made all those mistakes writing those letters,” Hutch said sleepily. 

“Yeah!” 

“And I’m glad of all your nocturnal activities.” 

“Uh-huh.” Starsky bit his lip, trying not to laugh out loud. Did Hutch really think he had outsmarted Starsky? 

Starsky trailed his hand up and down on Hutch’s back. Payback time! “And I’m glad you wrote that letter, 

Hutch. That was very smart of you.”  

“What?” Hutch asked, sitting up and becoming more alert.  

“The letter,” Starsky reminded.  

“Oh, come on, Starsk. You know I didn’t write it. Didn’t we already go through--?” 

“Oh, Yes.” Starsky tried to sound serious. “Me sleep walking and sleep writing. Oh, Yes. We did establish that 

fact.” He lifted up his chin and stared at Hutch.  

“Well then, what’s the problem?” Hutch asked.  

“No problem at all. But explain to me how exactly you knew that the letter was under the coffeemaker? I never 

told you that,” Starsky asked, wriggling his eyebrows. 

*** END*** 
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Where I Belong 
by Sparkle731 

 

She’s the one in your arms 

But I’m the one in your heart 

But you can never share your love with me 

So what we have can never be 

 

So we have to hide the way we feel 

In our hearts we know our love is real 

But in other’s eyes our love is wrong 

So we hide the truth behind a smile 

 

I wish I could tell the world you’re mine 

And give you my ring to wear 

But as long as others say our love is a sin 

We’ll have to hide how much we care 

 

I never meant to fall in love with you 

With your golden hair and eyes of blue 

But from that first day you had my heart 

and I gave it freely to you 

 

If I could change the ways things must be 

Then I’d proudly walk by your side 

And tell the world whose man you are 

And let them admire you from afar 

 

But until things change and our love can be free 

We’ll hide in the shadows to share a kiss 

A forbidden love that others say is wrong 

But I know in my heart with you is where I belong 

 

 

Comments may be sent to the poet at sparkle731@gmail.com 
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Looking at 40 
by Lisa C 

 
He heard the surf and smelled the sea before he opened his eyes to truly wake up. He wondered again how a 

boy from Minnesota had found such peace and warmth in the sounds of an ocean. The smell was different from 

the smells of Venice Beach; cleaner somehow, both emotionally as well as environmentally he supposed. 

They had left the patio door on their balcony open overnight for just those two comforts. Rolling over into 

Starsky’s arms, nuzzling his neck and shoulder while listening to the waves in the background was an amazing 

way to fall asleep. He was going to surprise his lover with the birthday present of all birthday presents today — 

the papers to a beach house in Ocean Park. He smiled as he anticipated the look on his partner’s face. Hutch had 

been the one who held back from that real estate commitment. He had just wanted to make sure he had 

somewhere to go to when Starsky finally threw him out of his apartment in the city. He hoped it was safe, that 

he was done screwing up their relationship. 

“That smile is downright devious Blintz,” said a familiar voice. “Whatever you’re thinking, it better be only 

good things on my birthday,” Starsky said as he entered the room, the smell of coffee coming with him. 

Hutch rolled over to open his eyes and smile at his love. His partner, forty years old today, looked like 

something out of GQ. Dressed in a lightweight white terry robe, his indigo eyes were bright with his typical 

gleam. He had showered and shaved, his smooth face with only a very faint start of crow’s eyes on either side. 

His skin was toned and tanned. Starsky had never been fat, but since his recovery years ago, he had taken 

working out more seriously and as a result, was in better shape than when he was in the academy. His broad 

shoulders outlined the robe, but the sleeves hid the muscular shape of his arms. His chest and pecs were carved, 

and the luscious hair that more than covered his faded scars had the finest trace of a silver strand here and there. 

The six-pack abs were as defined as ever, as was what Minnie called Starsky’s “bounty o’buns.” 

The riot of curls that flew through the seventies were shorter now, styled appropriately but still fun, not what 

Starsky called stodgy. No way. That didn’t stop a light gray hair from sneaking in from time to time. The long 

torso rested on slim hips and strong thighs dusted with the fine black hair Hutch loved. While typically 

Hutchinsons didn’t age well, his partner sure was. 

“Babe, you are the most beautiful sight I ever want to wake up to. Happy Birthday! That coffee for me?” 

Starsky sat on the bed against the headboard, passing the cup. “Hmm,” leaning in for a kiss. “Waking up here 

was a great present, babe. Thanks!” They had driven up to Carmel for the big four-oh, one of Starsky’s favorite 

places. They had stopped for dinner on the road last night, but had reservations at their favorite spot tonight. 

Hutch had ordered a catered lunch to be delivered to the hotel room, unbeknownst to Starsky. Earlier in the 

week, he had sent up several brightly wrapped packages to be included on the luncheon cart, including one slim 

box with the Ocean Park documents. 

Hutch finished the cup and pulled his partner on top of him, rubbing the twin globes of his ass beneath the robe. 

“You deserve nothing less, love. It was a pretty simple birthday request. Have I told you how amazing you look 

yet today?” 

“You can stop it Hutch. I know I’m startin’ to look like an ol’ man,” he said.  

“No, I’ve told you that’s just not true.” 

“You love me, you’re a little biased. But don’t change that, ok?” 



 

 

“Got it. Love you so much.” 

“Love you at least that much.” Starsky rolled so that he was in the curl of Hutch’s arm, lying alongside him. 

“Wonder why people pick forty to stop and look at their life?” 

“Maybe because they view it as a hopeful halfway point. Or maybe they start to feel old then.” 

“Don’t know. I feel old when it rains.” 

“Do you want to stop and look at your life today?” Hutch asked, running a finger down the side of the freshly 

washed face, and then kissing it at the chin. 

“I kinna do that at times other than my birthday. Today’s just a day, but other days mean more.” 

“Such as?” 

“Such as the day I came home from the hospital, the day I got reinstated,” he returned the kiss. “The day we 

first kissed, made love. The day you first referred to us as a couple, the day we told Ma.”  

“I see what you mean.” 

“I mean look at me. Who would have thought, say for example when I got out of the Army, that I would still be 

a cop, a lieutenant for god sakes, fall hopelessly in love with my male partner, and live happily ever after?” He 

turned and pulled his partner down on top of himself, first dragging the covers off Hutch to press their naked 

bodies together. 

They made leisurely love, touching, kissing gently, teasingly, until Hutch insisted he needed to feel “his David” 

inside of himself. Then the electricity was as always, a hot, demanding, intense love. Whispered words of love 

were lost in the sound of the waves outside. Soft moans grew louder and half words gained in volume as their 

lovemaking became even more focused on making the other reach the ultimate goal. Hutch came first, his 

contractions pulling Starsky’s orgasm out of him mere seconds later. 

“Another great birthday present, Blintz,” Starsky panted as they lay back recuperating. 

“Had to give you something to open on your birthday,” Hutch panted back. 

They showered, dressed and then went for a walk on the streets of Carmel, looking in the windows of the shops, 

occasionally stepping inside to check something out in more detail. They both bought books, Starsky a mystery, 

and Hutch a former tour guide’s recollections on the history of the little town and the nearby golf course. They 

also stopped at a bakery to grab a croissant, Starsky’s was chocolate-iced of course. It was just enough to starve 

off their appetites long enough to get back to the hotel for the lunch Hutch had promised Starsky when they left 

the room that morning. 

They returned to the room and sat out on the balcony to read. They were both almost finished with their first 

chapters when lunch arrived. The server wheeled in the cart, complete with brightly wrapped birthday presents. 

“Hutch! You didn’t have to get me anything else,” Starsky exclaimed. With a happy gleam, he added, “but I’m 

glad you did.” He pulled a box from the cart. 

“My abhorrence of euphoric sentimentalism gets outweighed by watching how much you enjoy opening the 

gifts,” Hutch replied. “You actually love opening them; it’s not that ripping off the paper is just something that 

gets in the way of getting to the present.” 



 

 

“Maybe that’s cause we only got one gift each night of Hanukah,” Starsky mused. “I mean, how much fun is a 

pair of socks? You gotta enjoy the whole experience so we used to make the outside fun too, I guess.” 

Starsky unwrapped the large box and pulled out a dark pullover sweater with lots of very small, but bright 

triangles all over it. “Hutch! This is so cool! I can wear it tonight when we go to dinner. It was cold when we 

left the restaurant last night. “ 

“I’ll have to keep an eye out for roving ladies in the dining room, come to snatch you away,” Hutch teased. 

“No way. You know that. Besides, I don’t draw quite the attention that I used to,” Starsky said. 

“Right. That’s why the bakery girl tried to slip you her phone number and you flirted with the woman in the 

bookstore.” Hutch got out of his chair and grabbed a smaller, flat, brightly wrapped box off the lunch cart. 

“Open this one next, babe. I picked it out extra-special.” 

“Oh yeah?” Starsky accepted the gift and gave the unwrapping his usual attention as Hutch sat down on the bed 

across from him. 

“Yeah. Hope you like it,” Hutch said a little warily.  

Flipping open the lid, Starsky stared for a moment, confused at finding a few sheets of paper folded up inside. 

“Well, I didn’t think you bought me a tie, but what is this?” 

“Why don’t you open them up and read them, silly?” 

“Huuuuutch?? This looks like real estate paperwork …” Starsky stopped, absorbed in reading. “Ocean Park? 

266 Bradford Street ….” Starsky looked up, stared hard at his partner. “Hutch, are you asking me to live with 

you?” 

“Yes I am. It’s not a huge house, but more room than I need by myself … there’s a great front porch … Starsky, 

I thought this is what you wanted. Was I wrong?” Hutch started to rise from his seat on the bed. “It was just an 

idea …” 

The rest of the sentence was lost as Starsky tackled him, pushing him down to the mattress and covering his 

face with kisses. He paused, laying atop his partner with his left hand buried in Hutch’s hair. ”It’s exactly what I 

wanted, hon,” Starsky said with a huge grin. He kissed Hutch again, full on the lips with a loud smack. “And as 

great as the sweater is, this will keep me even warmer.” 

 

*********************************** 

 

While not as momentous, the other presents were a hit as well, especially the model of the long-gone Torino 

that Hutch had paid a local artist to paint the perfect white stripe. That night over dinner Hutch told Starsky how 

he had put a real estate agent on a search for the perfect house and how he had made her understand that it was a 

surprise and she had to only call him at the station and not leave messages so Starsky wouldn’t get suspicious.  

When they got back to the room and were settled in bed, once again with the balcony doors open, Starsky 

snuggled against his lover. 



 

 

“Thanks for the best birthday ever, Hutch,” Starsky whispered into Hutch’s ear. 

“Ever, huh? Wonder what I’ll do next year,” Hutch said. 

“As soon as we move in, we’ll be able to hear the water every night. That’s really what sold you on the place 

isn’t it, Hutch?” Starsky asked. 

“Partly. It’s not perfect, partner. It’s gonna take some work to get it to the way we want it,” Hutch cautioned. 

“We’ll be tired when we drop into bed at night, working all day then working on the house too.” 

“Doesn’t matter. You gave me what I always wanted, from the time I was a little boy. My own place with 

someone who loves me no matter what. I get to wake up next to you in our bedroom every day,” Starsky said 

with a smile. 

“For another forty years?” Hutch asked. 

“I thought you were goin’ for a hundred and forty,” Starsky replied with a chuckle. 

“As many as we can have, babe,” Hutch replied. “As many as we can have.” 
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Offer Up Your Best Defense 

by Cyanne 

 

"I'm used to defending you, Blintz, it comes with the territory. Van, Dobey, Internal Affairs, the DA's office. 

Even you, when you start tearing yourself up like this. Not your fault Cooke got away. We’ll get him.” 

“There's one person you've never had to defend me from.” 

“Who?” 

“You.” 
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Not Quite A Hundred Percent 

by Blackbird Song 

 
 

“Starsk, would you consider that a man who spent seventy-five percent of his time with another man has got 

certain tendencies?” - Death in a Different Place 

 

“Something bothering you?” 

Starsky doesn’t look at anything in particular. “I’m bored.” 

“You’ll be cleared for duty tomorrow.” Hutch looks around at the beach, the surf, the women in bikinis — at 

least twelve of whom are Starsky’s type. “And what do you mean, you’re bored? How can you be bored in a 

place like this? Haven’t you noticed the assets here?” 

“I see those assets every morning when I do my prescribed walk. And it’s desk duty.” 

Hutch deflates. “Man, that stinks.” He edges closer to bump Starsky gently. “How long?” 

“Until the shrink says I can handle the pressure. She’s worried I’ll get flashbacks.” Starsky turns sharply into 

Hutch. “I never get flashbacks! Who the hell does she think she is? She doesn’t know me!” 

“Damn right, she doesn’t!” Hutch looks Starsky up and down. “How’s your back today?” 

“Stiff. But how many cops never have a back problem? Answer me that, will you?” 

“Minnie doesn’t.” 

“Yeah, well, she’s not thirty, yet.” It’s when Starsky turns away and starts walking again that things become 

murkier. 

Hutch catches up with him. “You’ll get back on the streets in no time. You’ll see.” 

“Yeah, I know.” 

“Well, try not to sound so enthusiastic about it.” 

Starsky stops again and looks out to sea. “Look, Hutch ... you know it’s okay if you don’t want to walk with me 

every day.” 

Hutch is surprised by the sting, but swallows it. “What’s that got to do with anything?” 

“Nothing, I suppose. Just ... I’ve got some stuff to sort out. I think I need to be alone.” 

“All you had to do was say so, Greta.” 

“I just did!” 



 
 

 

“Okay, fine!” Hutch turns to go back to the car. 

Starsky grabs his arm. “Hutch...” 

Hutch turns and smiles. “It’s okay. See you at work tomorrow?” 

“Yeah.” 

Hutch would like to hug his partner, but the cloud in the man’s eyes tells him he’s already too close. He settles 

for patting Starsky’s hand. Maybe he squeezes it a bit before walking away and resolutely not looking back. 

 

****************************************************** 

 

The cloud in Starsky’s eyes has intensified overnight. He greets people cheerfully enough and takes the 

welcoming and ribbing in stride, but Hutch can see that his first day back at work isn’t sitting well with him. As 

he leaves for his first assignment, Hutch can’t help worrying for Starsky and wishing that work would just go 

back to normal for both of them. At least they might be able to check in with each other at lunch. 

They can’t. The interview with the police psychiatrist is much longer than anyone thought it would be. And 

there’s a murder near Huggy’s place that Dobey assigns him and Porter to investigate.  

It’s three days of slog and stakeout and boredom punctuated by two moments of unvarnished terror before 

Hutch can draw enough breath or make enough space to catch up with Starsky. And that happens at the hospital, 

just when the doctor has finished stitching up the knife wound on his left arm. 

“Will he live?”  

The familiar East Coast drawl is the most welcome thing Hutch has heard in what seems like forever. 

The doctor looks up. “Family?” 

“Partner,” Hutch replies. “It’s okay. You can talk in front of him.” 

“He’ll live,” the doctor says, snipping off the suture and never turning towards Starsky. “As long as the wound 

stays clean and undisturbed,” he adds, looking pointedly at Hutch. 

Starsky smirks. “So no stakeouts in your car for — how long?” 

“After he goes back to work tomorrow?” The doctor finishes swabbing the wound with disinfectant as the nurse 

hands him the bandage. “Desk work for three days.” 

Hutch feels his face fall. “Three days? Three DAYS? I’ve been back on the job in one after being shot! This is 

just a flesh wound!” 

“Technically, you’re right,” the doctor says, “but only in the sense that it didn’t get the bone. Add to that the 

length—” 

“Six inches,” Hutch scoffs. He doesn’t look up, because he can hear Starsky’s breath go quiet. 



 

 

“And depth of the wound—” 

“How deep?” says Starsky. 

“Half, five-eighths of an inch, depending—” 

“Like I said — a flesh wound.” Hutch’s smile feels wan, even to him. 

“And the concussion—” 

“So he’s staying in the hospital tonight, right?” 

Hutch would glare at Starsky, but his head hurts too much. 

“As long as someone’s around to wake him up a few times in the night, he can be discharged as soon as I’ve 

finished here,” says the doctor.  

“No problem.” Starsky edges closer. “I can stay with him.” 

“Good. Nurse Wilson will give you instructions. I have to check on your other partner.” 

Hutch winces. 

“What happened to Porter?” 

“You don’t wanna know.” 

“You really don’t,” says the doctor, rising. “Keep it clean but don’t get it wet for twenty-four hours.” 

“Then how’s he supposed to keep it clean?” Starsky yells as the doctor vanishes. 

“Starsk...” 

Starsky helps Hutch off the exam table even though that’s not why Hutch called him. Hutch isn’t sure why he 

called him. He just hasn’t said his partner’s name in so long and he’s hurting and it’s just reflex.  

And Hutch really shouldn’t be trying to stand right now, according to his woozy head. 

“Hey, what are you doing, huh?” Starsky has him in that impossible hold that’s half trained maneuvering of 

barely functional human and half tender embrace. “Come here. Sit down....” 

Hutch sits, grateful for the soft landing. “How’re you doing?” 

“Better than you!” Starsky lets Hutch lean against him.  

It’s probably the closest thing he’ll get to a full-on hug for a while, so he takes advantage of it. It doesn’t hurt 

that Starsky’s pulling him in closer. Not much, anyway. “Haven’t seen you in awhile. How’ve you been?” 

“Like I said, better than you. You sure you shouldn’t stay here for the night?” 

Hutch tries to shake his head, but it feels like it might fall off. “I hate hospitals,” he mutters as Starsky’s hand 

wraps around the left side of his face. 



 
 

 

Starsky holds him like that for a moment that feels long and warm. “I know. But maybe you want to be 

somewhere where they can put you back together if you start to break, you know?” 

“That’s what you’re for.” 

“Okay.” It’s tender and as comforting as home.  

“Can we go, now?” 

“Let me go get that nurse.” 

Hutch clutches at Starsky in protest. 

“For the instructions, turkey! They won’t let you go without ‘em.” 

“Oh.”  

 

****************************************************** 

 

Starsky looks over at Hutch, who fell asleep as soon as they left the hospital. If he can’t wake his partner, 

they’re going back to the hospital with lights and siren. “Hutch.” His voice is a lot more choked-up and quiet 

than he’d thought it would be. He clears his throat. “Hutch.” 

Hutch stirs. “What?” he mutters. “Can’t you let a guy sleep?” 

Starsky would laugh but for the fact that Hutch hasn’t moved a muscle that isn’t in his face. “We’d better get 

you inside before you freeze like that and they have to cut you out of the car.” 

“Might be less painful.” 

“Not for my car, it wouldn’t!” 

“I’ll buy you a new car if you just let me sleep here tonight!” There’s a trickle of sweat making its way down 

Hutch’s cheek. 

Starsky exits and rounds the car, opening the passenger door before Hutch has a chance to do anything about it. 

“Ah-haa! Starsk!”  

“What? I haven’t touched your arm! Well, not your left one....” 

Hutch half falls, half pours himself out of the car and into his partner’s grasp. “That stab wound was the only 

thing that needed stitches.” He pulls himself up by alternating handfuls of Starsky. “Doesn’t mean it’s the only 

place that hurts....” 

“Hadn’t thought of that.” Starsky slips his arm around Hutch’s back. “Tell me where not to put my hand.” 



 

 

For answer, Hutch grasps Starsky’s hand and places it high on his ribcage. “Bruised ribs. This is the only place 

where the pain is just searing. And don’t get too close to me — or breathe!” 

“You sure you don’t want to go back to the hospital?” 

The murderous light flashing in Hutch’s eyes and glinting off his bared teeth reminds Starsky that he needs to 

buy Halloween candy next month.  

“Okay, okay!” 

It’s a short, nasty journey that Starsky doesn’t let himself think about because he’d either make too much of 

Hutch’s pain, laugh at it or drop his partner on his ass and let him crawl the rest of the way. But somehow, 

through all the groaning and grimacing and guilt, they wind up inside and he manages to deposit Hutch with 

some grace onto the couch. 

In the kitchen, Starsky reaches for the glasses, wincing as the pains in his back flare up. At least he can separate 

them now, which means that the bullet holes are healing. But the rib one of them grazed will hurt forever. At 

least, it feels like it will.  

It takes him longer to pour the water for them than it should, which makes it impossible to avoid thinking of 

what he needs to tell Hutch, though that maybe could wait. After all, Hutch is injured. It wouldn’t be fair to 

initiate a difficult conversation when his partner has a concussion. Or a stab wound. And when there’s so much 

pain involved. Why did that quack clear Hutch to go back to work tomorrow, anyway?  

Starsky shakes his head. He’s going to have to find a way to keep Hutch from going back quite so soon, even 

though he doesn’t relish the idea of being killed by his partner. He carries the glasses into the living room. 

“Here you go; doctor’s orders!” 

Hutch is asleep. He’s sitting up but his head looks like it might be about to roll off his shoulders.  

Starsky sighs, sets down the glasses — one of them on his end and the other by Hutch — and goes into the 

bedroom to get a sheet and a blanket. Maybe a pillow would be good, too. 

When he gets back to the living room, he sees Hutch is now lying askew on the couch, bent in at least four 

different places, snoring. Hutch never snores, but his neck is caught in a bad angle between the back and the 

seat. “So now I’ve gotta straighten you out, huh?” Starsky tries to figure out how to move his partner without 

waking him up, but he can’t. He looks at his watch. “I’m going to have to wake you up in fifteen minutes 

anyway.” He shrugs and sits down on the empty end of the sofa with the sheet, blanket and pillow piled on his 

lap. 

Fifteen minutes drags by like a century as Starsky tries not to think about things.  

It’s really, really hard for Starsky not to think about things.  

It’s a big reason he can’t sit still because he doesn’t like having to think about things. Not the kind of things he 

thinks about when he has to sit so still and there’s no police work to do and he’s not even sure of who or what 

he should be anymore. So he starts humming quietly — nothing in particular at first, but after a little while he 

notices that it’s that thing about black bean soup that Hutch sings sometimes, usually to impress the ladies. 

“You’ve got a nice voice when you don’t think anyone’s listening.” 



 
 

 

“GEEZ!” It’s all Starsky can do not to hit his partner for scaring the crap out of him. And then he looks over to 

see Hutch looking up at him and gets caught in the look of unvarnished regard. “Really?” He knows he’s an 

idiot the second it’s out of his mouth. 

“Yeah, really. We should work up an act, you know, for the coffee houses.” 

“Yeah, right. The cop version of Peter, Paul and Mary.” It’s an old saw between them. 

Hutch’s look is still unguarded. “You know, to some people, making great music together is better than sex.” 

And right then, everything changes. Starsky wants to grab at the sofa seat to keep himself from falling through 

the earth and landing somewhere that he’s never wanted to examine. “Why do I get the feeling we’re not in 

Kansas anymore?” 

“Because maybe we were never really there.” 

“You sure you aren’t dreaming or hallucinating or something? I mean, you’re pretty banged up and your neck is 

kinda bent funny ... you sure you have enough oxygen?” 

“Why don’t you help me get out of this position and we’ll find out?” It’s both a relief and a colossal 

disappointment to hear the returning grumpiness in Hutch’s voice. 

Starsky does as Hutch asked. It’s all very familiar — they’ve worked and all but lived together for so long that 

they know every inch of each other’s bodies — and yet surreal as hell. “Want some water?” 

“Yeah.” 

In more ways than one, it’s much easier for Starsky to reach his own glass, so he hands that one to Hutch. 

A long silence stretches between them, quietly remaking the air. 

“You know,” Starsky says at last, “that stuff you said when John Blaine was killed ... it got me thinking.” He 

looks straight ahead, wishing he’d put both of the water glasses next to himself. He really doesn’t want to reach 

across Hutch, right now. 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah. And I thought I’d stopped thinking about it after a while but then Gunther happened and I was alone a 

lot ... except for you and Huggy and Dobey sometimes and ... you.” 

“Is that ... stuff I said ... is that what you had to work out? When you wanted to be alone?” 

