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Praise for Harlan Coben


 




‘It is always satisfying to discover a new crime writer – and this is the business . . . this book will keep you up until 2 A.M.’ The Times



 




‘Harlan Coben. He's smart, he's funny, and he has something to say’ Michael Connelly


 




‘An increasingly frightening conspiracy with an unguessable ending . . . hard to put down’ Sunday Telegraph



 




‘At last a British publisher has given British readers the chance to discover something every US mystery fan already knows – that Harlan Coben is one of the most entertaining and intriguing crime writers around’ Val McDermid, Manchester Evening Guardian



 




‘What sets Harlan Coben above the crowd are wit and . . . an entertaining plot’ Los Angeles Times Book Review



 




‘Fast action, snappy dialogue and plenty of insider hoops material make this a fast, enjoyable read’ Toronto Star



 




‘Coben . . . scores a hole in one! The characters are deftly etched and the details keenly observed’ Publishers Weekly



 




‘Coben in still one of America's masters of the hook, the twist and the surprise ending’ Literary Review
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Epigraph


When a father gives to his son, they both laugh. When a son gives to his father, they both cry.


—Yiddish proverb


 



 



This one is for your father. And mine.







“What is your darkest fear?” the voice whispers. “Close your eyes now and picture it. Can you see it? Do you have it yet? The very worst agony you can imagine?”


After a long pause, I say, “Yes.”


“Good. Now imagine something worse, something far, far worse ...”


—“The Mind of Terror” by Stan Gibbs, 
column in the New York Herald, January 16
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An hour before his world exploded like a ripe tomato under a stiletto heel, Myron bit into a fresh pastry that tasted suspiciously like a urinal cake.


“Well?” Mom prompted.


Myron battled his throat, won a costly victory, swallowed. “Not bad.”


Mom shook her head, disappointed.


“What?”


“I’m a lawyer,” Mom said. “You’d think I’d have raised a better liar.”


“You did the best you could,” Myron said.


She shrugged and waved a hand at the, uh, pastry. “It’s my first time baking, bubbe. It’s okay to tell me the truth.”


“It’s like biting into a urinal cake,” Myron said.


“A what?”


“In men’s public bathrooms. In the urinals. They put them there for the smell or something.”


“And you eat them?”


“No—”


“Is that why your father takes so long in there? He’s having a little Tastykake? And here I thought his prostate was acting up.”


“I’m joking, Mom.”


She smiled through blue eyes tinged with a red that Visine could never hope to get out, the red you can only get through slow, steady tears. Normally Mom was heavily into histrionics. Slow, steady tears were not her style. “So am I, Mr. Smarty Pants. You think you’re the only one in this family with a sense of humor?”


Myron said nothing. He looked down at the, uh, pastry, fearing or perhaps hoping it might crawl away. In the thirty-plus years his mother had lived in this house, she had never baked—not from a recipe, not from scratch, not even from one of those Pillsbury morning croissant thingies that came in small mailing tubes. She could barely boil water without strict instructions and pretty much never cooked, though she could whip up a mean Celeste frozen pizza in the microwave, her agile fingers dancing across the numerical keypad in the vein of Nureyev at Lincoln Center. No, in the Bolitar household, the kitchen was more a gathering place—a Family Room Lite, if you will—than anything related to even the basest of the culinary arts. The round table held magazines and catalogs and congealing white boxes of Chinese takeout. The stovetop saw less action than a Merchant-Ivory production. The oven was a prop, strictly for show, like a politician’s Bible.


Something was definitely amiss.


They were sitting in the living room with the dated . pseudo-leather white modular couch and aqua-tinged rug whose shagginess reminded Myron of a toilet-seat cover. Grown-up Greg Brady. Myron kept stealing glances out the picture window at the For Sale sign in the front yard as though it were a spaceship that had just landed and something sinister was about to step out.


“Where’s Dad?”


Mom gave a weary wave toward the door. “He’s in the basement.”


