tL

ST

FIRST TIME IN PAPERBACK!

Lt

:

e
e
-
—
a
N
=
N
8
0
%
.
<
.
o 4
fd
3
«




DANIRIESTEEL

THE

COTTAGE



THE COTTAGE
A Dell Book

PUBLISHING HISTORY
Delacorte hardcover edition published March 2002
Dell mass market edition/February 2003

Published by BantawwPell —
A division of Random House, Inc.
New York, New York

All rights reserved.
Copyright € 2002 by Danielle Steel
Cover design by Jorge Martinez and Andrew M. Newman
Author photo © Brigitte Lacombe

Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 2001047186
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or
by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying,
recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without
the written permission of the publisher, except where permitted by law.
For information address: Delacorte Press, New York, New York.

If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware
that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and de-
stroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher
has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

Dell is a registered trademark of Random House, Inc., and the colophon

is a trademark of Randem House, Inc. The cover format and design of
ﬂlisbookampmtegdeadedrmesandtradenmksofBantamDeﬂ

Publishing, a diyision of Random House, Inc.
ISBN 0:440-23681-9

%
Manufactured in the United States of America
Published simultaneously in Canada

OPM 10987654321



C THE
A gleaming Rolls-Rovee pulls through the gates ot the magniticent
Bel Atr estate known as The Cottage. The man behind the wheel is
Hollywood's ageless wonder, Cooper Winslow. A star of the silver
screen tor decades, @ man whose allure to women is legendary, Coop
exudes old-tashioned glamour. But Coop is broke. And with no
major roles coming his wav, he s faced with the prospect of selling

his beloved home. or ar least renting out parts of it

His new tenants, Mark Friedman and Jimmy O'Connor, are coping
with cheir own problems. Mark's wife just walked our, and Jimmy
recently Tost his own wite to illness. And when Mark's tecnage
children move in. The Cotrage 16 transformed, with music blasting
and teenagers on skateboards cmshing mnto vintage cars. Bur amid
the chaos, three men are becoming unlikely friends...and cach tinds
himself changing, C oop most of all. Because benearh the dazzle and
the bravado is 2 man trving to keep control of hiy carctully
ordered world. A scandal threatens Coops romance with a
wealthy debutante. .. A devastating accident almost claims the lite
of one of the housemares.. The Cottage welcomes a new houseguest
who will change Coop's life in unexpected ways. Among the people
who now share his life, Coop Winslow mav find a chance to build 4
happicess he could never have dreamed of, and 1o become the kind

ot human being he has never been.

Against a gliciering backdrop. Danielle Steel 1¢lls a decper story, of

(he chorces and unexpected turns of fave chat can .~,|1;1pc- Characoors

DAWRIESTEL

Liid hives.
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Public lives and private secrets collide at . . .

THE
COTTAGE



PRAISE FOR
DANIELLE STEEL

“ A LTTERARY PHENOMENON . ... and not to be
pigeonholed as one who produces a predictable
kind of book.” —The Detroit News

“THE PLOTS OF DANIELLE STEEL'S NOVELS TWIST
AND WEAVE as incredible stories unfold to the glee
and delight of her enormous reading public.”
—United Press International

“Ms. Steel’s fans won't be disappointed!”
—The New York Times Book Review

“One counts on Danielle Steel for
A STORY THAT ENTERTAINS AND INFORMS.”
—The Chattanooga Times

“Steel writes convincingly about universal human
emotions.” —Publishers Weekly

“STEELIS AT THE TOP OF HER BESTSELLING
FORM.” —Houston Chronicle

“FEW MODERN WRITERS CONVEY THE PATHOS
OF FAMILY AND MARITAL LIFE WITH SUCH
HEARTFELT EMPATHY.”

—The Philadelphia Inquirer

“It’s nothing short of amazing that even after
[dozens of] novels, Danielle Steel can still
come up with a good new yarn.”

—The (Newark) Star-Ledger



PRAISE FOR THE RECENT NOVELS OF
DANIELLE STEEL

THE COTTAGE

“A story of friendship . . . fans can always count on
Danielle Steel to come up with a best-selling story . . .
[her] charm has lasted.” —Abilene Reporter News
SUNSET IN ST. TROPEZ
“Steel’s skillful character development shines.”
—The (Newark) Star-Ledger

“Steel delivers yet another gem that fans will
eagerly devour.” —Booklist

THE KISS
“Steel pulls through with skillful plotting, steeping a
gentle brew that will once again gratify her
legions of fans.” —Publishers Weekly
LONE EAGLE
“THE NOVEL IS BRIGHTLY PACED, and the World War
II setting provides plenty of contextual drama.” —People
LEAP OF FAITH