“Kind of.” Starsky takes a breath. “I should have asked this a long time ago.” He turns to face Hutch, who is 

gazing at him with that same look he’d worn during the Blaine case. “Is there something you’ve been wanting 

to tell me ... and feeling you couldn’t?” 

“Would it freak you out if I said there was?” 

“Probably,” he makes sure to hold Hutch’s gaze, “but go on.” 



 

 

“I am bisexual. And I’ve had feelings for you for a very long time. And I would never do anything to jeopardize 

what we have.” 

Something falls in the pit of Starsky’s stomach. “Oh.” He has no breath for anything more. 

“But it’s better if it’s out in the open, right?” There’s a heartbreaking uncertainty in Hutch’s voice. 

“Right.” Starsky’s throat goes dry. “You got any water I could borrow?” 

Hutch hands him his glass without a single quip. 

It takes Starsky a long time to get to a place where he can speak. He’s toying with the glass so hard that Hutch 

probably thinks he’ll break it. And he’s looking at it and all the stuff straight ahead because he can’t look at 

Hutch, even though Hutch is all he can think about. 

“Really, Starsky, nothing needs to—” 

“I’ve got feelings for you, too.” 

“What?” 

Starsky whips around at the fear in Hutch’s voice. “You’re white as a ghost! I’m calling an ambulance—” 

“No! I don’t need an ambulance. I’m just ... what do we do now?” 

“You’re asking me? And you were so cool, like, a minute ago.” 

“I need to sit down....” 

“You are sitting down!” 

It takes them maybe five seconds of staring at each other in abject terror before they both crack up laughing.  

And then they’re gazing. 

“So what do we do now?” 

“I dunno,” Starsky says. “Kiss? Hug? Have sex?” He swallows, nearly passing out in terror. 

“Sex isn’t happening tonight — not for me, anyway. And hugging?” Hutch gestures between his and Starsky’s 

chests. “We’ve got how many mangled ribs between us?” 

Starsky has no idea why he’s grinning like a loon. “How about kissing?” 

“As long as it’s not too hot and heavy, it shouldmmph!” 

Starsky captures Hutch’s lips with his last bit of courage, only bringing his hand up when he feels Hutch leaning 

into it, opening to it, inviting him in. He doesn’t know how long it goes on, but he pulls away when he feels 

himself becoming erect. He rests his forehead against Hutch’s. “If I don’t stop now....” 

“Me, too,” Hutch breathes into him. 

“Are we—” Starsky swallows. “Are we going to be able to work together?” 



 
 

 

“I don’t know. Are we? I mean, do you have a problem with it?” Hutch is hanging on to Starsky’s shoulders, 

which must hurt his left arm like hell. 

“Not right now. I don’t want to change that, you know?” 

“I know. I wish I could hug you right now.” 

“Me, too.” Starsky presses his face to Hutch’s briefly. “Look, we should, uh, we should sleep. Or you should 

sleep. I’m supposed to wake you up every three ... like, three times tonight. How are we gonna do this?”  

“We share your bed,” says Hutch against Starsky’s cheek. “We go there now before I can’t stand up anymore 

tonight. We sleep in our clothes. And you be prepared for me to hit you when you wake me up.” 

“That could work.” 

“And we have sex as soon as my ribs don’t mind you breathing on the same mattress.” 

“That’ll take a while.” 

 

****************************************************** 

 

Starsky is a very healthy man for a guy who guzzles pop, beer, coffee and doughnuts and eats a cow or two a 

year. Of course, Hutch can’t really say much about the coffee — or the beer or even the cow, for that matter — 

when it’s a habit he shares.  

Watching his partner battle the surf, he notices the hitch in the back muscles as Starsky negotiates an incoming 

wave. At this point, it’s not something that anyone else would see. It’s been more than a year since those three 

bullets tore through Starsky’s body and his recovery amazed the doctors, physical therapists and coaches that 

were a part of it. Hutch wonders sometimes why it didn’t amaze him the same way. But then, his amazement 

happened when Starsky survived. After that, there was never any question in his mind that his partner would 

make a full recovery. It’s what Starsky does. It’s what they both do, although it presses on him more than ever 

that he shouldn’t take it for granted. 

And then he’s caught up in what does amaze him: now that they spend nearly a hundred percent of their time 

together, they want to kill each other less often than they used to. Wasn’t that supposed to be the other way 

around? 
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Hawaiian Undertaking 
by Kathy Windrain 

 

Monday, December 17, 1979 

“I only got one question,” Starsky said quietly, moving his head just enough to look to his side at his partner. 

Hutch returned his gaze, a bit warily. “What’s that?” 

“How can she be so damn perky after being in this flying cocoon for this long?” 

Hutch grinned. “Because it’s her job.” 

“Job or no job, I couldn’t be that excited to welcome us to sunny Honolulu after that flight.” 

“It was long,” Hutch agreed, as Starsky watched him stretch yet again, to the extent he could while strapped into 
the narrow United Airlines seat. 

“Back?” 

“Yeah.” 

Starsky lowered his voice: “Well, like I said earlier, I got plans for that back.” 

Hutch smiled again, not rising to the bait. “The job, Starsk? You know, the reason we’re here?” 

“This isn’t a job,” Starsky argued. “It’s babysitting. I didn’t want to come this damn far for a babysitting job.” 

“I’m not sure it’s babysitting,” Hutch countered. “Not with Sanchez. But even so... . it’s babysitting that we 

need — and deserve.” 

“Yeah,” Starsky conceded, hearing Hutch’s unspoken reference to what both men steadfastly refused to mention 

aloud. “Guess it was awfully nice of Dobey to set this up for us.” 

“Agreed. And if you want to complain about a long flight, you should have been on the flight I was on with my 

parents — “ 

“You went somewhere with your parents? Willingly?” 

Hutch chuckled, speaking a bit louder now that the airplane door was open and the other passengers were 

talking around them as they gathered their belongings. “It was between college and med school. My father was 

so proud that he was going to be able to boast about ‘his son the doctor’ at the club that he took all four of us to 

West Germany for a week.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah, well, there was some sort of mechanical problem with the plane that took a while to rectify, so our flight 

was delayed taking off. So to make amends, the stewardesses gave us free wine all night. Best flight I ever had.”  



 
 

 

Starsky frowned.  For the job, he’d come to Hawaii. But West Germany - that was one country he’d never visit. 

Or forgive.   

The aisle was clearing out now that the plane’s doors had opened, and slowly the plane emptied out as the 

passengers gathered their things and disembarked. Everyone did have, Starsky noted, a focused determination to 

get off the plane as quickly as possible. Indeed, it had been a long flight and he felt a bit off balance as he stood 

up and they made their way down the flight steps. It wasn’t until he was on the tarmac that he took a moment to 

look around.  

“Hutch,” he said, almost reverently, as he looked up into the cloudless sky. It was a shade of brilliant blue 

Starsky was sure he’d never seen before. “It’s beautiful.” 

Striding along next to him, he could sense Hutch’s total agreement. 

“You’re right. We owe Dobey,” Starsky stated. “We’re not even out of the airport yet and I know we owe 

Dobey.” 

“He took Edith here,” Hutch reminded him. “To celebrate her 50th birthday. He said we’d love it. Remember? 

He warned us we wouldn’t want to come back home.” 

“And I didn’t believe him,” Starsky admitted. “I love it back home. But — “ 

Hutch seemed to read his mind. “Yeah, it even smells better here. Even at the airport.” 

Almost to the building by then, the two men stepped off to the side for a moment. 

“Let’s get over to that state police unit, show ‘em the paperwork, and make arrangements to pick up Sanchez 

tomorrow. The sooner that’s done — “ 

“Yeah,” Hutch agreed. “I’m dreaming about the beach here, too.”  

They made their way into the airport, down the stairs to the ground level and out to the front of the terminal. 

The airport was nothing like LAX. Smaller, with an oddly open air construction that seemed to be in stark 

contrast with the anti-hijacking directives that all the airports back home were adopting. They had no luggage to 

collect — they were only going to be there overnight, and Hutch was carrying their overnight bag - and in a 

matter of minutes they were outside looking around them. 

“Hey,” Hutch said, gesturing to his right at a stand of garish, gaudy flowers. “You want a lei?”  

Before Starsky could even get his wits about him to respond, they were approached. “Aloha,” the taxi-driver 

greeted them. “Welcome to Hawaii. Taxi? Which hotel?” 

Hutch shook his head. “Just a moment.” He dug into his back pocket and pulled out a folded piece of paper. 

“’Iolani Palace,” he read off. “The state police.” 

“Hawaii Five-O?” 

“Yes, thanks,” Hutch confirmed. 

Once in the taxi, it was a short trip. “A palace,” Starsky said quietly to Hutch, as the cab was pulling into the 

circular drive in front of an obviously old but well cared for building. “In the US of A. A palace.” 



 

 

Hutch shrugged. “Used to be its own country.” 

“So did Texas, and there’s no palaces there.” 

“Other than Southfork.” 

“Ha, ha.” 

The taxi driver dropped them off in front of the Palace at the top of the long curved drive, with a friendly 

admonition to enjoy their time in his beautiful state. They slowly ascended the wide stone staircase and entered 

the surprisingly cool, spacious building.  

“Hawaii Five-O?” Hutch asked a passing woman who was moving with the determined look of an office worker 

intent on getting home, and she pointed towards a set of stairs that were centered in and dominated the lobby. 

“Can you see this staircase back home?” Starsky asked, his voice low. He craned his neck to see around the side 

of the dark golden, polished wooden steps that almost glowed in the dim light.  

“No.” Hutch shook his head. “It’s a masterpiece.” 

Once to the top of the steps, it was clear that the office they sought was to the right and they entered, their eyes 

in tandem finding the secretary.  

“Can I help you?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Hutch said, his natural politeness coming to the fore. “Detectives Starsky and Hutchinson. 

We’re here to see Mr. McGarrett.” 

“Certainly,” the trim, efficient woman said, and touched a button on her phone. “Boss? The two detectives from 

California are here.” 

The response thru the phone’s intercom was cool, crisp and immediate: “Send them in.” 

They entered through the door behind her, but had to stop, marveling at the sheer size and relaxed comfort of 

the office. Starsky was uncomfortably aware that all he’d done since landing was gawk, and he promised 

himself that that would stop.  

Both men gathered themselves and strode over to the centerpiece of the room, a large desk which was 

positioned at an angle in front of two French doors, open to the gentle breeze. 

“Steve McGarrett,” the tall man seated there introduced himself, without smiling. He rose with his hand 

outstretched but did not look welcoming in the least. “And you are?” 

As he was shaking hands, Starsky responded with “I’m Starsky.” 

“Hutchinson. Call me Hutch.” 

Starsky pressed his lips together to hold his peace, watching the man look down his nose at them. He took an 

instant dislike to McGarrett who was dressed immaculately in a dark suit, red tie, and white shirt. His hair was 

perfectly combed. He was looking at both Starsky and Hutch as if he’d instantly assessed both men and found 

them wanting.  



 
 

 

‘Damn, and we wore our best slacks too,’ Starsky thought, sarcastically. 

“Indeed.” McGarrett punched a button on his phone with far more energy than Starsky felt he had to employ, 

and bit out a command: “Danno. The Sanchez file.” 

Starsky had only been in the office for a few minutes but by now he was already sure of two things and the 

other one was that was McGarrett would not be a fun individual to work for. He surely pitied the Danno on the 

other end of the line. 

“Steve?” a short, curly headed man said, sticking his head around the door. 

McGarrett stuck out his hand without taking his eyes off Starsky and Hutch. Without a word, the man 

obediently trotted over to the desk, and plopped the file in his boss’ outstretched hand. Starsky and Hutch 

looked at each other and Hutch arched his eyebrows. Starsky nodded - yes, the guy looked like he was about 25. 

Well, maybe 32. But he was obviously far younger than McGarrett. 

Starsky decided to break the ice then by commenting on something he had noted the moment McGarrett had 

opened his mouth. 

“Bay Ridge.” 

McGarrett looked back at him, his expression sharp, but Starsky was placid. Hutch glanced over at him as well, 

but caught on immediately, as Starsky had known he would. After a moment, he acknowledged Starsky’s 

comment with a curt, and dismissive: “Queens — Richmond Hill”. 

“You’re a long way from home,” Starsky ventured. At second thought, he’d decided he’d been premature to 

judge. He was working hard now trying to reverse his conclusion that this fellow was a first class, pompous 

jerk, so he hung in there a moment longer, conscious of the fact that ‘Danno’ was watching him but that 

McGarrett was looking over the file. 

McGarrett didn’t deign to look up. “This is home.” 

Starsky sighed just as Hutch spoke up. “What do you need from us now? We need to get a hotel for the night.” 

“Yeah, just show us where to sign and what time we have to be where tomorrow.” 

 

****************************************************** 

 

Later the next morning, Starsky had just gotten comfortable — he’d had to lay face down on the beach towel for 

several minutes, solely due to the fact that Hutch had done a thorough job applying suntan lotion to him with 

the expected results to Starsky’s anatomy — when a shadow blocked the warm late morning sun and the gentle 

breeze he’d been enjoying shifted. 

He didn’t need to look up. He had a sixth sense.  

“Marvelous,” Hutch groaned, from his right. “It’s the Boy Wonder.” 



 

 

Danny shook his head as he squatted down on his haunches next to Starsky. “I’m older than both of you,” he 

corrected. “At least, according to the information we got.” 

“On us?” Starsky asked, in surprise. 

“Yeah.” 

“Why?” 

“You don’t think we’re gonna release Sanchez to any Tom, Dick or Harry that shows up, do you?” Danny 

asked, mildly. “We had to check you out ahead of time.” 

“Don’t need a dick from that list,” Hutch said, sourly. “You already have one. Your boss — “ 

“We need you in court,” Danny interrupted, and with Danny’s back blocking the sun, Starsky could see and 

noted the deep frown the other man displayed. 

That got his attention. “For what?” 

“For Sanchez’ extradition hearing,” Danny explained. 

“Now hold on! Wait a darn minute,” Starsky exclaimed. “The deal was — “ 

“The deal is off. We need you.” Danny stood up again. “I’ll accompany you back to your hotel room so you can 

change and then take you over to the courthouse. We have 45 minutes.” 

“Shit,” Starsky complained. “Shit, shit, shit.” 

“Time’s wasting,” Danny warned. He started to reach down for their spare towels. 

“Oh, all right,” Hutch said, grumpily. “Hold your damn horses. We’re coming.” 

“Just hope it works,” Danny said, gloomily. “He’s got more tricks up his sleeve than — “ 

“Works?” 

“Shakes Sanchez out of his statement that he’s never been in California.” 

“Oh, it will,” Starsky said, resignedly, standing and collecting his towel. “He takes one look at Hutch and he’ll 

fold like a cheap card table.” 

Danny smiled a little at that and the three men headed back up the beach. 

“You sure dress fancy for the beach,” Starsky needled as they trudged through the sand. “I’d hate to see you go 

all native on us.” 

“Yeah,” Hutch chimed in. “What do you do for relaxation, take off the tie?” 

Danny took a deep breath. “Steve likes his team to be in suits. So, we’re in suits.” 

“In Hawaii, no less,” Hutch mocked. 



 
 

 

“Yes, in Hawaii, no less,” Danny snapped back. “We don’t all wear grass skirts. In fact, we’ve got all the latest 

new-fangled contraptions here.  Tailors. Leather shoes. Indoor plumbing, even — with flush toilets.” 

That chastened both of the detectives from Southern California, and they completed their walk across the bright 

sand in silence. As they entered the hotel’s open plan lobby, Danny waved to an older man who was relaxing on 

a settee, reading a newspaper. 

“Hullo, Danny,” the man said, looking up. He eyed Starsky and Hutch. “Is everything ok?” 

Danny nodded. “These are friends of mine from the mainland. I just came by to say hi, since they’re visiting.”  

The man nodded and Danny punched the button for the elevator. 

“Hotel detective?” Starsky asked. He hadn’t even registered that when they’d walked out to the beach, but 

clearly he was. 

Danny nodded.  

“I’m surprised you need them,” Hutch offered carefully, in a conciliatory tone. 

“Tourists,” Danny stated, as he waved both Starsky and Hutch to enter the elevator before him. 

“Tourists?” 

“Yeah, somehow on the plane ride over here, they all lose their common sense and ability to know when to say 

when. And men, in particular, frequently forget they’re married.” 

There wasn’t anything to say to that, and in a few minutes they were standing outside their hotel room door. 

With a resigned look at Starsky, Hutch fished out his key from the shallow pocket in his trucks and inserted it in 

the lock. 

Starsky wasn’t worried — they’d carefully messed up the other bed so as not to shock the chambermaid — so 

he certainly wasn’t worried about this island cop seeing anything that would give the man a second thought.   

 

****************************************************** 

 

“I don’t know,” Starsky said, extremely dubiously. “We —“ 

Danny interrupted him. “Please. It would be my pleasure. Put a capstone on Five-O’s dealings with Sanchez.” 

Starsky still hesitated, conscious of his instinctive, understandable dislike of McGarrett, which he knew Hutch 

completely shared. Williams was okay, really, but his boss... if it weren’t for the fact that McGarrett was 

included in the invitation, it would be a different story, but given that he clearly was... . “I don’t think — “ 

“You two can ride with me,” Danny decreed. “Steve can follow in his car.” 



 

 

Starsky shrugged, abandoning his concern. A beer, even while McGarrett was in the same zip code, sounded 

great and he knew Hutch would never say no to a beer. Or three.  

They’d wasted the entire afternoon in court, but in the end, Sanchez and his attorney had run out of tricks and 

Hutch’s clear, convincing, and obviously truthful testimony had run out the clock. Tomorrow evening — all the 

flights back to California left in the late afternoon, and Dobey had wisely insisted on open return tickets — 

Sanchez was going to be sitting between them on a plane back to answer to the rape charges. If it were up to 

Starsky, he’d open the cabin door half way home and push Sanchez out over the Pacific but that wasn’t the way 

the game was played. And he still tried to play the game.   

Hutch was like thunder in the back seat for the entire trip to Williams’ condo, but Starsky expected that. 

Sanchez did make one’s skin crawl and any amount of time with McGarrett was that many minutes too long. He 

was counting on the beer to help Hutch unwind. 

“Wow,” Hutch said, unthawing a bit as Danny opened the door to his apartment. French doors, which Starsky 

and Hutch were learning were ubiquitous at least to this corner of Hawaii, were open, and the darkening blue 

sky was a beautiful backdrop to the soft browns and maize colors of Danny’s small living room. “This is nice.” 

“I like it,” Danny said, simply. Steve, who had indeed driven by himself and had been stalking along silently 

behind them since arriving, pushed past and immediately disappeared down the short hall to the left. Starsky 

imagined that the only things that could be down the hall were the bathroom and a bedroom. The condo was 

very small. 

“Don’t mind him,” Danny said, looking at both men in turn. “Sanchez really got to him.” 

“But I was right,” Starsky said, deciding that he’d seen enough of McGarrett to be comfortable ignoring him, 

never minding what Williams said or didn’t say. “He wilted like a cheap flower when Hutch walked in.” 

“He did, indeed,” Danny agreed. “Tried to rally, but — “ 

“Can’t wait to get him back home,” Hutch vowed. “He’ll never see daylight again. Unless it’s in a prison yard.”  

“Yeah,” Starsky added. “And they love child rapists inside. He’s not in for a very peaceful stay courtesy of 

Governor Brown and the California taxpayer.” 

The three men were quiet for a bit, then Hutch spoke up. “You play?” he asked Danny, having spied a guitar in 

the corner.  

Danny laughed, as he headed for the couch. “No. That’s Steve’s. He’s pretty good — he can twist his fingers 

and make all those fancy thing-ys”. 

“Chords?” 

“Yeah, those.” 

“May I?” 

“Sure,” Danny said. “Help yourself.” 

“Oh, no,” Starsky moaned. “Now it will be fifteen minutes of plucking and picking and humming and - ” 

“Tuning?” Danny asked. 



 
 

 

“You can’t play an untuned instrument,” Hutch protested, already reaching for the polished wood of the guitar’s 

neck, his eyes on what was truly a beautiful guitar. Starsky could sense how much Hutch wanted to try it out, 

even as he was wondering why McGarrett was keeping his guitar at Williams’ condo.  

“I know,” Starsky protested. “Believe me, I know. I play too! It’s just I can tune a guitar a little more efficiently 

... ” 

Danny smiled. “Well, Steve has to tune it, too, when he plays.”  

“Lucky you!” 

“We can go out on the lanai,” Danny invited Starsky with another smile, but as he was speaking the telephone 

rang. 

Danny moved to answer it at once, saying, “Williams. Oh, hi, Benny.” 

In a matter of moments, his demeanor completely changed; like air whooshing out from a balloon, Starsky 

thought.  

“No.” Danny shook his head. “No, but thanks. I’ll find him, I’ll tell him.” Danny nodded. “Yeah, and those two 

cops from the mainland too.” 

With a thud, Williams hung up the phone and stood, lost in thought. 

After a second, when he didn’t say anything, Hutch asked, quietly. “What?” 

Danny shook his head. “Sanchez.” 

“What about Sanchez?” Starsky asked, his voice also quiet. He expected to hear that the attorney — who had 

been excellent — had figured out a way to countermand the judge’s extraction order.   

Williams shook his head. “Dead.” 

“Dead!” But Hutch was talking to no one, as Danny had immediately disappeared down the hall. Then both 

Starsky and Hutch heard an explosive ‘no!’. 

Hutch looked at Starsky. “Dead!”  

“Shit,” Starsky exclaimed. He looked at Hutch in dismay. “This ended up being a wasted trip — “ 

“Coupled with dealing with Dick Tracy and his puppy,” Hutch finished for him, equally upset. 

Starsky had opened his mouth to respond, but just then McGarrett came barreling out of the back. Danny was 

reasoning with him. “Let Doc do the autopsy,” he was saying. “What good are you going to do down there 

except aggravate Dann? It’s his department, let him handle it.” 

“I’m going down there!” 

Starsky waited for the man to go charging out the front door to the condo as quickly as he’d come in, but he was 

in for a surprise.  



 

 

“No!” 

This was from Williams and was every bit as loud as McGarrett’s earlier “no” had been. 

Hutch arched his eyebrows at Starsky. 

“I wanted that guy brought to justice,” McGarrett snarled, pounding his fist into his hand but not moving to 

leave. 

“I know,” Danny said, quietly but firmly, looking at McGarrett intently. “So did we all,” he added, with a move 

that encompassed Starsky and Hutch. He then turned to the two men. “Steve still believes in truth, justice and 

the American way. Letting the bad guys commit suicide isn’t part of that.” 

It could have been a snide comment, but it was clear Danny was serious. 

Starsky honored that confidence and the spirit in which it was shared by nodding and agreeing: “So does 

Hutch.” 

“No,” Hutch countered. “I believe in the Golden Rule.” 

“Yeah,” Starsky said, bitterly. “He who’s got the gold, makes the rules. How do ya think Sanchez evaded 

justice for as long as he did?” 

“He won now,” Hutch said, flatly. 

Starsky shook his head. “No. He lost. He’ll get his, now, that’s for sure.” 

Danny looked at Starsky. “Yes. Yes, he will.” 

McGarrett was ignoring them, but he’d seemed to deflate some of his anger while they’d been talking. “Sorry, 

gentlemen,” he said. “HPD obviously needs training in how to run its lock up.” 

Hutch shook his head. “It happens. No matter what measures you take, it happens.” 

A long silence descended on the four men.  

“I think we’ll be — “ 

“Please,” Danny said. “Stay.” 

Starsky and Hutch looked at each other. Hutch shrugged.  

“Would you like that beer now?” 

“Whatever you’re having,” Hutch answered. “But, yeah.” 

“That means a beer,” McGarrett said, after a moment. This was the first non-police matter statement he’d made 

to either Starsky or Hutch and they looked at each other in surprise just as Hutch was responding, “Sounds 

good.” 

Williams scurried off to the kitchen and after a few moments, three beers were opened and passed around as the 

four men sat down in Danny’s living room. 



 
 

 

“Steve doesn’t drink.” 

“Oh.” Starsky and Hutch looked at each other again.  

"He’s not really human," Hutch whispered, very softly and Starsky had to bite back a chuckle, but just as Hutch 

was speaking, he realized that McGarrett was actually all too human. 

He’d put it completely together by the time the four men were seated in the small room. He and Hutch had been 

careful to select the two chairs that were at a safe distance from each other, but the two other men were on the 

couch and as Starsky watched, Steve looked at both Starsky and Hutch in turn, and then deliberately lifted his 

arm and placed it around Danny’s shoulders.   

Hutch had gotten it, too. There was truly a long silence as each couple tried to get the measure of the other. 

Starsky and Hutch blinked first. 

“How did you know? Hutch asked, quietly. 

Steve and Danny looked at each other and then back at them. “You definitely get credit for trying. But you 

didn’t think of everything.” 

Starsky shrugged, even though he wasn’t at all pleased. “I was worried about the chambermaid. Didn’t think 

we’d have a cop in there as well.” 

“So what was it?” Hutch insisted. 

“The nightstand,” Danny admitted after a moment. “All the personal items were on the center and left side 

nightstands. If you’d really spent the night in different beds, they would have been on the center nightstand 

only. Probably. After that, it was just watching how you interact with each other. Even though we knew Starsky 

had been badly - ” 

“Yeah, yeah.” Hutch said quickly.  

“I just put two and two together,” Danny said, after a swift glance at Hutch. 

“Danno is an excellent detective,” Steve added at once, with a soft ring of pride under his words. 

“Oh,” Hutch said, deflated. He looked at Steve and Danny. “You’re one up on us. The penny just now dropped 

for both of us.” 

Danny nodded. “We’ve had a lot of practice. And this is our home. We know how to act here. If we were in 

California, out of our normal routine, you may have figured us out first.” 

Starsky doubted that. He couldn’t imagine willingly spending time with McGarrett and he still pitied Williams. 

On the other hand, he could practically sense the stress slipping away from Williams as they sat there. He 

realized that McGarrett probably only really relaxed, only really allowed himself to be himself, around 

Williams. Maybe that explained things. Maybe the man was really not an ass. Maybe. 

“How long?” Hutch asked, perhaps imprudently. “And why?” 

“The long is the easy part,” Steve came back with right away. “Not long enough.” 



 

 

“As for the why, why indeed?” Danny asked. “When you can define it, please let me know.” 

Starsky was not enjoying this conversation. With time and effort, he’d come to a measure of peace with the fact 

that he was a man in love with another man and he was going to spend the rest of his days with Hutch. That 

whole thing with Gunther had gone a long way in cementing that decision, and he was very happy. They were 

very happy. 

But he wasn’t interested in true confessions with anyone other than Hutch about this, and McGarrett was the 

last man he wanted to talk to about anything in this arena.   

Danny perhaps felt the same way about the direction of the conversation, because he drained his beer in one or 

two swallows and stood up. “Been a long day, fellows,” he said. “How about I drive you back to your hotel?” 

 

****************************************************** 

 

“Ready to go home?” 

Hutch nodded, but didn’t look over at Starsky.  

Starsky wasn’t a fan of flying, so he held his tongue until they were aloft and he judged that they’d at least 

make it out of Hawaiian airspace in one piece. Even then, he kept quiet; not so much because he wanted to, but 

because he was so tired. Ever since that... time... he got so tired, so easily, and this trip had been exhausting in 

more ways than one. 

He must have dozed off because when he next looked around him, the debris from the drink service he’d never 

noticed being served was still on the various tray tables. Hutch picked up a glass from his table. “I got you a 

Coke,” he offered, handing Starsky the drink. 

“Thanks.” 

“Don’t think we’ll be going back there,” Hutch offered. 

“No,” Starsky said, carefully taking a sip from the plastic glass. It was a little too full. “But still... “ 

“Still what?” 

“It was an interesting trip.” 

“Illuminating, even,” Hutch admitted. He continued: “I thought Williams was a good guy. He has his hands 

full.” 

“Yeah.” 

“I don’t envy him.” 

Starsky shook his head. “No, me neither.” 

Hutch was quiet for a while. “Any regrets?” 



 
 

 

Starsky shook his head again. “Not a one.” 

Hutch took a deep breath. “Want to take a couple of days’ vacation when we get home?” 

Starsky paused, really giving the question some thought. Then he nodded. “Yeah. I do.” 

He drained the rest of his soda and started to drop his tray table to rest the empty glass, but Hutch took it from 

him and put it on his own table. 

Starsky rested his head back on the headrest and tried to find some peace with everything. Closing his eyes, he 

hoped to sleep again. “Don’t wake me up until the pilot announced our approach to LAX,” he told his partner, 

and he wasn’t kidding. “I can’t get home fast enough.” 

Hutch nodded in response as he was shaking out one of the small cheap blue blankets that the airline offered. 

Starsky realized he must’ve gotten it from a stewardess when he’d been dozing. Hutch was spreading it over 

their laps cross-ways, even though the fabric barely cleared their laps. 

“I’m not cold,” Starsky told Hutch. 

“Neither am I,” Hutch responded, as he snaked his hand under the blanket and grasped Starsky’s hand, holding 

it in a firm, gentle grip. 

Starsky smiled, and finally relaxed. The peace he’d been searching for had instead found him.  

END 
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Fun things about Starsky, Hutch, Huggy, Dobey and all of the episodes. Enjoy! 
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Sofa City 
by Lisa C 

 

Starsky laid his head back on Hutch’s shoulder as the stereo cranked out his new favorite Frampton tune.  

“Hmmm, baby I love your way, every day …” Their hands on top of each others, fingers intertwined, neither 

could think of a better way to lose themselves in the music than relaxing on the couch, Starsky laying his back 

to Hutch’s front. As Hutch sang softly in his partner’s ear, Starsky snuggled backwards and wrapped their arms 

around his middle. 

At the song’s end, Starsky turned over and kissed his love deeply.  Softly pulling his fingers free, he slipped his 

hands around Hutch’s head, down his neck and they met in the middle, undoing buttons as they continued the 
journey downward. Hutch groaned into the kiss, slipping his hands around to massage his lover’s ample cheeks 

and rub their members together.  Starsky broke the kiss by sucking his way down Hutch’s chin and then licking 

his way down his neck. Fastening on the soft join between shoulder and neck, he started the beginnings of a 

deep passion mark that would most likely be hidden by Hutch’s collar, except when Starsky pulled it away to 

embarrass his partner whenever possible.  

Hutch didn’t care. He’d let Starsky put a mark on his nose if it kept him happy and together with him. “Bed. 

Now” he said to the air as Starsky continued to work. 

“Nope. Gonna do you here” Starsky murmured into the top of Hutch’s chest. Then he moved so quickly Hutch 

thought it might have been a dream. Starsky jumped off his partner, undoing his jeans and belt, reaching in and 

pulling out his cock while at the same time he sucked on a pert nipple. In a heartbeat, he moved down and 

swallowed Hutch completely.  

“GOD! Oh babe! That throat!” Starsky had recently achieved his goal of deep throating his partner, no small 

feat, and it drove Hutch wild. No woman could ever hold him in her throat, while Starsky could and when he 

hummed, the vibrations alone could make Hutch come screaming to the ceiling. He grabbed the curls and hung 

on, moving and riding the motion Starsky was providing. 

It didn’t take long. A quivering lump on the sofa, Hutch felt Starsky release him, then pull his jeans off. Rolling 

Hutch over, Starsky started rimming his partner quickly and forcefully. Hutch’s sensitive cock was rubbing the 

fabric of Starsky’s sofa, his legs spread, one falling off the sofa. Starsky’s hand reached around and played with 

equally sensitive nipples, making Hutch writhe, moan and struggle to get his chest away from the sweet 

torment. Starsky let him raise his chest up, then grabbed Hutch’s cock, while driving his tongue deep inside the 

sensitive center.  

“Oh, oh, oh, ooooh … dear GOD! How do you do THAT?!” he shouted. 

Starsky pulled away and grabbed the lotion they kept in the coffee table drawer. A healthy squirt coated 

Starsky’s cock. He stroked Hutch’s thighs, kissed the soft mounds, then drove himself deep in one thrust, hitting 

his prostate over and over. 

Hutch was overwhelmed. Starsky was the most intense lover he had ever known. Hadn’t he just come moments 

ago? Now his prostate was sending electric shocks up and down his legs, firming his recovering cock with each 

hit. He couldn’t even form words as his reignited cock rode the sofa, Starsky rode his ass, and his hands 

grabbed for purchase on the sofa back and coffee table. Starsky’s thrusts changed rhythm, faster, faster, faster, 

then both hands grabbed Hutch’s hip bones and he screamed his orgasm into Hutch’s back with a final thrust. 

Hutch bounced himself once, twice and with a small “oh” oozed a small trickle, balls emptied. 



 

 

They laid there a couple moments, then Starsky got up. He returned with two warm washcloths, wrapping one 

around Hutch’s cock and placing the other against his center as he rolled him to his back again. Tucking Hutch 

inside as he pulled up the boxers, he set the Hutch's jeans and boots aside. He then took the afghan off the chair, 

covered Hutch, put his head on a small pillow and kissed him sweetly.  

“You are the most amazing lover I have ever known,” he whispered. “No one ever gets me that fuckin’ hot and 

you can do it just layin’ on the couch. Love you like crazy, babe.” The soft words brushed Hutch’s cheek as he 

smiled softly.  

“Love you so much, Starsk,” he whispered back. 

Seeing his precious man nearly asleep, Starsky grabbed the jeans and boots, then set about picking up every 

piece of clothing, mail, dishes, and junk Hutch had dropped around the apartment since they had gotten home. 

“But you are such a SLOB!” he muttered.  

Hutch rolled to his side, half watching his lover through almost-closed eyes. Part of his brain wondered where 

Starsky got the power to pick up the place after making love. “But boy do I love all that energy,” he thought as 

he drifted off. 
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Retirement 
by Lucy 

RE - TIRE - MENT - noun - the act or fact of leaving one's job and ceasing to work. 

You asked me to pop you off an email when I got home, babe… so here it is. 

The retirement dinner was… typical. Warm beer and rubber chicken. The Dobeys were there and send their 

regards. They were sorry to have missed you. I promised a BBQ @ our place to make up for it. You can cook! 

Retirement seems to agree with Harold… Edith too. In all the times we’ve seen them since Harold took the 

“golden handshake” and turned the division over to me, it really struck me, looking at them tonight; how much 

younger and prettier Edith is without the pinched lines of fear and worry around her mouth and eyes. Harold has 

had the good sense to take his doctor’s  advice and is doing something about his weight and blood pressure. He 

says he’s playing golf and WALKING the course. (Edith’s insistence I’ll bet.) 

Everyone tonight seemed to be trying extra hard to make up for your absence, as if they could. They all missed 

you. I told you I was okay with you keeping the seminar you’d been contracted to give in San Francisco, and I 

meant it. It was too good of a new connection for the speaking/teaching circuit to pass up. It’s just that tonight 

brought back a lot of memories and you are the other half of most of them. I missed you too! 

Now don’t go getting all weird on me, we’ll celebrate when you get home day after tomorrow. Believe me, I 

think I can do better than warm beer and rubber chicken!! 

It’s late and I’m tired. (Warm beer will get you every time… haha.) 

Goodnight, Babe. Sleep well. 

All my love, Hutch 

P.S. Guess I wasn’t done after all. When I got in bed, I could close my eyes, but not turn off the images playing 

behind my lids like an old-fashioned 8mm movie reel. Frame by frame… grim reminders of how easily I could 

have received the gold watch tonight and your absence would have been permanent. It’s a good thing you aren’t 

here, my maudlin mood would piss you off. I’m sorry but those pictures still come even after all this time… still 

crystal clear… sharp…cutting…painful! 

The Italian Restaurant… the poisoning we almost didn’t get the antidote for in time… Simon Marcus and his 

weirdos… Gunther… the worst of all. Then there was that wreck three years ago, although in all fairness I can’t 

hang that on the department. Maybe I should start a group “Partners Against Drunk Drivers!!” Too many 

times… too close… too frightening. 

Tonight they referred to me as having served the past 36 years with courage and distinction; a gold standard to 

hold up as an example for the rookies. But they got that all wrong! I’m not a hero, not really brave… lucky, 

maybe, and God knows for that I’m grateful. You, Starsk… you’re the gold standard. You are all the gift I need 

for the past 36 years. You and I… still here, still whole.. (mostly) still healthy (pretty much)… still together. 

Just like in the beginning, Babe.  Me and Thee!!! 
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Fifty Shades of Cake 
by wightfaerie 

 

Hutch crept out of the two story house he shared with Starsky. It wasn’t unusual to leave Starsky in bed while 

he went for his run, but jogging was the last thing on Hutch’s mind this morning.  

He quietly let himself into his old beater and pulled away slowly from the curb. If Starsky woke and noticed the 

car gone, Hutch could plead the fifth. Failing that, an early visit to Vinnie’s was a plausible lie. 

The untimely hour and empty streets made the journey to Huggy’s a quick and event free drive. Hutch parked in 

their regular spot in the parking lot behind The Pits. Half a dozen strides and he was at the emergency exit, 

pushing the door open with ease. Stepping into the dimly lit interior, Hutch squinted into the room and shouted, 

“You there, Hug?”  

“Not so loud, my man,” Huggy said, popping up from behind the bar. “This turkey hasn’t been to bed yet.”  He 

looked like he’d been to hell and back.  

Hutch recognized that morning after look. He grinned. “Sorry about that, buddy. You did say I could collect the 

cake at this time.” 

Huggy held his head. “I dig that, but I didn’t plan on JT turning up at closing for a nightcap or ten.” He gulped 

down the Bloody Mary in his hand and smacked his lips. “Best hangover cure ever,” he said, holding the glass 

up in a shaky hand and surveying it like it was the Mona Lisa.  

“I prefer a glass of orange juice and lots of water myself.” Hutch took the glass from Huggy and set it on the bar 

top. “The cake, Huggy.” He hated to rush his suffering friend, but time was ticking and he wanted to get back 

before Starsky got up.  

“Okay, okay. Follow me.” Huggy waved his arms around in the air and half swaggered, half staggered to the 

kitchen. 

Hutch had no problem keeping pace with Huggy. Reaching over his friend’s shoulder, Hutch held open the 

swinging door.  

Huggy stood at one end of the large metal preparation area that dominated the center of the kitchen. A plain 

white box sat on the counter in front of him. “There you go.” He gestured towards the box. “One cake, as per 

the customer’s order.” 

Hutch broke the seal on the lid, lifted it up and whistled. “Nice. Better than I imagined.” He looked at Huggy. 

“No one else has seen this?” 

Huggy shook his head. “Not even me. As I said, Sheila’s Specialty Cakes is all about discretion. Sealed 

instructions, sealed box.”  

“You have some weird friends.” Hutch dropped the lid back in place. 

Huggy looked him up and down. “You’re telling me, blondie. I ain’t the one having secret cakes made.”  



 

 

Hutch laughed. “Touché. You can have a peek if you want to. You know what it’s for anyway or you wouldn’t 

have been able to tell me that Sheila has another string to her bow when it comes to cakes.” 

“That chick would kill me if she knew I’d broken her cardinal rule.” Huggy dragged his right index finger 

across his neck.  

“Is she really that strict? You’re her lesser half, doesn’t that count for something?”  

“When it comes to her business, she flies by her own rules and I gotta respect that.” A sappy smile crossed 

Huggy’s face. “She is the boss, after all.” He winked at Hutch. “That side of her baking business stays within 

the circle, ya dig? 

“Yeah.” Hutch was well aware of Huggy and Sheila’s personal arrangement. It was the same as his and 

Starsky’s; equal partners in everything, except when it came to their play time.  

Although he suspected, and that sentence may well just have proved it, that Huggy was more than happy to bow 

down to Sheila at other times. A scenario he never expected to connect with Huggy. Seeing a different chick 

every night had stopped the day he met Sheila. A monogamous Huggy was a reality that Hutch never saw 

coming. 

“Do you think he’ll like it?” Hutch lifted the lid and gazed at the culinary wonder. He’d wanted to give Starsky 

a first anniversary present. But the traditional paper seemed wrong when the anniversary was celebrating the 

first time that Starsky had tied him up and dominated him. A drunken conversation with Huggy while Starsky 

and Sheila were comparing Master notes had bought them to this moment.  

Tapping the lid gently out of Hutch’s hand and sealing the box, Huggy said, “He’ll love it. It’s sweet to eat and 

it’s from you. Now get outa ‘ere. I needs my bed.” 

****************************************************** 

Eyes still closed, Starsky rolled over onto his side. Reaching, as he did every morning, for his lover, and 

finding, as he did most mornings, a cold space where Hutch had been when they went to sleep.  

Starsky hated waking up alone, but he would never deny Hutch his daily run. It had been Hutch’s routine since 

his high school track days. As a promising mile runner, Hutch had trained before and after school, or so he’d 

told Starsky. 

Hutch’s competitive running had stopped when he graduated from college and his pop had assumed that Hutch 

would follow in the family tradition, Harvard Law College and Hutchinson and Sons, Corporate Lawyers.  

At that point, Hutch had rebelled and applied to the Police Academy. The rest, as far as Starsky was concerned, 

was history, his and Hutch’s history.  

He turned back over and snuggled under the blankets. Hutch liked to crawl back into bed after his shower for a 

cuddle, or more if they had the time. 

Starsky was just drifting off to sleep when the telephone rang. He snagged the receiver. “Lo,” he said groggily. 

“David,” said the high pitched voice that he knew so well. 

“Aunt Rosey. A little early for you, ain’t it?” Starsky sat up and leaned against the headboard. “What’s wrong?”  



 

 

“Oh, Davey.” She sighed. “Your Uncle Al has put his back out again.” 

Starsky grinned. “That old cah of his, I guess,” he said, unable to keep the mirth out of his voice. 

“It’s not funny. I tell him every day. Don’t start working on that car so early.” Her tone changed to the sound 

Starsky remembered from his wild days. “Let Davey help you. You aren’t so young anymore.” She sighed again. 

“Can you come help me get him from the garage to the house?” 

Starsky stared wistfully at Hutch’s empty space, knowing that would be filled pretty soon.  He'd been looking 

forward to spending the morning in bed with Hutch. “Be right there,” he promised dutifully. His aunt and uncle 

had been good to him. Taken him in when his mom couldn’t cope after his father died.  

Banging the receiver down, he jumped out of bed, pulling clothes on as he hopped into the bathroom. A quick 

teeth clean, a splash of water on his face and unruly hair, and he was ready.  

Better leave Hutch a note or blondie would panic. Putting the toothpaste back in the cabinet, Starsky spotted the 

lipstick that he’d bought for Valentine’s Day. The same lipstick that Starsky’d used to plant red kisses all over 

Hutch’s naked body. Grabbing the container, he pulled off the lid and scrawled his destination. 

*** 

Hutch turned right off of Electric Avenue into San Juan Avenue. Even from halfway up the street, the striped 

tomato was conspicuous by its absence.  

Damn. Starsky must have noticed Hutch’s LTD missing and decided to go looking for him. No way could 

Hutch use Vinnie’s as an excuse now. That was the first place Starsky would try. 

Hutch pulled over to the curb outside number 541. The yellow color and design of the first story exterior 

reminded him of his old canalside home. The difference was the second story, and this time the white picket 

fence dream was his and Starsky’s. Hutch prided himself on the rich green lawns and the rose bushes with their 

abundance of white blooms.  

“Starsk,” he shouted, just in case, as he closed the front door while juggling  the bakery cake box.  

Silence, as he’d expected.  

Taking the stairs two at once, he opened the bedroom door with his butt. Placing the box on the footlocker from 

Starsky’s Army days at the end of their wooden bed, he strode into the bathroom. Should have gone before he 

left Huggy’s, but hey. Relief flowed through his body as he emptied his bladder. 

Yanking his sweatpants up his thighs, he spotted red writing on the mirror.  

Aunt Rosey’s! 

Grinning, Hutch fingered the round gold case lying on the vanity unit. Candy Apple Red it said on the small 

label stuck to the bottom. Sweet memories. 

He glanced at the words again. There was only one reason that Starsky would go off to Rosey’s this early in the 

morning without more explanation: Al’s back!  

That suited Hutch. It saved him trying to set up his surprise with Starsky in the house. He’d planned to use 

Starsky’s shower time, but now he had at least a couple of hours, depending on when Starsky left, of course.  



 

 

Digging to the back of his closet, Hutch extracted his old high school duffle, emptying the contents onto the 

floor. Red satin sheets and pillow shams, similar to the ones Starsky owned when they first got together.  

Hutch quickly stripped the white sheets that he preferred off of the bed and remade it with the red satin. Next, 

he changed the pillow and cushion cases.  

Starsky always laughed at him, saying he was worse than a woman for the multitude of pillows and cushions 

that adorned their bed. But they had a practical use as well, when it came to getting the right positioning for 

certain activities.  

Ripping the white cardboard box from around the cake, he set the cake dead center on the top of the footlocker.  

The cake was decorated like a replica of their bed. Hutch meticulously arranged the soft furnishings exactly like 

the cake decoration. Some strategically placed ties, handcuffs and the cat o’ nine tails whip completed the 

scene. 

After a leisurely shower, Hutch drank a glass of goat’s milk. Leaving the empty glass on the bedside stand, he 

opened the top drawer and pulled out a black leather case. He took out the plastic contents, the cock cage that 

Starsky had bought him on a whim for his birthday. Miraculously, it had fitted perfectly. Hutch had worn it a 

few times since then, when Starsky asked him to. Today, he was making the decision to wear it. He pushed his 

genitals through the securing rings and encased his already hardening penis in the plastic see-through tube. A 

few screws and he was ready. All he could do now was wait for Starsky. 

****************************************************** 

Starsky scoured the first floor looking for Hutch. He knew that his partner should be around because his old car 

was back in its parking spot. He assumed Hutch had gone to Vinnie’s, with the absence of his car. Maybe he’d 

gone for a run as well because Starsky hadn't been here when he got back.  

It was mid-morning and he still had to claim his first kiss of the day. Much as he loved his aunt and uncle, his 

mercy missions because of Al’s back were becoming more frequent. He found himself cursing when the trips 

encroached on his day off and personal time with Hutch. He shook his head. Selfishness wasn’t a pleasant trait, 

especially after all his family had done for him. 

“Hutch,” he shouted up the staircase.  

“In the bedroom.” Hutch’s voice was so soft that Starsky barely heard it. He bounded up the steps and stopped 

dead in the doorway.  

Hutch lounged, naked and golden, on shiny red satin sheets. A ray of mid-morning sunlight reflected off of 

Hutch’s encased genitals. 

Starsky took a moment to devour the sight before his eyes. “Where’d they come from? I thought we’d thrown 

that set out months ago.” Starsky asked, pointing at the bed sheets. Then he noticed the cake.  

“Thought it was time we replaced them.” Hutch smiled. His smile lit up the room. 

Starsky’s heart missed a beat. That smile got him every time. “The cake,” he sputtered, walking over to the 

footlocker. “It’s an exact replica of our bed.”  

“Happy first anniversary,” Hutch said. 



 

 

“Huh?” He and Hutch had been together, as lovers, for just over three years. “First anniversary?”  

Hutch grabbed the handcuff chain and jangled the wrist cuffs together. “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten.” He 

pouted. Quite unsuccessfully for Hutch, as it happened. Normally he could pout with the best of them, but this 

time he didn’t fool Starsky for a second. 

Starsky nodded. “That supposed to be me, is it?” Starsky gently poked the chest of the figure. Obviously it was. 

The statue was even wearing the tatty jeans he had pulled on first thing this morning, his chill out jeans. Worn 

in all the right places, according to Hutch. 

“Yeah,” Hutch said, spreading his legs wider. “Though I think that you’re a bit over dressed.” 