“STEEL IS A SKILLED STORYTELLER. [Her] tale
provides entertainment and imparts important lessons.”
—Booklist

JOURNEY
“Steel uses her storytelling flair here . . . beautiful people,
a glamorous setting, an evil antagonist, a dash of political
intrigue and a hearty dose of social consciousness com-
bine in AN ENTERTAINING AND EYE-OPENING
STORY ... it's quite a trip.” —Chicago Tribune
THE HOUSE ON HOPE STREET
“[This] simple story of a courageous woman weathering
the worst of life’s storms is HARD TO PUT DOWN ...
Steel knows how to wring the emotion out of the briefest
scene.” —People
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To my very wonderful children,
Beatie, Trevor, Todd, Sam, Nick,
Victoria, Vanessa, Maxx, and Zara,
who are the light of my life,
the joy of my days,
the comfort of my life,
the solace in sorrow
my light in the dark,
and the hope of my heart.
No greater joy than you,
-and when you have children one day,
may you be as lucky as I have been
to love and be loved by you.

with all my love,

Mom/d.s.
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Chapter 1

The sun glinted on the elegant mansard roof of The
Cottage, as Abe Braunstein drove around the last bend
in the seemingly endless driveway. The sight of the
imposing French manor would have taken his breath
away, if the driver had been anyone but Abe. It was a
spectacular home, and he had been there dozens of
times before. The Cottage was one of the last leg-
endary homes of Hollywood. It was reminiscent of
the palaces built by the Vanderbilts and Astors in
Newport, Rhode Island, at the turn of the century. This
one was in the style of an eighteenth-century French
chateau and was opulent, handsome, graceful, exqui-
site in every aspect of its design. It had been built for
Vera Harper, one of the great stars of silent movies, in
1918. She had been one of the few early stars to con-
serve her fortune, had married well more than once,
and had lived there until she died at a ripe old age in
1959. Cooper Winslow had bought it from her estate a
year later. She had had no children and no heirs, and
had left everything she had, including The Cottage, to
the Catholic Church. He had paid a handsome sum for
it even then, because his career had been booming at
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the time. His acquisition of The Cottage had caused a
considerable stir. It had been quite an extraordinary
house and property for a young man of twenty-eight,
no matter how major a star he was. Coop had had no
embarrassment about living in the palatial home, and
was comfortable that it was worthy of him.

The house was surrounded by fourteen acres of
park and impeccably manicured gardens in the heart
of Bel Air; it had a tennis court, an enormous pool
paved in blue and gold mosaic, and there were foun-
tains located in a number of places on the grounds.
The design of the grounds and gardens had allegedly
been copied from Versailles. It was quite a place.
Inside the house were high-vaulted ceilings, many of
them painted by artists brought in from France to do
the work. The dining room and library were wood-
paneled, and the boiseries and floors in the living
room had been brought over from a chiteau in France.
It had provided a wonderful setting for Vera Harper,
and had been a spectacular home for Cooper Winslow
ever since. And the one thing Abe Braunstein was
grateful for was that Cooper Winslow had bought it
outright when he purchased it in 1960, although he
had taken two mortgages out on it since. But even they
didn’t hamper its value. It was by far the most impor-
tant piece of property in Bel Air. It would have been
hard to put a price on it today. There were certainly no
other houses comparable to it in the area, or anywhere
else for that matter, except maybe in Newport, but the
value of the estate in Bel Air was far greater than it
would have been anywhere else, despite the fact that it
was now somewhat in disrepair.
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There were two gardeners pulling weeds around
the main fountain as Abe got out of his car, and two
others working in a flower bed néarby, as Abe made a
mental note to cut the gardening staff in half, at the
very least. All he could see as he looked around him
were numbers, and dollar bills flying out windows.
He knew almost to the penny what it cost Winslow to
run the place. It was an obscene amount by anyone’s
standards, and certainly by Abe’s. He did the account-
ing for at least half the major stars in Hollywood, and
had learned long since not to gasp or wince or faint or
make overt gestures of outrage when he heard what
they spent on houses and cars and furs and diamond
necklaces for their girlfriends. But in comparison to
Cooper Winslow, all of their extravagances paled. Abe
was convinced that Coop Winslow spent more than
King Farouk. He’d been doing it for nearly fifty years,
he spent money like water, and hadn’t had an impor-
tant part in a major movie in more than twenty years.
For the last ten, he’d been reduced to minor character
parts, and cameo appearances, for which he was paid
very little. And for the most part, no matter what the
movie or the role or the costume, Cooper always
seemed to play the dashing, charming fabulously
handsome Casanova, and more recently the irresis-
tible aging roué. But no matter how irresistible he still
was on screen, there were fewer and fewer parts for
him to play. In fact, as Abe rang the front door bell and
waited for someone to answer, Coop hadn’t had any
part at all in just over two years. But he claimed he met
with directors and producers about their new movies
every day. Abe had come to talk turkey with him
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about that, and about cutting back his expenses radi-
cally in the near future. He had been living in debt and
on promises for the past five years. And Abe didn’t
care if he made commercials for his neighborhood
butcher, but Coop was going to have to get out and
work—and soon. There were a lot of changes he was
going to have to make. He had to cut back dramati-
cally, reduce his staff, sell some of his cars, stop buying
clothes and staying at the most expensive hotels
around the world. Either that, or sell the house, which
Abe would have preferred.