Laughing, Starsky kicked off his sneakers and tugged his t-shirt over his head. He unzipped his jeans and 

unbuckled his belt. Snagging the whip, he posed next to the bed post, mimicking his confectionary counterpart. 

“Now what?”  

“That’s up to you.”  

Starsky had already noted the ties draped around the bed posts. Hutch was expecting a re-enactment of the first 

time they’d dabbled with bondage. He straddled Hutch’s hips and snatched the handcuffs from his lovers grasp. 

Unfortunately, they’d changed beds since then and there was nowhere to attach the cuffs. He threw them to the 

floor and leaned over to the top left post, pulling Hutch’s right arm taut. He looped the tie around Hutch’s wrist 

and secured it to the upright. He repeated the move on the other wrist. 

With Hutch firmly tied by the wrists, Starsky swooped in for the kiss he’d been waiting for since waking up. 

Pressing his lips roughly against Hutch’s, he forced his tongue into his lover’s mouth. Starsky kissed Hutch 

long and hard, stopping only when he started to feel lightheaded.  

Hutch gulped in air when Starsky withdrew from his assault on his mouth. “Morning,” he gasped.  

“Morning, yourself,” Starsky said, slightly panting from the effort of his ardor. He brushed his fingertips lightly 

up and down the right side of Hutch’s face and neck. 

Hutch quivered under his touch.  

Spinning around on Hutch’s belly, Starsky licked Hutch’s sheathed cock, before continuing down the bed to his 

feet. Stretching Hutch as far as he could, Starsky tied each ankle to the corresponding bed post.  

They’d specifically chosen a king size bed that accommodated Hutch’s height and span. The sales guy had 

given them some funny looks when Hutch lay in the middle of the bed, spreading his arms and legs for all he 

was worth. Starsky laughed at the memory. 

“Want to share the joke, Starsk?” said Hutch, flexing his left foot. 

“Later,” said Starsky, eyeing up the cake. He hadn’t had a chance to eat yet this morning. He jumped off of the 

bed. “Don’t go anywhere, I need to get something.” 

****************************************************** 

 



 

 

“Not much chance of that, is there?” Hutch bucked in his restraints to prove his point. What could Starsky 

possibly want that wasn’t in the room? 

Starsky came back into the room brandishing Hutch’s Takohiki knife. He walked across to the bed. 

“Huh, Starsk, what you want that knife for?” Hutch had picked up a set of Japanese knives in Queens during 

one of their first trips back east to visit Starsky’s mom. It had been his present to himself for making detective. 

Starsky ran his finger along the flat top of the blade. Bending over, he stroked Hutch’s chest with the square tip. 

“What you think it’s for?” 

Hutch swallowed as the cold metal traversed his skin. He stared at the silver shaft. “Cutting something?” 

“Got it in one.” Starsky grinned maniacally at him. “I’m going to have my cake and eat it.” He winked at Hutch, 

stepped back and swung the knife, slicing straight through the middle of the bed. He cut a huge chunk from the 

cake. “Red Velvet, my favorite.” Nibbling on the red fondant, he sat on the bed next to Hutch. 

“I know.” Hutch strained his neck. “Do I get some?” 

“Certainly,” said Starsky, crushing the slab against Hutch’s torso and rubbing the mixture of cake and fondant 

all over his chest.  

“Not fair,” Hutch said, almost gagging when Starsky stuck his fingers into Hutch’s mouth. He sucked and 

licked the sticky mess from Starsky’s hand. “Tasty.” His cock attempted to expand even more in the confines of 

the chastity device. The pressure of the plastic thwarting a full erection added to his pleasure. 

Starsky lapped up the concoction covering Hutch’s upper body, alternately twirling his tongue around his 

nipples and biting at the erect buds. He stroked Hutch’s sides with his fingertips. 

“Ahh. Tickles.” Hutch writhed under Starsky’s touch. The combination of Starsky’s hands and mouth sent his 

nerve endings into overdrive. He struggled against the restraints holding his limbs in place. God, he loved that 

feeling of helplessness, that loss of controlling his own body, the erotica of giving that control to Starsky.  

Obviously satisfied with his feast, Starsky nipped and kissed down Hutch’s torso. Kneeling between Hutch’s 

legs, he suckled his inner thighs. Sucking so hard at one point that Hutch knew it would leave a mark.  

His balls throbbed when Starsky sucked each one in turn. Forcing his tongue through the slit in the bottom of 

the cage, Starsky teased Hutch, delicately licking the tip of his cock. The merest hint of a touch sent electricity 

zinging through Hutch’s genitals. He pushed his hips forward, trying for closer contact on his penis. The plastic 

cage banged against Starsky’s teeth. 

Starsky gave him a sharp slap on his scrotum. “Naughty, naughty,” he scolded. “I think that gets you an all day 

pass to chastity land.” 

Hutch’s desire hiked up a notch. He tugged at the ties, causing a momentary tightening of the bindings. Every 

little morsel of pain and domination pushed him closer to his nirvana.  

Jumping off of the bed, Starsky struggled out of his tight jeans. His erection bounced free from its prison. 

Standing at the side of Hutch’s head, he caressed his hard-on. 

Hutch turned to watch his lover pleasure himself. Saliva dribbled from the corner of his mouth. 



 

 

“You want this?” Starsky asked, circling his cock head with his thumb. 

“Yeah.” Hutch almost choked with the anticipation of Starsky’s rod in his mouth. He attempted to move closer, 

twisting his body, until he practically wrenched his shoulder out of its socket. 

“Hey, you’re gonna hurt yourself.” Starsky moved closer. “You want it that bad?” 

“Hell, yes.”  

“Say please.” Starsky winked at him. 

“Please,” Hutch said. He’d never imagined that he would ever beg to have another man’s dick in his mouth, not 

even Starsky’s. It was weird what true love had done to him. Starsky’s shooting had changed his life, both their 

lives, totally. It had taken them in a direction that neither had thought possible. 

*** 

Starsky looked down on the wanton man tied to the bed. Hutch never stopped surprising him. He’d never 

expected his macho partner to even entertain the idea of having sex with a man. But here they were. He climbed 

onto the bed, leaning over his lover’s head. 

Hutch clamped his mouth around Starsky’s shaft, deep throating instantly. His lips were soft against Starsky’s 

hardness.  

Starsky thrust gently into Hutch’s oral cavity, gathering momentum as he fucked his partner’s face. It was so 

good being engulfed in the warmth of Hutch’s cavern. 

Hutch groaned, moving his head in rhythm with Starsky’s hips, taking everything Starsky was giving him with 

ease.  

Starsky felt the familiar tightening of his balls. He pulled back, not wanting to choke his blintz with his juices. 

Hutch fastened his jaws around the base of Starsky’s cock, his teeth sinking into the flesh.  

Starsky stilled. If he moved too quickly, he might possibly lose some skin here.  

Hutch sucked at Starsky’s erection, teasing the head with his tongue, as Starsky had done to him.  

Starsky’s arousal plummeted over the edge of the precipice. Unable to stop himself, Starsky drove deep into 

Hutch’s throat, semen bursting out of him with a ferocity that took his breath away. He was vaguely aware of 

Hutch swallowing frantically. His world blackened. 

Feeling groggy, he slowly became aware of Hutch thrashing around underneath him. Starsky quickly rolled off 

of him.  

Hutch gasped for air, coughing and sputtering with the effort.  

“You okay?” Starsky asked. The last time he had seen Hutch floundering for breath that badly was when Eddie 

has almost throttled him. “Christ, I could have suffocated you.” He put his hand lightly on Hutch’s heaving 

chest, rubbing gently.  

Hutch finally stopped panting. His face was flushed. “Not your fault.” He grinned. “How’s little Davey?”  



 

 

Starsky looked at his cock, complete with teeth marks. “A little sore. You don’t do anything by halves, buddy. 

You almost bit him off. Who said I was the one in control?” 

Hutch wiggled his captive wrists. “I’m the one tied up,” he said innocently. 

“You sure are.” Starsky tweaked Hutch’s nipples. “And I’m the one who got manipulated. When did I get to be 

so lucky?” His hand went involuntary to his own chest. He traced the scars with his fingertips. His mind jumped 

back to another time, another bed. 

Hutch climbed, drunk, into Starsky’s hospital bed. The door opened and Hutch dove under the covers. His hand 

brushed against Starsky’s groin. For the first time in a long time, Starsky’s penis had started to harden.  

Hutch had noticed and, when everyone had gone, with Starsky settled in a dry bed, Hutch had offered to help 

Starsky with his frustration. They’d never looked back since. 

 “Starsk?”  

Hutch’s voice brought Starsky back from his reverie. “Just remembering that first time.” He inhaled. “Let’s get 

you untied and cleaned up. 

 

****************************************************** 

Pic from Richard’s Cakes, with a little (bad) modification to the figure. http://www.richardscakes.co.uk/cake-gallery 
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ANT FARM 

BABCOCK 

BAY CITY 

BLUE ADIDAS 

BLUE EYES 

BRASS BED 

CAPTAIN DOBEY 

CITY ZOO 

CUFFS 

DAVID STARSKY 

DETECTIVES 

FAT ROLLIE 

FORD LTD 

GUNS 

GUNTHER 

HEALTH FOOD 

HUGGY BEAR 

JOJO 

JUNK FOOD 

KEIKO 

KEN HUTCHINSON 

LEATHER JACKETS 

ME AND THEE 

MINNIE 

MOLLY 

PAPA THEODORE 

PARTNERS 

PIGGY BANK 

PLANTS 

SCARS 

SEXY 

SIMMONS 

STRIPED TOMATO 

ZEBRA THREE
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Hand Against the Wall  
by Lucy 
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I lean with my hand against the 
wall... waiting... 
 
Waiting for a women who owes 
me nothing and 
I'm trusting her with the most 
important  
anything in my life! 
 
  
I see the blood on my fingers... 
A trail outlining each nail. 
I feel sick knowing it's yours 
  
Oh God, I pray silently... 
desperately... 
Please... 
Help me get us out of here. 
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Closing in on Three A.M. 
by Mary Louise Fisher 

 
You remember Cars and Mars, don’t you? That show biz partnership a lot of people wondered about (especially 

since their best known routine was called Mr. Posey and Mr. Pansy.) You know the one I mean: they lisped and 

sashayed around as interior decorators and brought down the homophobic house. 

Their act was immortalized on film in the why-did-they-ever-make-this-musical, Colorado Campus Cuties. 

Remember the big production number where everyone was dressed in glittery cowboy and Indian costumes and 

square danced to a song about Custer’s Last Stand?  Desi Arnaz as Custer, played a conga drum, and Ronald 

Reagan (looking a lot like Howdy Dowdy) called the steps? You don’t?  

How about Club 522?  

In 1945, the comic, Buddy Cars (aka: Isaac Karznovitch) and the singer, Tony Mars (aka: Antonio Marzetti) 

borrowed money from the gangster, Bugsy Siegel (aka: future corpse courtesy of the mob.) And, they opened 

their own nightclub. They called it Club 522 to honor the birthday of dancer, Jane Wilde (aka: Gertrude 

Flundersen; the ex-Mrs. Cars; ex-Mrs. Mars.)  

They all took turns performing on the big round stage twice a night. (What they did together backstage is 

anybody’s guess.) Cars opened with the laughs and Mars sang. He ended every show with his big hit I Love You 

Whenever I’m Lonely. Wilde and The Wilde Kats, dressed in pink and black pussy cat costumes swung their 

tails and sexed up the place. (Between numbers, the girls sold cigarettes and themselves.) 

There was dining and dancing. People gambled in a secret room upstairs that everybody knew about. The 

money rolled in. There was laughter and noise and fun. It was a swinging hot spot, big stars came to see and be 

seen. Now, all that was gone. But, Club 522 hung on. 

In 1975, it was clinging to life in the shadows as a watering hole for scum suckers, leeches, looney tunes, 

drunks and derelicts. I got the feeling that it still remembered the good old days and was only waiting for Swing 

to come back. Or Stephen King to write a novel about it called The Shithole. Or someone to send it out in a 

blaze of glory with gas-can-and-matches-urban-renewal.  

It was way past last call. And, there I was in that sad old dive. I was sitting at 522’s big L-shaped bar drinking 

whiskey with the night manager, Fat Rollie. (Okay, I was sipping and he was slurping.) What had my life come 

to that I’d be buying drinks for this outstanding citizen?  

What it’d come to was: 38 hours into a homicide case, one Jane Doe, who got into the wrong car and ended up 

dead on the side of the road, one mystery john, no eye witnesses except maybe somebody named Frank, who 

ran some girl, who might have seen something or knew the stiff or was the runner-up for Miss America. Or not. 

What it’d come to was: I needed information. Fat Rollie usually had information. 

He also had a serious drinking problem and hated to drink alone. While he guzzled, I sipped, grimaced and tried 

to learn something. Because I needed names. I needed names now. (And, I needed them before Rollie fell off 

the bar stool.)    

“So?” I asked with real understated desperation. (Nonchalance being my middle name.) 

“So?” said Rollie with real disinterest. 



 

 

“So, you seen him?” I asked.  

“Who?” 

“Frank.” 

“Might have,” said Rollie as he savored his bottom shelf bourbon. 

“When?” I asked nasally as I attempted to not breathe Eaux de Fat Rollie. 

“Maybe like a day or two ago? Maybe last week?” 

“Can you be more specific?” (Can you also be less disgusting and bathe? I wondered. Detecting unwashed ass 

under B.O.) 

“It’s hard to say.” Rollie signaled the bartender, Charlie Calhoun (aka: Crazy Eyes) to top him off.  

Charlie poured. Some of the booze spilled on the bar. Probably because he couldn’t see, probably because he 

was wearing neon orange cheetah print sunglasses. Night or day, inside or out, the man wore really cheap, really 

dark, really ugly sunglasses.  

My partner, Ken Hutchinson (aka: Hutch), named him Crazy Eyes the first time we saw Charlie without his 

shades. That was around the same time we started working Bay City’s District 3 (aka: The Toilet) and Charlie 

went mental. He had to be locked up in the Psycho Ward at County General for going schizoid. (In the good old 

days, he played in Club 522’s piano bar and wrote songs for Mars. In the bad new days, he tended bar and tried 

to remember to take his meds.) 

“Well, can you tell me who you’ve seen?” I asked. 

“I seen George Raft,” Charlie volunteered as he cleaned the sticky bar with a dirty rag that looked like it’d been 

around since the club first opened.  

“I’m not looking for him,” I explained. 

“Uh huh, yeah. I seen Bugsy when he used to be alive. Right here at this here bar.” 

“So you said,” I smiled politely at the skinny old coot who was wasting my time and spreading E-coli. 

“Uh huh, yeah. And, I seen Clark Gable and Gary Cooper and…” 

“What about Frank?” I asked Rollie. 

“Sinatra?” Charlie butted in. “I seen him.” 

“Where’d you see him, Charlie?” Rollie asked.  

“Right here at this here bar.” 

“That’s terrific.” I said. “So, Rollie about…” 

“Uh huh, yeah. It was around midnight when he came in that time with Cary Grant and  Marlene Dietrich.” 

“What was she wearing, Charlie?” Rollie egged him on.  



 

 

“She was dressed like a man.” 

“Okay, real choice bit of Hollywood trivia there, Charlie,” I babbled. “So…” 

“Uh huh, yeah. It was a tuxedo.” 

“Okay. Great. Now, Rollie, about the…” 

“What color was it, Charlie?”  Rollie asked. 

“Uh huh, yeah. It was black.” 

“Black,” said Rollie. “How black?”  

“It was black as night.” Charlie said as he bobbed his head to some internal rhythm only he could hear.  

“Really? That black?” Rollie persisted. 

“Black as midnight. Black as a whore’s heart. Black as a witch’s tit.”  Charlie’s upper body was moving now to 

his obsessive beat. 

Oh oh, I thought. Not good.  

“It wasn’t THAT black was it?” Rollie wanted to know. 

“It was BLACK!” Charlie tore off his sunglasses and Crazy Eyes popped out. “BLACK like her hair. BLACK 

like when I found her. BLACK like blood from a dead body turnin’ BLACK.” He grabbed the filthy rag and 

rubbed it into the unwashed bar with a vengeance. Like he was hoping if he polished hard enough and long 

enough he’d get the image of his wife’s suicide out of his head. (And, the fact he was out of town and didn’t 

find her for days.) 

Oh, Christ. I thought. Not the black as black dirge. Not the dead wife! He was in the neighborhood of nuts and 

starting to move in. I had to distract him. I had to!  “How ‘bout a song, Charlie?” I blurted out the first thing that 

came to mind. 

“What did you say? Did you say you want a little tune?” Crazy Eyes popped his peepers on me. I swear, his 

eyes were looking in two different directions and spinning in his head. (The purple and green neon lighting over 

the bar contributed to the special effects, no doubt.)  

“I sure do.” I smiled at him like you would with a rabid dog. (You know, with a calm and warm expression that 

says: nice doggie, nice doggie, don’t eat me.) “Hey, how about that great one you wrote for Tony Mars?” I 

gushed with frenzied enthusiasm.  

“Which one?” Crazy Eyes looked at me warily. (Shit, was this a trivia quiz?) 

“Uh,” my mind went blank. “Uh…” 

“Ask him to play Black Magic, why don’t you?” Rollie suggested with a smirk and a sip. 

“Play the one with ‘I love you’ in the title,” I urgently ad-libbed. 



 

 

“You want I Love You Whenever I’m Lonely or I Love You Whenever I’m Gone?  Or I Love You Whenever I’m 

Away? Or I Love You Whenever I Miss You? Or I Love You Whenever You Love Me? Or…”  

“PLAY THEM ALL!” I yelled.  

“Uh huh, yeah.” Charlie seemed to reappear as he put on his animal-print sunglasses. “I gotta go turn on more 

lights so’s I can find the pianny, though.”  

“Terrific. You do that.” 

“Yeah, you do that, Charlie,” said Rollie. “This place is black.” 

“Black?” Charlie said with a Crazy Eyes/rabid dog tilt to his head. 

“BACK! BACK! He said BACK!” I jumped up, grabbed Charlie by his boney old arm and pushed him in the 

direction of the back room.   

“Uh huh, yeah. I’ll just go find the fuse box, so’s I can turn on more light, so’s I can find the pianny, so’s I can 

play.” 

“Sounds great. Can’t wait. I’ll be here. Take your time. No hurry.” I gushed and smiled as I shoved him into the 

shadows beyond the bar. (If any ghosts were waiting for him, too fuckin’ bad.) I turned and went back to sit by 

Rollie.  

“Nice to have you back, Starsky. Or should I say black?”  

“Very funny, you fink. Did you see Frank or not?” I asked through clenched teeth. 

“It’s really hard to say.” (Hard to say? Just open your big mouth and say it!) “Maybe Thursday?” 

“When?” 

“Maybe around midnight?” 

“He with anyone?” 

“Maybe. Maybe not.” Rollie shrugged. (Here we go again! Down the rabbit hole with Alice in waste-your-time-

with-my-bullshit Land.) 

 “Can you be more specific?” I looked at the bottle that sat between us and wondered if a light tap on his greasy 

head would jog his memory. 

“Maybe a girl?” 

“Can you describe her?” (I could describe me: tired, hungry, and afraid that Crazy Eyes was back. Because 

someone was banging around in the back of the club, swearing and throwing things while Charlie looked for the 

fuse box.) 

“I’m not sure,” said Rollie. 

“Black, white, tall, short, old, young?” I said helpfully while still eyeing the bottle as a potential memory 

jogger. 



 

 

 Rollie tapped the bar in front of the bottle with his index finger. Apparently, further info about ‘maybe a girl’ 

required a down payment. I put down a ten. He gave it a look-see and tapped the bar again. I laid down another 

ten. His finger snaked out again. I grabbed it and pulled back on it. Hard. 

“Shit. That hurts.” 

“What did she look like?” I applied a tad more pressure before letting go. 

Rollie shook his hand and said, “Not too tall or short, kind of blonde maybe. White, but it was dark in here, so 

maybe not. That’s all I know.” He shot his hand out and the money disappeared in his pudgy paw.  

“You don’t know much, do you, Rollie?” I said as I got off the wobbly barstool. 

“I know more than you do, Dee Fective,” he said with a smirk and a sip. 

With each blue Addidas sneakered step, my feet stuck to the floor as I walked out of Club 522. I got out of the 

fog of cigarette smoke, and emptied my lungs of old piss and stale beer. I breathed in a healthy hit of car 

exhaust, garbage and trash. It felt good to be in the fresh air. 

Why did I bother? I wondered as I came round the Candy Apple Red Torino with the sporty white stripe. Same 

crap different day. No one was saying nothing about nobody no how no way. What’s it all about, Alfie? I 

thought as I opened the car door. 

My partner, Hutch (tall, blond, first cousin to a Viking) was taking a cat nap in the front seat. His arms were 

crossed on the dashboard and his head was on them. The last time he fell asleep like that he got a watch 

impression on his forehead. “Huh? What? I’m up,” he jerked out of his car coma when I slid in beside him. 

“And, I’m Tinker Belle,” I said as he yawned and rubbed the back of his neck. I thought about reaching over to 

help, but I was too tired to move.  

“What did he say?” 

“He said ‘black’ and Charlie went apeshit and turned into Crazy Eyes until I talked him down.” 

“Sorry I missed it.” 

“Like hell you are.” 

“Rollie say anything else?” Hutch asked as he stretched. 

“He said Frank may have been there with a girl on Thursday around midnight.” 

“Early Thursday or early Friday?” 

“He didn’t say.” 

“Who’s the girl?” 

“He didn’t say.” 

“What does she look like?” 



 

 

“She might be black or white, short or tall, with maybe blonde hair. Or not.” 

“Stop being cute.”  

“I am simply stating the facts, m’am.”  

“Starsky,” he pointed his index finger at me, “we need to find this guy. We need to ask him what he knows.” 

“And, when he knew it.  Yeah, yeah, I hear you, Sherlock.” I yawned with huge sincerity. 

Then, I got a look. It wasn’t The Look. That was reserved for the criminal underclass who were especially 

rancid. I just got the ‘I want to go home. I want to take a shower, have scrambled eggs cooked in real butter, 

with two pieces of wheat toast slathered in boysenberry jam, and drink 2 glasses of orange juice and one beer. 

Then, I want to stretch out my long, leanly muscled naked body on my brass bed. And, go the hell to sleep!’ 

(You can sleep on the couch, if you want.) And, all that in a look? Did I know my partner or what? 

“How much did this priceless information cost us?” Hutch asked. 

“Twenty bucks and a bottle of Ol’ Rotgut.” 

The corner of his mouth went up at the joke. “FYI, your breath stinks.” He informed me. 

“FYI, so do your feet.” I informed back. 

“I feel like my socks are now a permanent part of my body.” 

“Just put your shoes back on, is all I ask. You’re polluting my custom carpet covers.” 

“Fine.” He slid his feet back into his big brown lace-up Earth shoes. 

“Now what?” We said simultaneously. 

“I came up with Fat Rollie,” I said. “It’s your turn.” 

“I came up with 522.” 

“I had to listen to Black is Black with Crazy Eyes.” 

“I had to talk to your mother when you forgot to call her on Friday.” 

“I got to inhale Eaux de Fat Fuck.” 

“I got the anal retentive finger smeller last week. Remember?”  

Damn. I knew that favor would cost me. But, once I realized what the guy was doing with his finger and what 

was on it, I had to bug out and let Hutch deal with it. (Yeah, Charlie Brown let Lucy have the football.) So, now 

I had to play ‘It’s Your Turn to Think of Something’. 

“How about we talk to Carl/Carla?” I said, opening with a weak what-about-this-idea? 

“He/She’s in Arizona.” Hutch countered with a Jack/Queen. 

Shit. My turn again. “How about going to The Crown and talking to Bob Royal?” I threw down my King. 



 

 

“He’s in County for a Domestic.” 

“Huggy Bear!” I played my ace. (Huggy straddled the law like a kid on a seesaw. He knew a little something 

about everybody.) “I win.” I put my arms behind my head, slipped my shoes off and savored my victory. 

Hutch paused. Then, turned to me with a superior smile and said, “He’s shacked up with Rita. She’s in town for 

a week of do-not-disturb.” 

“Know it all,” I muttered as I put my arms down in defeat. 

“Sore loser,” he said under his breath. 

Well, I’d just have to wait him out. He was the idea man, the brain. He had the college degree. (He had his 

shoes on, for chrissakes.) So, I waited. So did he. So did I. I wiggled my ass in the seat, settled in and got 

comfy. I peeked at my watch. It was goin’ on 3 a.m.  

There we were parked in front of Club 522 at the crack of we-need-to-come-up-with-something. And, we were 

waiting. I knew what that meant. A round of ‘Stalemate’ was beginning. I planned my strategy as I crossed my 

arms and hunkered down. Because this time I was going to win. I would not get impatient, squirmy, or agitated. 

I would practice the Zen of Riding Out the Stalemate. And, the stoic beside me would waver, weave and wobble 

in defeat. I would vanquish that Viking. (And, look darkly handsome doing it, too.) 

Yeah, I knew that Hutch was a bird watcher, chess player and reader. (He loaned me his copy of The Complete 

Works of Edgar Alan Poe: which I sort of misplaced, which he made me replace, and then only let me read it at 

his place, and not borrow it because I lost the first one in the first place; which really wasn’t my fault, because 

we got drunk and it somehow ended up in the empty pizza box which HE threw out. So, how is that MY fault?) 

He enjoyed looking at clouds in the sky and waves on the ocean. So, I knew that he could sit and do nothing. 

Plus, he went to the opera. That took real ass-in-seat power, in my opinion. (He took me once.)  

But, I could sit. I could sit and watch baseball on TV while he ran amok with boredom. 

So bored that he’d wash my dirty dishes, clean my fridge, comment on me not having anything healthy to eat, 

go out to the store, come back with what he called ‘salad fixins’ and make me a huge salad with his homemade 

vinaigrette. Then, serve it to me and say, “Is that game STILL on?” (The salad wasn’t half bad with the 

pepperoni pizza I had delivered while he was gone.)  

I could sit and wait for him to write up his perfectly spelled reports. (I gave up on report writing years ago, after 

both Hutch and Capt. Dobey got on me for creativity in spelling, punctuation and content.) I could sit and watch 

him eat crabgrass while I enjoyed a big thick greasy burger. Oh yeah, I could wait.   

I could wait for him outside the Advanced First Aid Classes he took for Certification. 

I could wait for him to finish his three bowls of annoyingly crunchy cereal in the morning. I could wait for him 

to realize that he was more to me than my partner and best friend in all the world. I could wait for him to get 

over his ex-wife. I could wait for him to finally talk to me about that drunken night on that long week-end when 

we woke up in bed together naked and hung over, with Poe purloined in the pizza. (You bet your Tell Tale 

Heart and sweet ass, I could wait!) 

But, so could he. And, while he waited he called in our location to headquarters, updated our run’s clipboard 

log, drank the last of the water in his cup in the cup holder, unwrapped a stick of Doublemint gum, put it in his 



 

 

mouth and started chewing. (He offered me a piece which I declined. I didn’t want to show weakness while I 

waited.) 

I waited some more. I looked at the litter on the sidewalk and the trash at the curb. I looked at the flickering 

street light that couldn’t decide if it was on or off. I looked at my partner who couldn’t decide if he was straight 

or gay. I looked at my preferences, was I  a Robert DeNiro top or an Al Pacino bottom? I started humming If I 

Were a Rich Man.  

Hutch turned his head like a raptor, catching the scent of my brewing boredom. I quickly shut up. I remembered 

the disastrous ‘Show Tune Stalemate’ where my tuneful little version of Fiddler on the Roof was crushed by a 

man who knew all of The Sound of Music, including parts sung by nuns AND Nazis.  (Sometimes I had no 

doubt about him. What with the show tunes and the primping.)  

Which had started now. The visor came down and the lighted mirror came on. He looked at himself and 

frowned. Next the glove box opened and the little green pouch appeared. The little pouch had everything my 

partner needed to look gorgeous again. He unzipped it and took inventory. (I knew this was a classic stall.) 

I could wait it out. I could read the sports page except I threw it out when I spilled my drink on it. I sighed and 

got more comfortable. I wasn’t fidgeting. And, he couldn’t say I was, even though he saw the movement 

peripherally. I re-crossed my arms and tried to look patient.  

He got out some roll-on deodorant, unbuttoned a couple buttons on his shirt, and used it under each arm. Put 

that back. Pulled out a small white comb and started combing his soft blond hair. The colic in the back was 

standing up like a feather. He shook his head in disgust. And hit it with the comb again. Then, he licked his 

hand and ran it over his head. (He looked like a big cat taking a tongue bath.) 

I was doing fine. I was totally goin’ with the flow here and waiting him out. I decided to pick out a mental 

roster of my baseball dream team. I had Babe Ruth, Joe DiMaggio, Mickey Mantle, Don Drysdale, and myself, 

of course, to begin with.  Then, I got a kink in my neck so I started rolling my head. He saw the movement and 

smiled. I scowled and started sullenly tapping on the steering wheel. 

He dug in the pouch again and pulled out a little bottle of aftershave; he poured some and rubbed his hands 

together. He patted his face and neck with it and ran his hands up and down his arms. Then, he poured a tiny bit 

more and put his hand on the top of his head to smoosh down the wild wisps. Then, back in the pouch it went. 

Ha! I thought: short of you finding some way to take a shower in the back seat you are done primping and 

pretending to wait. There’s nothing more for you to do. And, I am winning this test of wills by sitting the hell 

still and not humming. I did notice that my tapping had become louder, though.  

And, so he zipped up the pouch and… But no! What have we here? No! Not a tiny metal file. Not the manicure. 

He had ten fingers. This could take a while. He started cleaning under each nail and getting rid of any ick on a 

napkin leftover from the last time we ate. (Which, I think, was yesterday, but don’t quote me.) One--nail--at--a--

-time. Slowly. So slowly I could hear my hair grow. But, I wouldn’t crack. I would wait. I would wait and drum 

on the steering wheel. He looked over and grinned. (I hated him at that moment. And, if I had a Cask of 

Amontillado, I’d bung him up in it!)  

He put the file back in the pouch. I started to relax. Then, out it came again. He noticed a hangnail that he had to 

file. Then, being an all or nothing kind of guy, he proceeded to file each nail very very slowly. That’s when I 

stopped beating time on the wheel with my hands and started beating my head. 



 

 

I was goin’ nuts. He knew it. I wanted to jump out of the car screaming: You figure it out! You come up with 

something! Stop with the manicure already! I give up! (You look very nice, by the way. But, you are a 

miserable cunt with all your prissing and poodling.) I started rubbing my forehead instead. 

“Ooh, did you hurt yourself,” he asked sweetly. 

“I think I’ve got a dent,” I said as I pooched out my bottom lip and played the sympathy card.  

“You need to calm down,” he advised from his position of neat and tidy.  

“You need to get your blond ass in there and see what the hell YOU can do.” I said with a macho growl and my 

patented flirtatious/persuasive eyebrow maneuver. 

He shrugged and put on Cherry Chapstick. Then, he zippered the pouch, put it away, shut the glove box, looked 

in the mirror one more time, and approved of what he saw. So, up the visor went. The gum went into the napkin 

and into the litter bag. Then, he opened the car door and got out. (Finally, I thought.) 

But, no. I thought too soon. Because he had to make sure his gun and holster were secure. Then, he had to 

unbuckle his belt, unzip his brown cords, reach down and reposition his dick, then tuck in his green and brown 

preppy plaid shirt. He re-zipped and re-buckled, brushed off his pants, smoothed his shirt, straightened the 

collar and checked his fly. (I was thinkin’ of grabbin’ his gun and taking us both out, when he finally shut the 

car door.) 

“I’ll be right back,” he said through the open window. 

“No rush,” I said as I watched him clump off in his size 13’s.  (And, best of luck with the Maybe Man, partner.)  

Ten, fifteen minutes later, Hutch was back. He got in the car and said, “Her name is Kelly Green. She’s usually 

trying to cop around 4 a.m. behind Ernie’s Bar and Grille. She’s white, brunette, medium height, and around 

thirty years old.” 

“What’d you do? Blow him?”  

“No. I just told Rollie that we’d have to take him and Charlie in for serving after hours. And, they’d have to 

share a cell. And, we’d have to ask Charlie about his wife.” 

“That’s cold, man,” I said as I started the car. 

“Uh huh, yeah.” He reached out and twirled one of my dark curls around his index finger. “When I was leaving, 

I called out to Charlie and asked him, if he knew Paint It Black.” 

“Right there in that there bar?” I grinned and revved the engine. He gave my knee a quick squeeze. Then, I 

popped the clutch and we peeled out into the night.   

Comments may be sent to the author at writerpat1951@yahoo.com 
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Red Sky at Night  

by Dawnwind 

 
The dream came often, in the days after the desert. Unable to stop the images once asleep, Hutch was forced to 

watch a parade of empty eyed assassins who looked like Terry drift past.  

Lub-dub 

Joe went down.  

Lub. 

The Torino in the far corner of a parking lot, gleaming red in the meagre glow of streetlights.  

Dub. 

A fire bomb. 

Starsky went down. Heat and smoke.  

Starsky lying beside Hutch, weightless and pulseless. 

Lub-dub. 

Breathe. Damn you. Breathe. 

Every night, Starsky waked to hold his hand. “I’m here, go to sleep.” 

Laying beside him, Hutch exhaled, feeling Starsky’s heartbeat. 

 

Comments may be sent to the author at Dawnebeth@comcast.net 
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Friend of the Devil 
 by Cyanne 

 

“Trick or…” 

Hutch didn't even let his partner finish the sentence, just took one look at the costumed figure--a red devil 

complete with horns and pitchfork--on his front porch and slammed the door. 

“Scrooge,” Starsky yelled. 

“Wrong holiday, you've got another month before you start up with the Christmas crap.” 

“Hutch,” Starsky whined and Hutch reluctantly opened the door. 

“Why aren't you dressed,” Starsky asked, as he pushed his way into the living room and grabbed the bowl of 

treats on the table beside the door. The bowl had a mix of apples, homemade popcorn balls, and Tootsie Rolls. 

The last was clearly a mistake on Hutch’s part, as they were one of Starsky’s favorites and Hutch resigned 

himself to running out of candy.  

Starsky flopped on the couch, dropping his pitchfork to the floor. Hutch swooped past and tried to take the bowl 

away. Starsky pulled it close and cradled it in his arms, so Hutch gave up for the moment and sat on the coffee 

table. Playing dumb to annoy Starsky, he asked, “Dressed for what?” 

“You're supposed to be ready to go to the costume party. Huggy’s going to be very disappointed if we don’t 

show up. He spent all day yesterday decorating the place.” 

“I told ya, Starsky, I'm not going. Go, have fun, play with your little friends, me and Zen and the Art of 

Gardening will be fine. And give me that back, ” he said, waving his hand to indicate the bowl.  

“You've got enough food here to feed a Boy Scout troop or two,” Starsky complained.  

“Or one sugar starved partner,” Hutch grumbled.  

In response, Starsky opened one of the wrappers with his teeth and popped a candy into Hutch's mouth. “It's 

good for ya, babe.” 

Swallowing the candy but not about to admit he’d already had three pieces, an apple, and a popcorn ball before 

Starsky showed up, Hutch answered, “I am dressed,” indicating his jeans and collared shirt. “This is the ideal 

outfit for staying home, feeding the real trick or treaters and finishing my book.” 

“What's wrong? You don't like Christmas, won't do Halloween.” Starsky pointed at him in what Hutch thought 

was a poor imitation of his own pointy finger of doom, while still keeping the other arm wrapped protectively 

around the bowl. “There’s a pattern here. You hate holidays.” 

“You’ll make a very good detective someday, Starsk.” 

“Coulda fooled me last Valentine's day,” Starsky said, leaning over to steal a kiss.  

In a slightly better mood, Hutch said, “Don't let that get out; you'll ruin my reputation.” 

“Come with me, and I’ll keep your secret,” Starsky promised.  



 

 

“Give me a minute to find something to wear,” Hutch said, giving in, never having expected any other outcome.  

“No rush,” replied Starsky, leaning back on the couch in full possession of the bowl once again. “Wear that 

blinding white outfit of yours. Between that and your hair, you’ll be the perfect angel to my devil.” Starsky 

unwrapped a popcorn ball, tossed the wrapper toward the trash can in the kitchen, and missed.  

Hutch threw a pillow at him and went to do as he was told. 

 

Thanks to Anne and Flamingo for their brainstorming ideas and for Starsky’s costume and to Flamingo for the 

beta. 

 

Comments may be sent to the author at cyanne@southroad.com 
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Weekend in the Woods 
by Amber Raine 

 

The following excerpt is from the beginning of a chapter in a two-part novel called Change of Heart, which is 

the sequel to her first novel, Unbreakable, in her fanfic trilogy. Morgan is currently working on her follow-up 

novel to Change of Heart, called Promise Unbroken. If you enjoy the taste of her writing, you may contact her 

to learn how you can read her stories in full. 

“Really, Starsk? You rented us a place without a bed?” 

They stood on the wooden porch and peered into the mostly log cabin through its opened door. Other than the 

fact that there was no bed in the main room, it was a rather quaint homestead with its rich wooden beams and its 

inviting loft. It was also large enough for the two of them to not feel crowded, but small enough to not feel lost.  

Hutch noticed the fireplace beside the window with its brick hearth and tiled mantle. He imagined spending 

cold winter nights in such a cozy place, up there on that mountain, in the woods, alone with Starsky. In the 

meantime, he was certain the weekend would be warm and it wouldn’t have anything to do with actual fire.  

Starsky, however, was defensive, not dreamy. “There s a bed store seven miles from here,” he explained. He 

gave Hutch a shove into the room to purge his own annoyance. “How was I supposed to ask for one bed when 

there are two of us?”  

“Two of us can’t sleep in one bed?” Hutch flippantly asked. They did it all the time at Hutch s house.  

“You know what I mean,” Starsky snarled at him.  

Hutch didn’t like it any more than Starsky did, but he understood. “So did you figure out how we’re gonna get a 

mattress here?” he asked. “Strap it to the roof of the car, are we?” He made eye contact with his partner, not 

failing again to notice the blue in his eyes. Or the way he was dressed, in dark jeans and a long-sleeved blue 

shirt, but with unused hiking boots, too.  

Starsky shrugged as if it was obvious. “Is there any other way?”  

“You and your ideas,” Hutch mumbled. He walked further into the cabin, thumbs hooked to his jeans pockets, 

and spun around to examine it closer. The structure seemed to be in good shape and its solidness satisfied his 

privacy concerns--especially the blinds-shuttered windows. “You found this place sight unseen, did ya?” It was 

more than he expected it would be. This particular cabin in that specific place in the woods off the highway was 

more like a retreat, a place where, with a power line of electricity, it could serve as a permanent home, too. He d 

imagined a few days away in a cabin meant some one-room shack only feet from another one-room shack and--

rented for a lofty price. This structure, the one he found himself in, was much closer to a dream he’d never had.  

Starsky didn’t answer the question about how he d found the place. “Why don t we go get the bed?” he said 

impatiently. He had craved Hutch’s physical touch all morning, especially the last hour of their two-hour drive 

to the mountains. Anticipation was murder. What he couldn’t know at that moment, while he studied Hutch s 

seemingly nonchalant reaction to his question, was that Hutch, too--dressed in jeans and a long-sleeved red-

checkered shirt, but with well-used hiking boots--had similar anticipations.  

“Suppose we play house first?” Hutch suggested. He spied the two wooden chairs on the porch he d passed on 

his way in and figured they could put them to use.  

Starsky read Hutch s mind and immediately dissolved into little-boy-behavior. It was Hutch’s birthday, after all, 



 

 

and the combination of that idea--a happy-go-lucky lover at his disposal--and the birthday gifts he planned to 

give, made Starsky dance out to the porch, whistling, and bring back a chair. He closed and locked the door, 

gave Hutch a playful wink, and set it in the center of the room.  

Hutch idly stood, unmoved from the moment he'd last spoken, and watched Starsky, curious about his actions, 

since they seemed so determined--while just the sounds of Starsky’s footsteps on the hardwood floor and the 

chair scraping it as Starsky positioned it to face the opposing shuttered window were heard.  

Starsky wanted the most light on Hutch’s face so he could measure the pleasure he gave; he made certain the 

chair faced the right direction. Then he straightened and noticed that Hutch watched him. With the bow of a 

dignitary, he presented Hutch with the chair, silently inviting him to sit.  

“You’ve done this before,” Hutch said, charmed by Starsky s deliberate playfulness.  

“Never,” Starsky insisted. “I’ve only ever sucked your dick. He approached Hutch when Hutch didn’t 

immediately act on the offer and briefly, but longingly, kissed his cheek, inhaled the scent of his cologne, and 

unbuttoned and unzipped Hutch’s jeans--without any hesitation on Hutch s part, save the verbal.  

“My turn to do you,” Hutch said. He relished the familiar tug at his waistband and the arousal it caused him. But 

he hated that he already felt weakened by Starsky s initiation.  

“Not today,” Starsky advised him. “Today I make the birthday boy glad he lived this long.” 

Hutch laughed. “Suppose the birthday boy wants to give head, too? You wouldn’t deprive him of that, would 

you?”  

“He’ll have to wait,” Starsky said with a mischievous raise of his eyebrows. “Birthday rules outrank his wants--

and I’m here to enforce the law.” He lowered Hutch s jeans to his knees, but only noticed Hutch’s budding 

erection when he stood back to look at him.  

Cool air tickled Hutch s bared skin, his thighs and his buttocks first, then his enlarging penis; it further aroused 

him and reminded him just how naked he was as he stood in the middle of the room with his jeans around his 

knees. He was definitely at Starsky’s mercy. And maybe it was permanently.  

“You’re gorgeous,” Starsky said, sucking in the overall picture before him. He then grabbed Hutch s arms at the 

elbows and maneuvered him to the chair because his partner could barely move on his own, hobbled as he was 

by his jeans wrapped around his legs. Despite it, Hutch’s erection was already halfway agreeable and it rose off 

his lap when he sat down.  

Starsky couldn’t miss it--and didn’t want to. He would forever be amazed by how quickly his lover was aroused 

and wanting, something he wasn’t used to with women, and matched only by his own sudden urges and desire. 

He pulled Hutch s boots off him, and then his jeans, one leg and then the other, leaving Hutch just in his socks 

from the waist down. Hutch helped him. You’re getting undressed, too, he assumed.  

“Stop your whining,” Starsky growled. “Sit here and, for once, take it like a man.”  

“I’m not sure there’s any other way to take it,” Hutch mumbled. He was a man, after all. But his attempt at 

humor failed. Starsky was on a mission.  

He opened Hutch’s shirt, didn’t take it off him, pushe-d the garment to Hutch’s sides, and then sat back on his 

heels to fully admire the penis that had grown visibly larger in those last few moments.  



 

 

Hutch glanced at himself, at his erect phallus, still sheathed, and then at Starsky. “He likes you,” he said about 

the obvious salutation.  

“You like me,” Starsky corrected him, making contact with those crystal blue eyes, and seeing that fondness for 

him pool in their sparkle. He then pushed Hutch’s legs open at the knees to further expose his cock, his scrotum, 

and the hairless curve of Hutch s buttocks where they joined a dark hollow that led to his otherwise concealed 

anus. Starsky lifted his eyes to follow the smoothness of Hutch s wide perineum, up over the fullness of his 

testicle sac, to the upright shaft of his engorged penis, ending with its blanketed tip. “God, you’ve got such a 

fine specimen of man muscle there,” he said with a whistle. He, himself, fully dressed and planning to make the 

experience last a while, admired what he saw; his personal satisfaction shone in his eyes and reflected in the 

quiet tone of his voice.  

Hutch’s cock was nearly snug to his bared belly, nestled in a light patch of soft brown curly hair at his groin, a 

base that was diminished by the swelled size of the penis it cradled. Hutch’s shaft didn’t have an angle, proud as 

it was--straight as an arrow past his navel, a big, fat, healthy arrow, full of blood and life, of nerve and want.  

“Have I told you how much I love your balls?” Starsky asked him, looking into Hutch’s anticipating blue eyes 

again. He cupped the left one gently and, as carefully, squeezed it.  

The sensation took Hutch’s breath away and he was unable to reply. He watched Starsky’s eyes study him, look 

into his own, study him again. They did not lie. Starsky genuinely admired him--with obvious appreciation--

while he massaged and fondled him. After a minute, and especially when it seemed Starsky would never end the 

handling, Hutch couldn’t watch him any longer. He closed his eyes and lifted his head to focus as much 

pleasure at each of his testes as Starsky gave him--and he didn’t look back till Starsky released him.  

“Have I told ya?” Starsky asked again. He paused so Hutch could answer him.  

Hutch still couldn’t think. “Maybe.” He wanted more of what Starsky had briefly given him. “Maybe you have. 

Yeah, let’s say you have. Starsky probably had; he was quite vocal about his desires.  

“Everything about you is perfect,” Starsky said. He enjoyed the look of Hutch’s hips slouched as they were in 

the chair, and his naked belly, his chest and nipples, his neck and arms. And, of course, that face--despite, or 

maybe because of, the deep crease between his eyes, the one that proved the man cared about so much. It was 

all beautiful. His translucent blond hair. His muscled legs. “Look at these,” Starsky noticed for them. He lifted 

Hutch’s hand from his thigh and showed Hutch his own fingers, nicely shaped and strong. “Right down to your 

nails. Everything about you ...  all perfect.”  

Hutch preferred Starsky’s study of his genitals, not his hand, and hoped Starsky would get back to it. He 

couldn’t help but think Starsky enjoyed teasing him. When he gave Starsky a shy smile and got back a confident 

one, he knew he was right.  

“Yep,” Starsky said, matter-of-factly. “Even a beautiful smile.”  

“You’re dragging this out on purpose,” Hutch said aloud.  

“And you’ll love every minute of it,” Starsky reminded him. He stood then, unzipped his jeans, and lowered 

them to his ankles, only then untying and removing each of his boots. After he awkwardly stepped out of his 

clothes, he rotated his hips in the cooling air and showed off his own erection. “See that?”  

“Bring it closer and I’ll suck it,” Hutch said with conviction. He took that moment to devour the look of 

Starsky, naked, with his eyes. Hairy and male. Those were the words that most struck him. There was 



 

 

something very animal, something quite primal, in Starsky’s look. He was muscled, and he was proportionately 

built, and Hutch remembered that he had the sexiest butt he’d ever laid eyes on, too. But in that moment, Hutch 

noticed the hair, a sort of animal display, a dusting of pure male hormone beneath its surface, wherever it 

appeared--the top of his head and his stiff-nippled chest, his flat belly and his groin, his well-exercised legs and 

his strong arms--and that Starsky was obviously male. A stiffened erection, a tight scrotum, the delineation in 

the color of his shaft’s skin where his foreskin had been cut, were all indications that he was aroused and 

sexually hungry. Isn’t that the part Starsky asked him to notice?  

“Do ya see that?” Starsky repeated, flopping his penis from side to side for half a minute.  

“I can’t miss it.” He eyed Starsky’s erection more closely, sensed its promise, too, of heat and semen, and 

wished Starsky would do something with it other than show it off.  

“It pales in comparison to that,” Starsky said, pointing to Hutch’s. “You know it. I know it. But you can 

appreciate it more when you can compare it to something average.”  

Hutch reached for Starsky’s cock, but Starsky bent over to pull his pelvis away and prevent the contact. “Hey, 

Birthday Boy,” he warned, “what did I tell ya about the rules?”  

“Well, stop flaunting that thing in front of me,” Hutch suggested.  

“I’m just showing it to you. You see the difference between us?”  

“I don’t care,” Hutch said with a frustrated sigh.  