He wore a dour expression as he stood in his gray
summer suit, white shirt, and black and gray tie, as a
butler in a morning coat opened the front door. He rec-
ognized the accountant immediately and nodded a
silent greeting. Livermore knew from experience that
whenever the accountant came to visit, it put his em-
ployer in a dreadful mood. It sometimes required an
entire bottle of Cristal champagne to restore him to his
usual good spirits, sometimes an entire tin of caviar
too. He had put both on ice the moment Liz Sullivan,
Coop’s secretary, had warned Livermore that the ac-
countant would be arriving at noon.

She had been waiting for Abe in the paneled library,
and crossed the front hall with a smile as soon as she
heard the bell. She had been there since ten that morn-
ing, going over some papers to prepare for the meet-
ing, and she’d had a knot in her stomach since the
night before. She had tried to warn Coop what the
meeting was about, but he’d been too busy to listen
the previous day. He was going to a black-tie party,
and wanted to be sure to get a haircut, a massage, and
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a nap before he went out. And she hadn’t seen him
that morning. He was out at a breakfast at the Beverly
Hills Hotel when she arrived, with a producer who
had called him about a movie with a possible part in it
for him. It was hard to pin Coop down, particularly if
it involved bad news or something unpleasant. He
had an instinctive sense, a kind of finely tuned super-
sonic radar that warned him almost psychically about
things he didn’t want to hear. Like incoming Scud mis-
siles, he managed to dodge them with ease. But she
knew he had to listen this time, and he had promised
to be back by noon. With Coop, that meant closer
to two.

“Hello, Abe, it’s nice to see you,” Liz said warmly.
She was wearing khaki slacks, a white sweater, and a
string of pearls, none of which flattered her figure,
which had expanded considerably in the twenty-two
years she’d worked for Coop. But she had a lovely
face, and naturally blonde hair. She had been truly
beautiful when Coop hired her, she had looked like an
advertisement for Breck shampoo.

It had been love at first sight between them, not lit-
erally, or at least not from Coop’s side. He thought she
was terrific, and valued her flawless efficiency, and the
motherly way she had taken care of him from the first.
When he hired her she had been thirty years old, and
he was forty-eight. She had worshipped him, and had
a secret crush on him for years. She had given her life’s
blood to the impeccable running of Cooper Winslow’s
life, working fourteen hours a day, sometimes seven
days a week, if he needed her, and in the process, she
had forgotten to get married or have kids. It was a
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sacrifice she had willingly made for him. She still
thought he was worth it. And at times she was worried
sick about him, particularly in recent years. Reality
was not important to Cooper Winslow. He considered
it a minor inconvenience, like a mosquito buzzing
around his head, and he avoided it all costs. Success-
fully, from his perspective at least, most of the time.
Nearly always in fact. Coop only heard what he
wanted to hear, i.e., only good news. The rest he fil-
tered out long before it reached either his brain or his
ears. And so far, he had gotten away with it. Abe had
come that morning to deliver reality to him, whether
Coop liked it or not.

“Hello, Liz. Is he here?” Abe asked, looking stern.
He hated dealing with Coop. They were opposites in
every way.

“Not yet,” she said with a friendly smile, as she led
him back to the library, where she’d been waiting for
both of them. “But he'll be back any minute. He had a
meeting about a lead part.”

“In what? A cartoon?” Liz very diplomatically did
not respond. She hated it when people said rude
things about Coop. But she also knew how irritated
the accountant had been with him.

Coop had followed absolutely none of his advice,
and his precarious financial situation had become
even more so, disastrously so in fact, in the past two
years. And Abe’s last words to Liz on the phone the
day before had been “This has to stop.” He had come
on a Saturday morning to deliver the message, and it
annoyed him no end that as usual, Coop was late. He
always was. And because of who he was, and how en-