“I’m not asking you to care. I’m showing you the difference so that you better understand why I think yours has 

gotta be the most beautiful dick in all the world. The cock of the walk, it is.”  

“You like me.”  

“Some things are facts,” Starsky said. He knelt in front of Hutch again and used their clothes as a cushion for 

his knees from the wood floor. Then he pushed a finger against Hutch’s aching cock, conscious of its firmness. 

Look how hard you are already.”  

Hutch sat squarely in the wooden chair, his bared butt cooled by its surface, his legs open at the knees to either 

side, fully exposing him to Starsky’s deliberate eye, his back firm against the firm back of the chair, his arms to 

his sides, hands on his naked thighs, while his erection got intermittent pleasure from where it snugged his 

belly--and the occasional touch Starsky gave it. Hutch wanted more. The building ache between his legs, one 

that came from deep within his groin, spurred by the cool air and by his urgent want for mercy, and hoping for 

that anticipated ecstasy-filled conclusion, begged Starsky to stop teasing him.  

In reply, Starsky trailed a finger from one end of Hutch’s shaft to the other, light enough to tease, firm enough 

to give Hutch pleasure.  

“Not without my permission,” Hutch managed to say after his moan. He couldn’t figure out what Starsky meant 

and didn’t plan to try. “Just suck me already.” His penis noticeably throbbed, lifting off his belly for half a 

second before it touched down again.  

Starsky tentatively fondled himself while he further studied Hutch’s cock. It had emerged from its protective 

cocoon and a loose nape of gathered skin wrinkled beneath its crown. The curved head was smooth, a perfectly 

sized cap that topped its thick, blood-filled shaft, so hardened it had visibly lifted Hutch’s scrotum and stretched 

the skin over each testicle, defining them in the subtle outline. Hutch’s sac was larger than average, too; hairless 



 

 

and flawlessly blended into the shaft it served. Starsky had to touch it again. He had to hold it. To feel it. To 

caress and massage it. It was just that beautiful and it was just that hungry. He lifted his eyes to Hutch’s face 

when he heard Hutch moan from the initial contact. Hutch’s closed eyes and the sound of his abbreviated 

breaths, his already heaving belly, coupled with the sex pleasure he gave himself, made Starsky harder, too.  

He pushed Hutch’s legs open wider, leaned forward, and inhaled the scent between Hutch’s legs. As he 

expected and as he hoped, the smell was aromatic and animal, mixed with sweat and the promise of semen. He 

wet his lips with his tongue and then gently nursed Hutch’s warm and bulging testicles, first one, slowly sliding 

it into his mouth, sucking and licking it once in, then releasing it after a minute to do likewise to the other. 

Hutch’s deep inhales and Hutch’s moans and Hutch’s willing helplessness kept Starsky rooted where he was, 

sucking and licking Hutch’s sac for unending minutes of time, knowing how much it made Hutch want his 

penis in that mouth instead--and Starsky not giving it to him.  

“Oh ...  oh ...  oh,” Hutch murmured. The sensations made Hutch dizzy and crave for something more. His 

voice, a cadence of ‘oh’s carried loudly in the otherwise stillness of the room. He didn’t think Starsky would 

give him more than he got and that he could ejaculate just from what Starsky did do, so he slid his hands under 

each of his thighs and pulled his legs up, to open them further. He rotated his pelvis upward to make his sac 

more accessible to Starsky’s lips and tongue, too. If Starsky wouldn’t suck his cock, Hutch wanted more out of 

the pleasure he did get at his testes.  

Starsky abruptly released him. “You know I’m gonna suck your dick,” he said, “so why are you so impatient?”  

Hutch lowered his head--and his feet back to the floor--and opened his eyes. His mind was not engaged. He 

panted. “Is this any way to treat the birthday boy?”  

Starsky fondled himself. He knew how good Hutch felt; he felt it himself. “Isn’t it?” he asked. “Isn’t this the 

only way to treat the birthday boy?” His own penis was quite erect, but he was willing to stall the pleasure he 

would take for the sake of the pleasure he would give. “I’m gonna suck you off, so just relax into it. Enjoy 

yourself,” he added as he stole a glance at Hutch’s face. Not until Hutch looked briefly at the ceiling and closed 

his eyes again did Starsky resume.  

He inhaled the length of Hutch’s cock without touching him, deeply absorbing its animal scent into his lungs, 

and felt its heat warm his own skin. He licked his lips, softened his tongue, and made contact, first by a small 

tease at the base of Hutch’s shaft, and then with wet, sensual kisses along its stiffened length. He licked as he 

kissed, giving Hutch two sensations, one from his tongue, the other from his lips.  

Hutch’s new moans made him moan, too; he imagined how it must have felt, he kneeling between Hutch’s legs 

with his own cock hardened and hanging in the room’s cool air, wanting similar contact. The sounds of their 

moans spurred each other, the smacks of Starsky’s kisses as he showered Hutch’s erection with them, 

heightened their arousal together. Starsky finally released one of Hutch’s thighs, so he could both touch himself, 

to gently stroke his own penis in a loose fist, briefly, and to use his other to hold open Hutch’s legs, so he could 

keep his mouth on Hutch’s cock at the same time.  

Hutch was subconsciously aware that he sat in a lone chair in the middle of a small, sealed building adrift in the 

wilds of the woods, naked from his waist down, his butt at the edge of its seat, his legs wide open and 

accommodating his sexual desire--and that dark-headed boy’s access. He knew one of his hands helped to 

expose as much of his private self to Starsky as he was capable so that Starsky could suck him at will and at his 

mercy, while the other, somehow, had found its way into Starsky’s soft curly hair, to feel his head rise and 

lower, while his hardened shaft was eagerly licked and sensually kissed in what felt like minutes that would 

never end.  



 

 

How had he come to such a moment?  

He emerged from his reflective coma, helplessly and consciously aware of the physical sensations--the 

hardwood chair beneath his butt, Starsky’s skilled tongue caressing his moistened and hyper-charged penis, 

Starsky’s lips occasionally and audibly sucking his shaft--interrupted only by a sensual kiss, the quiet of the 

cabin’s safe room, and Starsky’s breath on him, cooling where he was wet with every heavy exhale from his 

lover. But only when Starsky finally gave him pleasure at the head of his penis, sucking the edge of its crown 

and licking its smooth cap, did Hutch think he might not be able to control himself. He had to look. He opened 

his eyes and lowered his head to watch.  

Starsky slid Hutch’s penis into his mouth. It was the moment they both waited for and wanted. In that moment, 

Starsky needed to suck Hutch’s cock as much as Hutch wanted him to suck it. He slid the breadth of Hutch’s 

dick as far as it could go into his mouth, protecting it from his teeth with his lips, and then withdrew it, slowly, 

feeling its length and its heat--with added pleasures of his lashing tongue. Then into his airtight mouth again it 

went.  

Hutch couldn’t watch. If he saw another second of it, of his penis disappearing and reappearing from Starsky’s 

mouth, he d ejaculate on his next heartbeat. He lifted back his head again, closed his eyes, loudly moaned, and 

pushed into Starsky’s face with his hips.  

Starsky pumped himself to fuel his frenzy. The strokes of his mouth from Hutch’s cap to halfway down his 

shaft and back again were smoothly intense in their deliverance. He held Hutch tightly in his lips while he 

pushed him in and pulled him out and pushed him again, first at a rhythmic and tempered pace and then more 

urgently. Then he gripped Hutch’s glistening shaft in his hand and slid it into and out of his palm in tandem 

with his mouth and lips. The shaft he created for Hutch’s shaft enabled much longer strokes. Each pause of 

pleasure at the head made the returning stroke’s sensation brand new and all over again intensely stimulating.  

Each pass made Hutch moan louder, too. It was time to surrender. “Let me come,” he whispered. He moaned 

and rolled his head from one side to the other. “Oh, Jesus. Oh.” He held his own legs open so tightly, the grip 

was almost painful.  

Starsky pulled Hutch’s penis forward, away from his belly, to better devour its meaty flesh in his mouth and 

fist. On a glance, he noticed Hutch’s erect nipples in the soft light of the room, saw the underside of Hutch’s 

chin, and fueled his own orgasmic ecstasy simply by watching Hutch’s heaving belly and by hearing Hutch’s 

plaintive, “Oh,” while he tasted the drops of semen that were occasionally squeezed from the crown’s slit on an 

upstroke.  

He finally had to pray that Hutch would climax; he was so close to his own orgasm, he feared he’d ruin it for 

Hutch if he ejaculated first. But his worry was worthless. Hutch exploded. First his audible moans, louder than 

Starsky had ever heard them before, too intense to form any words. Hutch s body spasmed almost violently. 

Moments later, the pulse of hot semen filled Starsky’s mouth, mounds of it, as if Hutch hadn’t emptied himself 

in months. Starsky gulped down each wave of Hutch’s semen as it was delivered, and squeezed Hutch’s shaft as 

if to milk it of every drop.  

Hutch convulsed. Each expulsion of his ejaculate was nearly as intensely pleasurable as the previous one. The 

delivery lasted long. The ecstasy was beyond bliss. He was overwhelmed. His belly heaved with loud exhales. 

The room spun behind his closed eyes.  

Starsky watched him. He drank and he watched. When there was no more to swallow, he closed his eyes and 

held Hutch’s penis in his mouth, felt its warmth still in his lips and at his tongue, tasted the slipperiness of its 

shaft and the saltiness of its semen, and pumped himself in a rather dry, but appreciated, series of quick strokes. 



 

 

Seconds before he ejaculated, he let go of Hutch, lest he hurt him with his own blissful convulsions, and 

orgasmically deposited his semen onto the floor beneath the chair. It came in powerful spurts that coated the 

wooden planks. He sank to his butt and pumped himself dry. “God ...  that feels ...  so ...  good,” he said 

between pulses and pants.  

When he heard Starsky finish, Hutch lowered his legs and pushed himself into a seated position on the chair. He 

laughed when Starsky laughed; purely from the pleasure they'd just shared; it gave lightness to the moment. 

Hutch leaned forward as Starsky sank further to the floor between Hutch s legs. Hutch embraced him, pressed 

his perspiring face to Starsky’s, and, together, they listened to each other’s slowly diminishing pants, felt the 

moisture from their sweat between them, and held each other for balance.  

How had they come to such another moment like that one?  

It had been a pain-filled, difficult journey, one of hard questions and harder answers... 

Comments may be sent to Flamingo (flamingoslim@verizon.net) who will forward them to the author.

****************************************************** 

  

mailto:flamingoslim@verizon.net


 

 

Being Psychic 
by Lucy 

 

“I’m pickles! He’s onions!” Starsky informed Collandra and both men chuckled at what appeared to be an old 

joke. They two men stood to leave the diner when Starsky signaled for Hutch to wait while he took a side-trip to 

the bathroom before leaving.  

With a roll of his eyes, Hutch sat back down at the counter. Collandra leaned against the counter from the 

kitchen side watching Hutch much closer than a normal person would, causing Hutch to squirm under the 

scrutiny. 

“I’d wait ‘til you’ve both got some time off,” Collandra said as he hunched forward speaking in a stage whisper. 

“For what?” Hutch asked, confused. 

“I can see things sometimes...it’s been really clear between you guys... but I was all tied up in knots over that 

missing girl. I couldn’t dwell on it, ya’ know?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Hutch said looking over his shoulder to watch for Starsky’s return. 

“Your partner doesn’t know,” Collandra said, sounding surprised.  

Hutch froze. 

“I can tell you, I get the feeling he wouldn’t mind. Hell, I can see the love between you two plain as day. I can’t 

describe it any better, it’s just there!” Collandra said with a secret smile. 

Before Hutch could make a comment, Starsky came back into the room wiping his hands on his pants. 

“You’re out of paper towels in there, man,” Starsky informed Collandra with a final swipe. 

“Oh yea, sorry, I forgot.” Collandra  hurried to the back of the diner and Starsky continued his path to the car. 

After a few steps, he turned to look back at Hutch. “You comin’?” 

“Not yet, but I’ve got high hopes for later,” Hutch replied very softly. 

“Huh, what? I didn’t hear ya’!” 

“Nothing, I’m coming,” Hutch answered as he followed after Starsky, enjoying his favorite view... the one of 

his partner’s ass! 

 

Comments may be sent to the author at Lucydoty714@gmail.com 
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Comments may be sent to the creator at chakbalam@gmail.com 
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Ch-Ch-Ch-  
by Flamingo and Rosemary 

 

“Hey, buddy, dinner’s ready,” Hutch said, lifting the fragrant lasagna out of the oven. 

“‘Kay,” Starsky said from the couch, distracted. Staring at his iPad Air, he carried it to the table, still reading.  

Hutch didn’t think anything of it as he cut into the casserole, dishing out a reasonable portion for himself and 

what he considered a reasonable portion for Starsky. The salads were already on the table. With luck, Starsky 

wouldn’t notice that the ground beef was actually Gardeintm Vegan Crumbles mixed with chopped mushrooms. 

Without luck, he’d be bitching about that for a week, even after his third helping. Hutch smiled to himself and 

delivered the food to the table. Starsky, still reading, quietly started working on his salad. 

Hutch watched him for a moment with a sinking feeling. 

Something was wrong with Starsky. And Hutch didn’t have a clue as to what it could be. Didn’t have a clue, 

couldn’t find a clue, couldn’t buy a clue, could not even think up a clue. It had been a few weeks at least and 

still...no clue. Hutch was embarrassed to admit how long it had taken him to even notice. In fact, the hammer 

hadn’t dropped until he’d passed the marquee on Starsky’s favorite movie theater this morning and realized 

Guardians of the Galaxy had been out for at least two weeks and Starsky hadn’t bugged him about seeing it 

even once. Hadn’t brought it up. Hadn’t informed Hutch they’d definitely be going this Friday night, no ifs, 

ands, or buts, or even BUTTS. Hadn’t quoted reviews to him. And most importantly, hadn’t acted like getting to 

see the movie was the Most. Important. Thing. They. Had. To. Do. Right. NOW. Something was definitely 

wrong.  

Sitting across from Starsky over dinner confirmed it. Hutch pretended to read his paper copy of the Bay City 

Gazette--folded in quarters the way Starsky taught him years ago--while watching Starsky read his Gazette 

electronically. Starsky sat there reading, eating demurely, sitting still... without constant chatter about the 

depressing state of the world mixed with interruptions about some unrelated bit of humor or celebrity gossip 

that would make it impossible for Hutch to follow whatever train of thought was jumping the tracks in Starsky’s 

brain, all of it interspersed with loud smacking noises and compliments on how “This had to be the BEST damn 

lasagna in the WORLD, no, not the world, in the UNIVERSE, or maybe the GALAXY!!! And what kind of 
meat is this anyway? Bison? Turkey?”  

No. There Starsky sat. Quietly eating his salad while waiting a reasonable length of time so his lasagna 

wouldn’t scald his mouth instead of struggling to ingest it when it was way too hot because he couldn’t wait. 

What kind of partner had Hutch become? Worse, what kind of a lover? Life partner? Soul mate? A failure, 

that’s what kind. A man so absorbed with his own petty interests he failed to notice something so critical it had 

robbed his lover of the very joie de vivre that had attracted him to Starsky in the first place.  

Well, he wasn’t a detective for nothing, dammit. He’d get to the bottom of this. He’d learned long ago that the 

direct method never worked with Starsky. Not when he was hiding something that was bothering him. And he 

was definitely hiding this problem because otherwise, he’d be wearing Hutch’s patience thin about it. Like 

when Starsky had hated the ending of Iron Man 3, as though that was the most important social issue of the day. 

But there had to be some advantage in living in this broadband-high tech-wired-for-light-and-sound-insane 

asylum that Venice Place had morphed into over the years. They couldn’t sneeze in this place without 20 

women yelling, “Gesundheit!” Edward Snowden and Julian Assange had nothing on the Neighbor Ladies, as 

Starsky called them. 



 

 

Hutch activated his phone and hovered over the screen, ready to text “S very quiet. Anything I should 

know?”...then couldn’t figure out who to ask.  

He could ask Flamingo’s mate, St. Anne, the logical one, the one most likely to give him a straight answer. But 

chances are she’d only text back: “S quiet? Thank your lucky stars and leave well enough alone.” Yeah. No 

point in asking her.  

He couldn’t ask Suzan because she was still working off what Starsky liked to call her “antique Star-Trek flip 

phone” with limited functions. 

He hesitated to ask Angel, Keri, or Taya, because instead of texting an answer, they’d be invaded by the 

worried women--including Keri’s little dog, Emma Abigail, who looked like an animated cotton swab and 

whose name Starsky always mangled. The women would be carrying pots of chicken soup, get-well baskets 

filled with all the things Starsky had no business eating, but loved, Starsky’s favorite comic books (which 

were...? Hutch had also not purchased any clues there, either) and a brand new, hot off the presses Blu-Ray 3D 

copy of the latest version of Godzilla because they all knew Starsky loved it. (Even Hutch knew that. How 

could he not after sitting through it four times at the IMAX?) Oh...and they’d also bring the TV to show the 

DVD on, since Hutch had refused to allow Starsky to buy an 80 inch 3D curved TV, insisting that there simply 

was no room for it in their small apartment. No, not texting them about this. 

He could ask CC, but suspected that instead of answering, she’d show up in work-out clothes, ready to convince 

Starsky that what he needed was an hour in the gym with her to crank up his endorphins. It might be fun to 

watch Starsky talk his way out of that by making one sexual innuendo after another about his and Hutch’s latest 

romp in bed, but it would be more worrisome to Hutch if he placidly went along with the idea. Uh-uh. If anyone 

was raising that boy’s endorphins, it was going to be Hutch and Hutch alone. 

He could ask Cyanne, the most sensible one next to St. Anne, and a great problem solver. But he knew her well 

enough to know what her answer would be. “S quiet? Yeah. No. Not my department. You’re on your own.” 

Truer words were never texted. Besides, hockey season was starting.  

If he texted SHaron, she’d no doubt try to cheer Starsky up with choice selections of Baroque music played on 

her sackbut, a Renaissance-era trombone. While that would be just the thing to shake Hutch out of the 

doldrums, whenever Starsky caught her playing that thing in the rec room, he’d start pestering her to learn 

AC/DC’s Thunderstruck, instead of just enjoying what she was already doing. “Hey, those guys on the cellos 

did it, so how hard could it be on a sackbut?” No, Hutch didn’t want to go through that debate again.  

He wasn’t texting Flamingo about this. No way. Not the woman who wears a Happy Bunny t-shirt that proudly 

declares, “I’m not mean. You’re just a sissy!” Not and have to read 20 rolling texts on “You mean you just 

figured this out? Gee, you must be clairvoyant, Hutch!” “Wow! Talk about insight...!” “Ah, yes, half of the 

most famous partnership in the world, the partnership by which all other partnerships are measured, has finally 

figured out the secret of the ages!” and, no doubt, her favorite, “Ever think of becoming a detective, Hutch?” 

Yeah, he was behind the eight ball on this one. It was too bad, too, since she probably actually knew what was 

going on. But when it came to the Big Pink, truth is, he was a sissy. And with good cause. 

That left... He gaped at his phone and its extremely short list of Venice Place regulars he could call on without 

being buried under fan enthusiasm and realized the only one left was....  

No. There had to be someone else.  

He looked again. It was true. The only Neighbor Lady left he could send a text to and hope to get some kind of 

information he could actually use was... Rosemary... aka Tiranog, aka the only person who could mangle the 



 

 

English language with mixed metaphors and malapropisms more than Starsky, the woman who forever seemed 

to be on Some Other Page than everyone else, and whatever Page she was on had been written in Elvish, the 

woman who lived in her own universe, called simply, The Ro-Verse...  

It didn’t matter. She and Starsky understood each other. They spoke the same language. Rosemary might have 

the answers for him. That...or she could engage him in two days of texting as he tried to interpret her first 

message and was forced to engage in a back-and-forth that got him deeper and deeper into the mire that was her 

unique and bizarre mind and... 

STOP. He had to do something.  

He paused and looked at this partner across the table. Having methodically finished his salad, Starsky was 

finally, carefully taking reasonably sized bite size pieces of lasagna, blowing on it a bit, then cautiously putting 

it in his mouth and chewing carefully. His eyes never left the iPad through the entire operation. Who was this 

man, and what had he done with Hutch’s partner? 

“Starsky,” he said quietly.  

“Um,” Starsky grunted in reply, never lifting his gaze. 

“Guardians of the Galaxy is playing at the Rialto. I thought we might go on Saturday.” 

“If you want,” Starsky said, his eyes still tracking back and forth on whatever he was reading. 

“If I want?” Hutch sputtered, losing his patience altogether. “You’ve got to be kidding me! Do you realize in 

the last four years we have seen approximately 87 movies focused on comic book characters? Multiple versions 

of Batman, Superman, Spiderman. Every single last one of the Avengers and all their ilk. IronMan, ElasticMan, 

ArrowMan, Thor, Bore-- Were any one of them my idea? Hell, no! You really think going to see a movie with a 

walking tree, a talking raccoon, and a green-skinned woman would be my idea? What the hell is it with science-

fiction movies anyway that they have to paint women green? Don’t they think they come in enough colors 

now?” 

“Okay,” Starsky said distractedly, never lifting his eyes from his device. “We don’t have to go.”  

That shut Hutch up faster than if he’d left food on his plate. Which, Hutch realized suddenly, he actually had. 

He glanced at the lasagna cooling on the counter. Starsky had not helped himself to another serving. That was 

his first. It wasn’t finished yet. 

A sudden sense of dread flushed over Hutch. Could it be possible? Could Starsky be actually ill and hiding it 

from him? He tried not to recall any of the billion of hurt/comfort fan stories in which Starsky suffered some 

lingering illness, dying dramatically in Hutch’s arms, leaving Hutch to live on without him. He remembered 

Starsky going on and on about the incredible drama of that long one, what was it called, one of Dawn’s 

magnum opuses, something about crustaceans and sandwiches--Starsky loved the literary attention, but it just 

gave Hutch the willies, like a goose walking over his grave.  

He’d be damned if he was going to sit here in ignorance until page one hundred thirty-five. He yelled, 

“STARSKY!” so loud he knew they’d hear it through the building, and slapped his hand on the table hard 

enough to make everything on it jump and clatter, then stood up so fast he knocked his chair over.  



 

 

That got Starsky’s attention. His iPad nearly leaped off the table and he fumbled, catching it before it could hit 

the floor. “Hey!” he protested, finally looking at Hutch as he put the device back. “What the hell’s wrong with 

you?” 

Hutch shut his eyes to keep from losing his temper all together. Maybe he should have texted Rosemary. 

“That’s what I was going to ask you. You’ve been acting so weird lately you’ve been like a pod person. What’s 

going on, Starsky? You’re not talking to me, we’re not socializing like usual, your appetite’s gone. I don’t know 

you anymore.” His voice nearly cracked on that last sentence. “If you weren’t with me all the time, I’d think 

you were having an affair!” 

Starsky looked away from him and muttered. “Don’t be silly, Hutch. We’re too old for that kind of nonsense.” 

“Well, then exactly what kind of nonsense is going on here--” Hutch stuttered to a halt. “What did you just 

say?” 

Starsky didn’t repeat it; he just looked at Hutch with a forlorn expression and sighed. 

There was very little that could get to Hutch faster, and while there had been times when Starsky had used that 

expression to play on Hutch’s sympathy, something told him there was no ploy in it this time. He moved around 

the table and got down on one knee beside his partner. “Starsky, what’s going on? You just haven’t been 

yourself, and I’m damned worried!” 

Starsky could barely meet Hutch’s gaze. He shrugged desultorily. “I dunno... I guess I just finally started facin’ 

facts. The truth is, we’re not gettin’ any younger, Hutch.” 

Hutch had no idea where all this was coming from. “Starsky, every living thing on the planet can say the same. 

This never bothered you before. Of the two of us, you were the one who was young-at-heart. Without the 

continual help from the neighbors, I could’ve never kept up with you. You created your own zines. You made 

vids. You were the first one to move to LiveJournal and Dreamwidth. You got the first smart phone. You taught 

me how to text. What’s changed?” 

“The world, Hutch. The technology is just spinnin’ out of control, movin’ faster and faster. And none of it is 

private anymore. Somebody unlocked all the closets and they didn’t worry about who might look in. There’s no 

way to keep up with the vernacular. Remember when we could communicate with all the neighbor ladies just by 

posting a note on the VenicePlace mailing list?” 

Hutch rolled his eyes. “Starsky, I can remember when we could communicate with our normal neighbors by 

taping a note to the front door!”  

“Yeah, in the Stone Age!” 

Hutch considered pointing out that there was no written language in the Stone Age, or paper, or apartments... 

and then realized that would get him nowhere so he left the topic where it lay.  

“Well, funny you should bring that up,” Starsky continued, warming to his subject. “There are now so many 

different kinds of social media that the only reliable way we have with communicating with ALL our neighbor 

ladies so that they all get the message in a reasonable period of time is to--post a hard-copy note on the front 

door!” 

Hutch almost blurted his relief at the news, then realized that this was part of Starsky’s problem. “Is that it, 

Starsk? You’re unhappy because you’re having trouble letting the neighbor ladies know when your laundry is 

piling up or you’re out of ice cream?” 



 

 

Starsky shook his head sadly. “You just don’t get it, Hutch. The technology is passing us by. We can’t keep up. 

It’s all moving too fast. We’re old school. It’s all passin’ us by. And ‘when belief in a god dies, the god dies.’“ 

Hutch’s eyes widened in alarm. “Holy shit! You’re quoting Harlan Ellison? You are depressed!” 

Starsky shrugged and glanced at his iPad.  

On impulse, Hutch stood and snatched up the device. Worried, he expected to find an electronic bookshelf filled 

with Nietzsche and Herman Hesse, William Gibson and Harlan Ellison. If he found Sylvia Plath here, he was 

calling the department shrink. Instead... “What fresh hell is this--?” 

“Hey!” Starsky actually sounded a little panicked as he made a grab for the device.  

Hutch had no trouble keeping it out of his reach. It might have been the only advantage his extra height ever 

gave him over his agile partner. Standing and lifting the iPad high over his head, he stared at it, scrolling a 

seemingly endless trail of...stuff. Little moving pictures that repeated over and over, still pictures, most of them 

female celebrities. Some text posts, but not that many. And porn. Of course there was porn. But mostly, it was 

these bits of moving images and pictures.  

“Don’t drop it!” Starsky yelled. “And now you’ve lost my place! I’ll have to start over.” 

Hutch turned his back, blocking Starsky so he could lower the iPad and scroll more conveniently. He noticed a 

repeated theme, duplicate images, many iterations of the same short film bits. “I recognize this woman! We’ve 

seen her in a bunch of different movies lately. She was in Lucy. It’s Scarlett Johnson, right?” 

Starsky gave him that disgusted look he reserved for whenever Hutch was being brilliantly clueless. 

“Johansson! Are you sure you’re really a detective?” 

Hutch scowled. “Oh, am I supposed to be taking notes at these movies? Especially when they have scientifically 

implausible plots? I probably should since most of them are more like a crime scene than entertainment!” 

“Very funny...” 

Hutch handed the device back to Starsky. “So, all this moping around is over your latest celebrity crush? Are 

you kidding me? You’re not talking to me, you’re acting as though you lost your puppy, and you’ve got no 

appetite! You usually have three helpings of lasagna, and you didn’t even finish one tonight. Tell me I shouldn’t 

be worried.” 

“Well, wha’d’ya expect when you change the recipe on me?” Starsky said irritably. “What the hell kinda meat 

was that anyway? Bison? Turkey? Or was it that super extra lean crap you keep tryin’ to feed me that’s nothing 

but ground up bones and sinew, huh? Or was it just rehydrated dried mushrooms? It kinda had that fungusy 

taste--” 

“Don’t change the subject! What’s bothering you? You can’t talk to me anymore?” 

“Not about this, Hutch. You’re still using a pocket watch, for cryin’ out loud! Your car is a rattletrap antique! 

An ugly one. If we unplugged every device in the building, you’d do a jig!” 

“Don’t tease! That’s the hottest thing you’ve said to me in a week.” 

“See what I mean?” Starsky pointed to the seemingly innocent iPad on the table. “You have no idea how fast 

things are changing. Hutch, they’ve changed all the vernacular. I’m not sure who we are anymore. We used to 



 

 

be two men who happened to be cops who loved each other. Now, we might be ‘demisexuals,’--people only 

sexually attracted to whoever they’re in a close relationship with, ‘cause I’m sure not interested in doin’ it with 

anyone else--”  

Hutch felt an irrational surge of relief, but it was brief. 

“Or maybe we’re ‘monoamory’ since we’re having just one intimate relationship. Unless I’m not fully 

understanding that term. I mean, at my age, I might be misinterpreting all this stuff. Nowadays, depending on 

the social group, ‘homosexual” can be considered an offensive term, while ‘queer’ has become a more accepted 

term for people who aren’t heterosexual, heteronormative, or cisgender. But when we were younger, queer was 

an insult, while homosexual was a more ‘polite’ term. See what I mean?” 

Hutch blinked. Heteronormative? Cisgender? He was really beginning to miss the days when Starsky would 

read to him from a paperback copy of Ripley’s Believe It or Not.  

Starsky was on a roll. “Some gen fen might consider us ‘queerplatonic,’ which refers to a non-romantic 

relationship based on platonic love that is stronger than friendship. Sounds like us, doesn’t it? Especially when 

you think back to our early days when we were spending 75 percent of our time together, but we couldn’t see 

into the future and what it might hold for us?” 

“Well...that makes sense...” Hutch muttered, feeling lost, but wanting to contribute something to the 

conversation. He tried not to focus on the salient fact that there were gen fans in the building. 

“Yeah,” Starsky said, nodding, “until I found out that a partner in a queerplatonic relationship is called a 

zucchini. I haven’t found out why, but I’m pretty sure I’m not ready to think of myself as a green vegetable of 

any kind. But that’s why I’m sayin’ I don’t even know what to call us anymore. I just can’t keep up! But you 

don’t care if we stay relevant. How am I supposed to talk to you about this when I know you don’t care if we 

plunge back in the Stone Age of the AOL heyday, delphi dot com, paying for Internet access by the minute, and 

VCRs?” 

Hutch blinked. Did Starsky honestly think the cave painters of France had VCRs? He shook his head, trying to 

focus. “What’s wrong with calling us what we always have--Starsky and Hutch?” 

Starsky’s eyes got soft, and he gave Hutch a look that went straight to his heart. His balls were somewhat 

engaged as well and, if he wasn’t careful, his cock was going to get involved in the conversation and then he 

wouldn’t even be able to remember the last thing he’d said.  

“Starsk--do you mean to tell me this entire crisis of faith is all because you were looking for pictures of Scarlett 

Johnson?” 

“Johansson!” Starsky snapped. “Of course not! How shallow do you think I am?” 

Hutch pressed his lips together before the truth could slip out. 

“Don’t answer that!” Starsky snapped. “Okay, maybe that’s where it started, but it’s impossible not to get 

caught up in all this new stuff. It’s Facebook, and SnapChat, and Reddit, and Instagram, and Twitter, and 

Tumblr, and Vimeo, and Vine, and LinkedIn, and GooglePlus, and Pinterest, and Flickr-- 

“Don’t forget MySpace!” Hutch said helpfully.  

Starsky gave him a scathing look. “No one uses MySpace anymore. Oh, and don’t forget RedBubble and 

DeviantArt--” 



 

 

Hutch sighed, feeling a headache coming on. “Oh, I’m sure you’re right at home in DeviantArt!” 

“Don’t make fun! There’s tons of original, beautiful art there. Like portraits of us as anime characters.” 

“Really--?” That at least sounded artistically interesting. 

“I’ve even found pictures of us as super heroes and Lego characters...” 

Okay, thought Hutch, less interesting. Lego? 

“...With a little red and white Lego Torino... So cute...” He lost his focus for a moment, but then came back, 

frowning. “It’s like this Brave Weird World,” Starsky went on, looking both sad and a little dreamy, “full of 

passion, and diversity, and ideology, and new ideas, and life hacks, and all the hottest pics and gifs of-- I mean--

” 

“Sandy Johansson?” Hutch said with a smirk. 

“Scarlett! But that’s not the point,” Starsky insisted. “The point is, it’s all passed us by. We’re out of date, out 

of touch, out of style. We can’t keep up. Our brand isn’t even our own anymore! It’s been co-opted by the 

Internet and doesn’t even refer to us in some areas. Like when some rappers used the names ‘Starsky and 

Hutch’ to refer to bad renegade cops, the kind that bust heads first and ask questions later.” 

Now Hutch was really lost. They had a “brand”? Like Mars Candy or Coca-Cola? Or was this something you’d 

burn into the side of a cow? He was too rattled to ask. He’d heard of stories that featured that kind of branding 

and some things he just Did Not Want To Know. 

Starsky held up his hand. “It’s all just Too Much. And talking about it has just made me realize how 

overwhelming and hopeless it is. I’m done. I’m going to bed.” 

And without another word--and certainly without carrying his plate to the sink or offering to help with the 

dishes and kitchen clean-up, Hutch noted--Starsky trudged off to the bedroom, leaving a slightly irritated 

(housework-wise) and bewildered (Starsky-rant-wise) Hutch in his wake. 

Desperate times call for desperate measures, he thought, and leaving the kitchen in disarray, he walked out the 

front door. 

****************************************************** 

Only Starsky could get me this crazy, Hutch thought as he stood outside Rosemary’s apartment with one hand 

lifted, ready to knock. He’d dismissed the idea of texting her when he thought about having to respond to 

whatever chaotic unrelated text she might send back.  

He lowered his hand. Knocking could possibly alert the others to his presence. No one in the building knocked 

on doors except him. The other neighbors spent most of their time just boldly walking in and out of each others’ 

apartments. Doors were never locked. Sometimes they weren’t even shut. Rosemary’s and Flamingo’s doors 

were closed to keep their dogs and cats from wandering into the hallways. But no one locked their doors. It 

would impede the steady flow of fan traffic and interaction. And over the years, Hutch had learned there was no 

better security system devised than devoted fans. His apartment hadn’t been ransacked once since they’d set up 

the special video cameras that covered every square inch of their apartment. (He made sure he threw a towel 

over the bathroom cameras during inopportune times, however.) 



 

 

There was a chance Rosemary could help him. Of everyone in the building, her brain worked closer to Starsky’s 

than anyone else’s. It canted off far afield most of the time, but still, there was an affinity between them.  

Deciding to be as bold as their fans, he grabbed the knob, opened the door, and walked right inside Rosemary’s 

inner sanctum. 

Only to be greeted by eleven startled expressions.  

“Hutch? What are you doing here?” Flamingo asked. 

Shocked by the mass of people present in the apartment, he nearly fell back against the door. “What are you 

ALL doing here?” 

“Getting ready for SHareCon!” the con committee said simultaneously. 

Of course, he thought. Otherwise they would have been tracking his whereabouts and he wouldn’t have 

surprised them. Suddenly, a manic baying ensued and he was swarmed by a pack of dogs of all sizes, colors, 

and genetic combinations, barking, leaping, and either vying for his attention or trying to protect the women 

from him. Before he could think, one of the dogs, a medium-sized red creature, leaped fully into his arms and 

French kissed him. 

“Foxy!” Flamingo yelled. “Get down! Stop!” 

She and Rosemary jumped into the fray just as two tiny dogs he recognized as Ro and Flamingo’s evil Yorkie-

mix sisters--Pepper and Clancy--grabbed his jeans around his ankles, snarling and tugging the denim. Another 

little fluff ball of a dog that looked like an animated cotton swab ran circles around him barking joyously. He 

was surrounded by more activity than he could keep track of. And all he wanted to do was brush his teeth.  

He handed Flamingo her dog, the French-kissing, tree-climbing Foxy, as Rosemary lured Mitzi and Clancy, her 

two dancing dogs, away into another room by going into their practiced dance routine to the musical 

accompaniment of her whistling When Irish Eyes Are Smiling.  

“Emma Abigail, you stop that this minute!” Keri snapped, attempting to pull the cotton swab into her arms and 

failing. Hutch could only be grateful Starsky wasn’t with him, or he’d join in Keri’s pursuit, calling the little 

dog anything from “Emily Dickenson” to “Abigail Adams” to “ Emmagail Abeline”--one of his favorites. He 

did it so often, it was a miracle Keri could keep track of her own dog’s name. 

Meanwhile, Taya manually and forcibly extricated the tiny dervish Pepper off the hem of his jeans. “Pepper, no! 

Hutch is our friend!” Pepper ignored this, her jaws snapping in Hutch’s direction like a miniature shark’s as 

Taya hustled the mini-demon into her crate and shut the door to keep him safe.   

He glanced, exasperated, at Cyanne, St. Anne, Angel, SHaron, Suzan, Lorraine, and CC who remained well out 

of the fray, observing with bemused expressions and helping not at all. 

“Allergic,” Cyanne said. 

“Not a dog person,” Angel said. 

“Protecting the canvas,” Lorraine said, carefully nudging her easel around so he couldn’t see what she was 

painting. 



 

 

“Working on a piece,” Suzan said from behind a large monitor. Hutch could tell she was busy changing the 

image on the screen so he couldn’t see what she was working on. 

“Working on lots of pieces,” CC said, as she swept a pile of tiny cut out images into a box so he couldn’t see 

what she was working on. 

“Helping to assemble lots of pieces,” SHaron from England said, as she swept a pile of completed craft items 

into another box so he couldn’t--you get the idea. 

“Too busy laughing,” St. Anne said. 

“That, too,” the others confessed. 

“Hutch, why are you here?” Flamingo asked again, holding the squirming Foxy who was desperately trying to 

reach Hutch for just one more kiss. There were times when he thought the manic red dog was his biggest fan. 

Even Starsky never Frenched him with that much enthusiasm. 

Taya gave Flamingo a disapproving look and said sweetly, “She means, what can we do for you, Hutch?” 

“No, she doesn’t,” Flamingo snapped back. “The con’s less than a month away. We need to get back to work.” 

That was when he glanced around the apartment. Usually he did knock when he needed to ask a favor of the 

neighbor ladies. It gave them time to race around and remove portraits of him and Starsky in embarrassing 

positions. But he’d always wondered what the conspicuously blank spots on the wall held. Since he hadn’t 

given them any warning this time, he finally found out. He was sorry he did. With an effort, he averted his eyes, 

focusing instead on the tables in the middle of the living room that contained all kinds of craft materials, a 

binding machine, tons of paper in various colors, zebra striped bags, and other items. It was easier to look there. 

There were some things man was not meant to know! 

Glancing at the floor--possibly the safest place in the apartment for his eyes--he found himself staring at a 

blond, fur-covered footstool parked under one of the craft tables. He wondered why it wasn’t situated where 

someone could actually use it, when it stood up and waddled over to him. He jumped back a step in alarm until 

he realized it was just another dog. A small, oddly shaped pudgy little guy who was now looking up expectantly 

at him. He leaned down, and gave the little fellow a pat. What soft fur...! 

“Scruffy!” Lorraine called. “I’m sorry, Hutch, he’s just looking for something to eat. He’s always on a diet!” 

She waved a carrot in the dog’s direction, and he immediately turned and waddled back to her, tail wagging 

excitedly.  

“I’m...uh...sorry to interrupt. Interfere. Intercede?” he said, straightening. “No. Listen...I just came to ask 

Rosemary something....” His voice trailed off as everyone gaped at him, then slowly turned to stare at 

Rosemary, who was just edging her way back into the crowded room, sans dogs. 

She smiled wanly and shrugged.  

So it’s true. They haven’t had time to watch the monitors lately. Typical. One of the few times he and Starsky 

could get some actual privacy and Starsky’s in a snit about something. 

“Go use my apartment,” Flamingo said impatiently. Foxy was close to escaping as Flamingo struggled to 

contain her. 



 

 

“She means,” Taya said nicely, giving Flamingo a meaningful glare, “if you’d like to talk in private, no one’s in 

Flamingo’s apartment right now. And it’s quiet.” The barking hadn’t abated much, and Emily Dickenson--that 

is, Emma Abigail, was still circling Hutch’s legs while Keri tried to catch her. 

“Good idea!” Rosemary agreed. “Flamingo’s place.” 

“Someone give that man a blindfold,” Anne said drolly and everyone laughed again.  

Hutch didn’t want to know why. 

Hutch followed Rosemary down the hall to Flamingo’s apartment. He’d been here before, of course, to ask St. 

Anne’s advice, but the security cameras had always given the inhabitants fair warning. He stepped into 

Flamingo’s living room and stopped dead in his tracks. He ignored furniture, bookshelves, and other standard 

items as his eyes fixed on the walls, which seemed to be some kind of Louvre-esque dedication to Starsky and 

his love affair. The detail and talent of the artists who had created these homoerotic masterpieces was 

impressive. But the subject matter was intensely unnerving. Maybe being portrayed as Lego characters wasn’t 

such a bad idea.  

Hutch stared at one of the least frightening pieces, a portrait of himself, where he was, thank God, clothed. 

However, he seemed to be dressed like a Viking with long braids that reached down his back. And, even when 

he was in his twenties and in shape, he had never, ever looked that good.  

The piece next to it was completely mind blowing: it was Starsky, his physique equally augmented, only, this 

Starsky was naked and wearing manacles, his wrists bound in front. The Viking’s captive, Hutch couldn’t help 

but wonder, feeling a certain part of his anatomy twitch with helpless interest at the sheer eroticism of the work. 

Taking a deep breath, Hutch jutted his finger at the chained Starsky and demanded, “Seriously?”  

“Hey, he posed for it. Don’t blame me,” Rosemary answered. “Did you need something? I’ve got to get back to 

the con comm meeting.” 

“He posed...!” Hutch sputtered, then forced himself to stop. He’d deal with Starsky directly about that. Later. 

Remembering that he needed a favor, Hutch took another deep breath and focused on the woman before him. 

She looked so normal, a mix between hippie and Pre-Raphaelite, nothing to warn a person how... fast things 

could slip into the bizarre once you started a conversation with her. But he was out of options. 

“What’s wrong, Hutch?” she prompted. 

In for a penny, he thought. “It’s Starsk. He’s... well, I think he’s depressed. Or something... He’s not himself.” 

“Are you feeding him soy meat products on the sly again?” Rosemary demanded. 

“Yes, but, that’s not what he’s depressed about. You know how he can’t miss seeing the latest summer 

blockbuster movie.”  

Rosemary nodded. “Uh-huh. I remember. Godzilla. Four times at the Imax. Does he have the DVD yet? 

Flamingo picked up the Blu-Ray--” 

“No, no, that’s not it.” Hutch made a mental note to check their Amazon account. “I’m just concerned because I 

suggested we go see Guardians of the Galaxy this weekend—” 



 

 

Rosemary grinned and said, “I am Groot.” 

What? I’m a root? Hutch winced, hoping the side trip into the Ro-Verse wasn’t starting before he’d even 

detailed his problem. He decided to ignore the non sequiter for the moment. “Yes, well, with luck you can have 

that treated. But, when I mentioned to Starsky that we could see the film this weekend, he wasn’t interested.” 

Ro’s whole demeanor changed. She looked alarmed. “What? That’s not possible.” 

“That’s what I thought,” Hutch said, relieved that they were actually on the same page. 

“How could he not be interested? There’s a barely dressed, nubile green woman in it and the movie uses all of 

his favorite music. This is serious.” 

“Would I be here,” Hutch gestured at the walls of naked Starskys & Hutchs surrounding them, “if it wasn’t?” 

“What did he say?” Rosemary asked. 

“Well, I couldn’t translate half of what he said. He kept talking about Crimson Jones, that woman in Lucy. 

Doesn’t she play the green woman in Guardians? When they have all that makeup on, I can’t tell the 

difference--” 

“Crimson Jones?” Rosemary looked pensive. “What’s Lucy? Did they make a bio-pic of Lucille Ball? Is it still 

playing? I’d love to see that! She’s my hero!” 

Too late, Hutch realized he’d inadvertently veered them both into the Ro-verse and he wasn’t sure how to get 

out. In his experience, explaining things usually just made them worse.  

“The movie has nothing to do with Lucille Ball,” he said calmly, trying to keep himself on track. “Lucy is a 

recent sci-fi movie about a woman who is forced to transport some new illegal drug in her body and it leaks out 

and lets her use her whole brain, not just ten percent--” He stopped abruptly. He’d gone too far. Closing his 

eyes, he sighed. He’d done it now. 

“Who uses just ten percent of their brain?” Rosemary wondered. “And are we talking about the actress Red 

Joanie or the character Red Sonia?” 

This was all Starsky’s fault. His partner was making him crazy. “Stop. I don’t think I’ve got her name right. But 

whoever she is, she’s Starsky’s latest celebrity crush and he’s got it pretty bad for her. We have to go see every 

movie she’s in, and she’s in a lot. Some of them are good, some, not so much. She might be in this latest 

movie...or not.” 

“Well, I’ve never heard of her, Hutch. Not that that means anything. I haven’t heard of most of the people who 

are in movies these days, even when I’ve seen them. We can look her up on IMDb, but I don’t think she’s in 

Guardians of the Galactic Empire. That woman’s green, not red. Unless she’s playing the talking raccoon. But I 

think that was a guy’s voice. But who can tell these days? Is Starsky prejudiced against green women? Or does 

he have some weird preference for red ones?” 

Hutch realized he might never get out of this apartment. Well, eventually, Flamingo would need to sleep here 

and she’d rescue him, but considering they were only a month away from the con, that could be sometime 

around four in the morning.  

“Forget the movie and the actress and the...raccoon?” Hutch said, trying to remember what brought him here. 

“It’s more than his lack of interest in the latest movie. When I tried to get to the bottom of his funk, he started 



 

 

going on about all this stuff upsetting him on the Internet. He talked a lot about new nomenclature, using terms 

I’ve never heard him mention before, like monoamory, heteronormative, cisgender, and demisexuals—” 

“I don’t understand. Is Starsky spending time online with fans who are sexually obsessed with Demi Moore?” 

Rosemary asked. 

“I don’t think so,” Hutch answered carefully, suddenly afraid. “But I’m not positive. He rattled it off so fast and 

was so upset about everything--” 

“You don’t want me to try and translate those terms for you, do you? ‘Cause I’m probably not the best person 

around for reality checks....” 

“No, nothing that extreme,” Hutch quickly answered. “It all started when he was trying to follow that actress 

from Lucy.” Remembering something else, Hutch said brightly, “Oh, yeah! She also played the Black Widow in 

a couple of other movies. Maybe you saw those?” 

Rosemary nodded, obviously trying to build a picture of the problem. “Well, whatever is bothering him, I’ve 

gotta say--green women, red women, black woman--Starsky’s gotta get credit for being color-blind when it 

comes to appreciating women.” 

This is not helping, Hutch thought, getting depressed himself. Exhaling in a rush, he talked faster. “Well, 

apparently, he was having trouble following that actress because there were just so many different places fans 

were posting things about her — Twitter, Tumblr, DeviantArt , MySpace...” He paused. “Scratch MySpace. Not 

there. But lots of other places.” Hutch couldn’t remember all the names. 

“Yeah, I had that problem when I started following Turlough O’Carolyn.” 

“Is he playing the raccoon in Guardians of the Galactic Discourse?” Hutch guessed. 

“No, he’s an Irish harper.” She didn’t even hesitate at the sharp right turn in the conversation. 

Music! At least this was an area he could understand. “One of the guys who taught you in that music camp you 

went to last summer?” He’d been meaning to ask Rosemary about that trip, but hadn’t had a chance. Starsky 

had forbidden him to have any more interaction with his Fingerpicking FaceBook groups after the Singing 

Policeman vid went viral two years ago. But Hutch really missed the music scene and was seriously considering 

accompanying Rosemary on her next trip. 

Rosemary looked at him as if he’d lost his mind and answered in a tone that clearly wondered How could 

anyone ask such a stupid question? “No, Hutch. Turlough O’Carolyn has been dead for nearly three hundred 

years.” 

Okay. Back in the Ro-Verse that quickly.  

“Oh,” Hutch said dully. His mean streak getting the better of him, he asked snidely, “Is there a lot of Internet 

activity for a guy who’s been dead for three centuries?” 

Her eyes grew sharper. “A lot more than there is for Vic Rankin!” 

He winced. “Touché. Anyway, how did you fix your problem?” 

“I didn’t. I had to get help. So I went to Huggy. He clued me into some programs that marketers use to track 

their products, which helped, and set up some Google alerts for me.” 



 

 

“Huggy?” Hutch echoed. 

“He’s got quite a lucrative Internet business. You might want to talk to him. If he could find me a man who’s 

been dead for three hundred years, I’m sure he could figure out how Starsky could follow his Red Lucy woman. 

She isn’t even dead yet and, well, she’s actually popular.” She said the last word as if it were an expletive, 

which, perhaps it was to people who followed three-hundred-year-old dead dudes. Then she added more kindly, 

“...Though I don’t think we should hold that against her.” 

Hutch knew better than to ask, but he had to know. “Hold what against her--the fact that she isn’t dead or that 

she’s popular?” 

“Both.” She grinned. “Do you need help with anything else?” 

“No, thanks, Rosemary. That was surreal, I mean, really helpful.” 

“Great.” She gave him a quick hug, then scurried off before he realized what happened. “See you later, Hutch.” 

The door shut behind her and he found himself in Flamingo’s apartment, alone with Flamingo’s cats and all her 

toys and art. Art he’d never been allowed to see before. 

Hutch stared at the graphic pieces for a moment, allowing the positions in one or two of them to sink into his 

memory for future exploration with Starsky, then realized two cats were glaring at him from a high bookshelf. 

The black Mehitable and gray and white Archy sat, tails swishing, among multiple pairs of Starsky and Hutch 

dolls engaged in various positions of coital bliss and a collection of toy Torinos. To express their annoyance at 

his presence, Archy swiped at a tiny Torino, sending it crashing to its doom. The message was clear. You need 

to go.  

He turned to do just that when he realized another cat, a handsome black and white one, was twining 

dangerously around his ankles. Ah, Hutch thought, Flamingo’s cats weren’t glaring at him. Taya’s cat, Murphy, 

must’ve snuck into the apartment out of curiosity, invading their sanctuary.  

“Murphy,” Hutch said to the cat, “you must be my spirit animal, because your Law is ruling my life.” 

Making a small “braow” sound, Murphy rose up on his hind legs. His friendliness hard to resist, Hutch leaned 

down to stroke his plush fur, and as he did, Murphy stretched up on tiptoes to bat Hutch’s nose gently.  

Hutch heard the tinkling crash of another plastic car.   

“Gotta go, Murph,” Hutch said with a final stroke. “I need to wake up my partner. We’ve got a Bear to corner.” 

*** 

Starsky and Hutch walk into a bar, Starsky thought to himself, which is the beginning of a really bad joke or.... 

He stopped dead just inside the threshold until Hutch ran into his back, nearly knocking them over. What the 

hell--?  

Nothing looked the way he remembered it. What had once been the dim interior of the Pits, populated by street 

regulars and a fairly seedy clientele nursing glasses of beer, wine, or mixed drinks, or feasting on Huggy 

Specials--which were nothing more than regular hamburgers--was now a bright and bustling center of modern 

trends in food and drink: micro-brewed beer, wine coolers, and exotic mixed drinks with lots of fruit and little 

umbrellas. Glancing around, Starsky saw blackboards filled with daily specials: bison burgers, grilled salmon, 

vegan collard greens, falafel... Technology was everywhere. Young people sat at tables with laptops, tablets, 



 

 

smartphones, everyone working on something with focused diligence. Starsky had a sudden appreciation for 

Steve Rogers’ consternation when he woke up in the 21
st
 Century. 

As one of the wait staff--a lovely mocha-skinned young woman clothed in more tattoos than fabric on her 

muscular frame--attempted to guide them to a table, Huggy sauntered up. “Well, well, well, look what fate has 

brought across my threshold this fine and lovely day! I’ll take care of them, Kristopf.”  

Starsky reevaluated the young--woman? man? person? as she smiled at them and handed Huggy their menus. 

Hutch elbowed him to bring his attention back to their host.  

Huggy was dressed in pale linen loose-fitting pants, deck shoes, and a tight-fitting tie-dyed t-shirt in shades of 

orange that read in bold black letters NET NEUTRALITY.  

“It’s great to see you, Huggy!” Hutch said. “We’ve been a little busy with work. But I didn’t think it’d been that 

long since we’ve been to the Pits... You’ve made some changes. I like it! New name, too!” 

Starsky spied the name Hutch was referring to in acid-washed type on a huge chaotic art piece on the back wall 

that stated “Confidential Informants Arena.” CIA--cute. Starsky stared at Hutch in dismay. Some changes...? 

“Are you kidding me? This looks like a Starbucks on acid! What happened here? This isn’t the Pits!” 

“Actually,” Huggy said smugly, “it is. The Pits as you remember it, Starsky my man, can be found just beyond 

those doors--” He jabbed a thumb behind him toward a set of dark double doors at the end of the café’s long 

central room. “We keep it exactly as it was in the 70s just for...old timers who are more comfortable there.” 

Starsky started to splutter. “Old timers! Who are you callin’--” Then he stopped. Huggy had a point. He would 

be more comfortable in the dark interior of a classically-styled Pits hunkered over a beer whose name he could 

pronounce and getting served by a recognizable Anita or Donna or any of Huggy’s usual staff. Isn’t that what 

he’d been complaining to Hutch about earlier today?  

Then he realized Hutch and Huggy were exchanging meaningful glances. Oh, shit. I’ve been set up. “Okay, I 

know that look. What are you two up to?” 

Huggy led them to a vacant table in a private corner and put down their menus. Waving them to their seats, he 

signaled to one of his staff as he said, “Wha’chu talkin’ ‘bout, Starsky? I haven’t seen or spoken to Hutch in 

forever. I was beginning to think you two didn’t love your ol’ buddy, Huggy Bear, anymore.” 

“Don’t jive me, Huggy,” Starsky complained. “It’s old fashioned.” 

“He’s telling the truth, Starsk,” Hutch insisted. “I haven’t talked to Huggy since the last time we conferred with 

him over a case and that was a couple weeks ago.” 

Starsky narrowed his gaze at Huggy. “You’ve been talkin’ to the Neighbor Ladies, haven’t you?” 

Huggy joined them, sitting at the table as Kristopf showed up with a round of beers in tall Pilsner glasses. The 

brew had a perfect head and was so cold the glasses were dripping condensation.  

Starsky eyed the glasses suspiciously, but his first sip was crisp and clean and very refreshing. Fine, but I ain’t 

eatin’ falafel.  

Huggy nodded after drinking some from his own glass. “It’s possible that some intel from Venice Place has 

come my way. What of it? Am I not still your main source of what’s goin’ down in this town? Am I not still the 

man with his ear to the ground, his nose in the wind, his eyes on the horizon--” 



 

 

“It’s bad enough you turned this place into a fern bar without ferns,” Starsky groused, “now you’re making 

yourself sound more like a hunting dog than a confidential informant.” 

“Hmpf,” Huggy snorted. “I see my inside information is COH-rect as usual. It sounds to me like my man 

Starsky here has the Out Of Step Blues. What brought all this on?” 

Starsky just glowered and stared at his beer.  

“Can you believe this?” Hutch said unhappily, indicating Starsky. “My very nice life has been turned upside 

down all because of...of...something as silly as Lucy.” 

Starsky turned to Hutch in dismay. Lucy? What--? 

Huggy looked equally confused. “Lucy? You mean Lucille Ball? My sources hadn’t said anything about that. 

You’re one up on me, now. Man, Starsky that redhead really is Retro, dude! No wonder you’re feelin’ out of 

step with the world. Though I think there’s a retrospective of her work comin’ up on COZI TV on cable later 

this month.” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” Starsky asked Hutch. 

Hutch started stammering. “Not Lucille Ball. Lucy. The actress from that crazy movie. What’s her name... some 

color thing... like Red Sonia...no... Crimson in Clover. That’s not it. Come on, Starsky, you know what I’m 

talking about!” 

Starsky had never known less about what Hutch was going on about. He was clueless. Red Sonia? 

“Ooohhh,” Huggy said as if he suddenly saw the light. “You’re talkin’ ‘bout Scarlett Johansson! That fine 

specimen of female perfection. The Black Widow! My fav-oh-RITE Avenger. She can avenge me anytime.”  

Starsky had to grin as Huggy waxed poetic about his favorite actress. They slapped palms together and laughed.  

“Right, right,” Hutch mumbled, as if trying to remember the woman’s name for future reference. “Scarlett. 

Scarlett Johnson...no! Johansson!” He looked up with an intent expression, as if trying to clear up a salient point 

in a case they were working. “She’s in that new movie, Galactic Discourse, right?” 

“If you are talking about Guardians of the Galaxy, then I’m afraid, my friend, you are wrong,” Huggy said. “If 

you are talking about Galactic Discourse, the zine...then I’m not following you at all. The magnificent Zoe 

Saldana stars in the movie currently at the Rialto, not Scarlett Johansson. The only thing those two women have 

in common is a wealth of incomparable talent and beauty, but they have completely different body types, acting 

styles, and they’re not even the same race.”  

Hutch nodded, as if mentally taking notes. “That’s right. I had that backwards. The woman in the movie is 

green. Totally different race.” 

Huggy stared at Hutch, concerned. “Hutch! You’re a better observer than that, my man.” He turned to Starsky. 

“What happened to him?” 

Starsky shook his head. “He spent twenty minutes talking to Rosemary. Alone. He hasn’t been the same since.” 

Huggy nodded sagely. “I dig it. Been there. Done that. Took a few days to get over it. He’ll recover.” 

“I hope,” said Starsky. 



 

 

“Hey,” said Hutch, clearly tired of people talking about him as if he weren’t there, “this isn’t about me!” He 

shook a Hutchinson finger in Starsky’s direction. “This is about you and the Funk-That-Will-Not-Die! That all 

started, supposedly, over a woman with red in her title--” 

“You mean red in her ledger?” Huggy asked. 

“I mean in her name! Miss Scarlett Jones and Starsky’s inability to track down her every last image, film clip, 

quotation, review, and gif.” He pronounced the last with a hard “g” sound. 

“JIF,” Huggy and Starsky immediately corrected him. 

“What,” Hutch said, confused. “She advertises peanut butter, too?” 

Huggy stared open-mouthed.  

“He’s been like this ever since--” Starsky said softly, as he rubbed a hand over his face. 

“It’s pronounced,” Huggy said slowly, “JIF like in the peanut butter, not GIF with a hard ‘g’, Hutch. We’re just 

tryin’ to help.” 

“Well, stop helping me! I’m fine...if a little confused. I’m sure that’ll clear up. It was bad enough I got help 

from Rosemary, I had to talk to her in Flamingo’s uncensored apartment--” 

Huggy let out a long, low whistle. “I bet that was a shock.” 

“You don’t know the half of it,” Starsky mumbled. “I’ll be explaining my way out of that for months to come.” 

“I bet.” Huggy must’ve decided to take matters into his own hands. He did have a business to run, after all. 

Possibly more than one. “Look, Starsky, from what my man, Hutch, here is fumbling to explain, and from what 

I’ve been told by my other reliable sources--” 

Starsky rolled his eyes and considered spray painting the lens of every last camera in their apartment. 

“--it sounds to me like you just need a little help in the technology department. Gathering information in this 

day of public and private scrutiny can be challenging. Even the Bear has come face to face with an onslaught of 

information overload. How to find the info you need on a daily basis is the number one challenge of our modern 

age. But I think I can help you.” 

Starsky narrowed his eyes suspiciously. Huggy’s help could be more complicated than the Neighbor Ladies, 

and there were never any chocolate chip cookies involved. And sooner or later, the bill would come due. 

“Give him a chance, Starsky,” Hutch implored. 

“I’m serious, Starsk,” Huggy said. “First off, there are things out there you can do right now that might be all 

you need. Start with a Google Alert. Simple, straightforward, and likely to pick up a good 60 percent of 

Ms. Johansson’s most relevant items. Depending on how obsessed you are, there are commercial programs you 

can use that monitor social media and will analyze how many mentions your search topic is getting. Like 

TalkWalker dot com, Twilert, Twazzup--all of which will keep track of your current obsession for you. That’s 

stuff you can do on your own that don’t take much effort.” 

Starsky shook his head. “Well, thanks, Huggy, and I’ll look into those programs. If they save me some time, 

that would be great. But I need more than something that will just collect information. These days, when I’m on 



 

 

the Internet, I feel-- well, like the way I felt walking through your door. Out of step. Lost. Like things are 

moving way too fast. Too fast for someone like me. Even when I find the information I’m looking for, it 

frequently comes with a vernacular I’ve never heard. I think I’ve finally gotten too old for this modern world.” 

Huggy recoiled as if he’d been struck. “You have got to be kidding!” 

“Finally,” Hutch said as if relieved, “we get to the real problem. He’s been like this for days! I can’t get through 

to him. Maybe you can talk some sense into him.” 

Huggy leaned forward, looking concerned. “Starsky. You’re the most with-it, up-to-date dude I know, besides 

myself. You’ve never been afraid to sample the latest technology trends and social issues. What’s throwing you 

all of a sudden?” 

Starsky sat back feeling obstinate. “I don’t want to talk about it.” 

Huggy looked at Hutch for help. Hutch sighed. “He keeps running into terminology--mostly about relationships 

and sexual identity--and is having trouble keeping up with it. He seems mostly rattled about how to define us in 

the new vernacular.” 

Huggy made an amused sound and chuckled. “Starsky, the world has had trouble defining your relationship 

with my Viking brother for decades now.” 

“Not funny,” Starsky grumbled. “When did it get so complicated, Hug? And why? What do we need all these 

new terms for anyway?” 

Huggy nodded sagely, as if he were finally twigging on Starsky’s distress. “Well, living languages are fluid 

things, my man. They change as the needs of the people who use them change. What a lot of our more 

conservative associates like to call ‘political correctness’ is often just peoples’ attempts to be polite--to regard 

others in the way they would like to be regarded. People should have the right to define themselves the way 

they want. That’s why we will always need new terms.” 

Starsky sat back, listening to his friend, trying to be open to what he was telling him. 

Huggy nodded. “Yeah, the old terms were pretty narrow. Take the term ‘heterosexual’ as an example. Well, the 

dictionary defines that merely as a sexual attraction to the opposite sex. There’s no attempt to define the term in 

regards to emotional attraction or attachment. And that’s just one example.” Huggy smiled at Starsky. “That’s 

somethin’ you should appreciate, my man. It’s what we’ve all been fightin’ for, isn’t it? Marriage equality. 

Social equality for all people. Young people today are defining themselves in ways that feels right to them and 

making terms that fit. They aren’t willing to hide in some closet just to make others comfortable. I know you 

can dig that, Starsky, ‘cause you were pretty tired of your own closet not that long ago.” 

That hit home for Starsky, and he found himself relaxing a little. 

Until Hutch leaned forward and said quietly, “I think Starsky is worried because he’s not ready to define 

himself as a...” he looked around to be sure they weren’t being overheard, “...a zucchini.” 

Starsky glared at Hutch as Huggy blinked for a moment, then burst out laughing. As Hutch shrugged helplessly, 

clearly having no idea what he’d said wrong, Huggy finally got himself under control. 

“Look, you two,” Huggy said, “that term refers to people in relationships with strong emotional bonds that fall 

outside the typical romantic relationship, but are a lot closer than just being friends. Like, if someone asks two 

super-close friends, ‘Are you two dating?’ one of them might answer, ‘No. We’re zucchinis.’“ 



 

 

Hutch just blinked. “You think that makes it clearer?” 

“I’ll tell you what makes it clearer,” Huggy said. “You two haven’t been in a relationship like that since you 

became detectives. Maybe even earlier. You were soul mates and partners from the beginning. And those are 

terms that will never go out of style. But you progressed beyond that long ago. Remember, I’ve caught you both 

doin’ the do more times than I care to remember. You most definitely are NOT zucchinis.”  

“Does that make you feel better?” Hutch asked Starsky. 

“Which? Bein’ reminded that Huggy keeps catchin’ us in the act, or that I don’t have to think of myself as a 

vegetable?” Starsky smiled at his partner. “I guess it does.” 

“Y’know, Starsky, when you’re unsure of the terminology you bump into while vicariously enjoying the charms 

of Miss Johansson, you can always turn to the Urban Dictionary to help you out.” 

“There’s a dictionary for that?” Hutch said in surprise. 

“But I might have something that would be even more beneficial to my brothers-at-heart,” Huggy said. “My 

staff has designed a new app we’re getting ready to release in beta. You can help us test it. I’m callin’ it 

WurdOnDeStreet.” He wrote the title out for them on a napkin. “Microsoft gets cranky if you try callin’ 

anything else ‘Word.’ If you use my app, Starsky m’man, it will gather up the disparate forms of information on 

your crush of the moment and collect it all for you in one neat tidy package. And as you peruse the collection 

and find terminology you’re unfamiliar with, it will explain it for you just by hovering over it. Search engine 

and annotator in one tidy function to help any of my not-so-hip brethren stay up to speed.” He pulled out his 

phone, swiped the screen, tapped something into it, then showed them the interface. A search for Zoe Saldana 

scrolled past. 

Hutch leaned over his shoulder as they looked over the information. “What a lovely woman,” Hutch said. “Even 

when she’s green.” 

Starsky just gave him a look. “You’re not allowed to talk to Rosemary without me ever again.” 

“I agree,” Hutch said way too quickly. 

“So, how much for this amazing little app,” Starsky asked Huggy suspiciously. 

“For beta-testing--nada. Once it’s released as an app, it’ll just run a few dollars. Anyone can afford it.” 

Starsky and Hutch looked at each other. Finally, Hutch asked, “This thing doesn’t collect personal information, 

does it, Hug? Like credit card numbers?” 

Huggy held a hand over his heart. “You wound me to the quick! It is strictly legit. You think I’d be asking you 

fine members of the Bay City Police Department to test it otherwise! Give me a little credit.” 

Starsky nodded and pulled out his phone. “You get a lot of credit, Hug. You gave me a lot to think about. I’ll 

test your app.” He turned to Hutch and nudged his shoulder with his own. “And I’m feeling better. Good 

enough to take you up on your offer to go see Ms Saldana in all her green glory. We can catch the 8 o’clock 

showing of Guardians of the Galaxy.” At Hutch’s dismayed expression, Starsky said, “Hey, it was your idea!” 

“I was desperate at the time. Doesn’t anyone make movies out of real books anymore?” Starsky was about to 

interrupt the anti-comic-book-movie diatribe when Hutch none-too-graciously conceded. “Okay, okay. I’ll go. 



 

 

On one condition. That this weekend we go see something more thought provoking. Something with more depth 

and social relevance than a talking tree and a walking raccoon.” 

Huggy laughed. “I am Groot!” 

“I think Rosemary is looking into a treatment for that,” Hutch said without missing a beat. “Come on, Starsky! 

And I won’t complain once about the Green Galactic Guards.” 

Starsky groaned. “Hutch, your movies are like watching paint dry! Which one is this? Please tell me the art 

theater isn’t having an Ingrid Bergman revival!” 

“Starsky, I think you’re referring to Ingmar Bergman,” Huggy said. 

“Ingrid, Ingmar,” Starsky said dismissively, “Hutch knows what I mean.” 

Hutch nodded. “Yeah, I know. I wish they were, for either Bergman, but no. I’d like to see a new film that’s 

having a limited release. The New Your Times said it’s an allegorical treatise on societal restrictions combined 

with action-adventure with a sci-fi premise. I think you’d actually like it, Starsk. The guy who played Captain 

America is in it, but you can hardly recognize him. And Rotten Tomatoes gave it a 95 percent rating, and they 

only gave Godzilla 73 percent, and you loved that.” 

Starsky sighed. This was the most enthusiastic he’d seen Hutch in days. He had been making life pretty difficult 

for the Big Blond lately. Maybe if they went to see this snorer of a film and Hutch loved it, he might even get 

laid afterward. That would do more for his mood than anything else. And with the neighbor ladies still hip deep 

in SHareCon preparations, they might even have some privacy. “Okay, partner! That sounds fair. What’s it 

called?” 

“Snowpiercer.” Hutch looked incredibly pleased. 

“Oh,” said Huggy brightly, “that’s the film by that avant-guard director from South Korea, Bong Joon-ho. I saw 

that last night with Kristopf. You’ll like it, Starsk. It’s wild! Just your type of flick. You won’t be bored. Even 

without Scarlett Johansson.” 

“Well, that’s a recommendation if I ever heard one,” said Starsky. “Let’s do it.” 

“Yeah,” Huggy continued as Hutch lifted his beer in a silent toast to his partner and took a long drink. “It’s an 

amazing story, and even more interesting when you realize it was inspired by a 1980s French graphic novel.” 

“Graphic novel?” Starsky said. “You mean--a comic book?”  

Hutch spewed his beer and Starsky howled in laughter, while Huggy just shook his head and complained, “I 

will never understand you two if I live to be a thousand.” 

end 

Comments may be sent to the authors at flamingoslim@verizon.net (Flamingo) and tiranog2729@yahoo.co.uk 
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mailto:flamingoslim@verizon.net
mailto:tiranog2729@yahoo.co.uk


 

 

References 
How to Use Google Alerts: 11 Steps (with Pictures) - wikiHow 

http://www.wikihow.com/Use-Google-Alerts 

 

Talkwalker Alerts - The free alternative to Google Alerts 

http://www.talkwalker.com/en/alerts/ 

 

Twilert (Twilert) | Twitter 

https://twitter.com/Twilert 

 

Twazzup (twazzup) | Twitter 

https://twitter.com/twazzup 

 

Urban Dictionary 

http://www.urbandictionary.com/ 

 

Rotten Tomatoes 

http://www.rottentomatoes.com/ 

 

If you’d like to explore the wonderfully inclusive world of sexual terms, you can try these sites: 

 

Now This One You Should Share--The Genderbread 

http://actuallymetro.tumblr.com/post/48628967246/now-this-one-you-should-share-the-genderbread 

 

A Comprehensive list of LGBTQ Term Definitions 

http://itspronouncedmetrosexual.com/2013/01/a-comprehensive-list-of-lgbtq-term-definitions/ 

 

Confused With Queer Terminology? Hope This Helps. 

http://amplifyyourvoice.org/u/lexiyouthresource/2011/01/15/confused-with-queer-terminology-

hope-this-helps 

 

The Asexuality.Org Lexicon 

http://www.asexuality.org/wiki/index.php?title=Lexicon 

 
 

****************************************************** 

 

Back Cover 
 

Starsky and Hutch  

by Lorraine 

 
Comments may be sent to the artist at hisstah@aol.com 

 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=t&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=web&cd=2&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0CCQQFjAB&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.wikihow.com%2FUse-Google-Alerts&ei=7IIkVKbQMM7bsATn4oDABg&usg=AFQjCNEGE3YamxGzJS0p0SotDqKeAl8rTw&sig2=GLrQtmInmrDAPeZOYiHkTQ&bvm=bv.76247554,d.cWc
http://www.talkwalker.com/en/alerts/
https://twitter.com/Twilert
https://twitter.com/twazzup
http://www.urbandictionary.com/
http://www.rottentomatoes.com/
http://actuallymetro.tumblr.com/post/48628967246/now-this-one-you-should-share-the-genderbread
http://itspronouncedmetrosexual.com/2013/01/a-comprehensive-list-of-lgbtq-term-definitions/
http://amplifyyourvoice.org/u/lexiyouthresource/2011/01/15/confused-with-queer-terminology-hope-this-helps
http://www.asexuality.org/wiki/index.php?title=Lexicon
mailto:hisstah@aol.com




 

  