“In my room?”


“Your old room, yes. You moved out, remember?”


He did—at the tender age of thirty-four no less. Childcare experts would salivate and tsk-tsk over that one—the prodigal son choosing to remain in his split-level cocoon long after the deemed appropriate deadline for the butterfly to break free. But Myron might argue the opposite. He might bring up the fact that for generations and in most cultures, offspring lived in the familial home until a ripe old age, that adopting such a philosophy could indeed be a societal boom, helping people stay rooted to something tangible in this era of the disintegrating nuclear family. Or, if that rationale didn’t float your boat, Myron could try another. He had a million.


But the truth of the matter was far simpler: He liked hanging out in the burbs with Mom and Dad—even if confessing such a sentiment was about as hip as an Air Supply eight track.


“So what’s going on?” he asked.


“Your father doesn’t know you’re here yet,” she said. “He thinks you’re not coming for another hour.”


Myron nodded, puzzled. “What’s he doing in the basement?”


“He bought a computer. Your father plays with it down there.”


“Dad?”


“My point exactly. The man can’t change a lightbulb without a manual—all of a sudden he’s Bill Gates. Always on the nest.”


“The Net,” Myron corrected.


“The what?”


“It’s called the Net, Mom.”


“I thought it was nest. The bird’s nest or something.”


“No, it’s Net.”


“Are you sure? I know there’s a bird in there somewhere. ”


“The Web maybe,” Myron tried. “Like with a spider.”


She snapped her fingers. “That’s it. Anyway your father is on there all the time, weaving the Web or whatever. He chats with people, Myron. That’s what he tells me. He chats with complete strangers. Like he used to do with the CB radio, remember?”


Myron remembered. Circa 1976. Jewish Dads in the suburbs checking for “smokeys” on the way to the delicatessen. Mighty convoy of Cadillac Sevilles. Ten-four, good buddy.


“And that’s not all,” she went on. “He’s typing his memoirs. A man who can’t scribble down a grocery list without consulting Strunk and White suddenly thinks he’s an ex-president.”


They were selling the house. Myron still could not believe it. His eyes wandered about the overly familiar surroundings, his gaze getting snagged on the photographs running up the stairwell. He saw his family mature via fashion—the skirts and sideburns lengthening and shortening, the quasi-hippie fringes and suede and tie-dyes, the leisure suits and bell-bottoms, the frilly tuxedos that would be too tacky for a Vegas casino—the years flying by frame by frame like one of those depressing life insurance commercials. He spotted the poses from his basketball days—a sixth-grade suburban-league foul shot, an eighth-grade drive to the hoop, a high school slam dunk—the row ending with Sports Illustrated cover shots, two from his days at Duke and one with his leg in a cast and a large-fonted is HE FINISHED? emblazoned across his knee-cast image (the answer in the mind’s eye being an equally large-fonted YES!).


“So what’s wrong?” he asked.


“I didn’t say anything was wrong.”


Myron shook his head, disappointed. “And you a lawyer.”


“Setting a bad example?”


“It’s no wonder I never ran for higher office.”


She folded her hands on her lap. “We need to chat.”


Myron didn’t like the tone.


“But not here,” she added. “Let’s take a walk around the block.”


Myron nodded and they rose. Before they reached the door, his cell phone rang. Myron snatched it up with a speed that would have made Wyatt Earp step back. He put the phone to his ear and cleared his throat.


“MB SportsReps,” he said, silky-smooth, professional-like. “This is Myron Bolitar speaking.”


“Nice phone voice,” Esperanza said. “You sound like Billy Dee ordering two Colt 45s.”


Esperanza Diaz was his longtime assistant and now sports-agent partner at MB SportsReps (M for Myron, the B for Bolitar—for those keeping score).


“I was hoping you were Lamar,” he said.


“He hasn’t called yet?”


“Nope.”


He could almost see Esperanza frown. “We’re in deep doo-doo here,” she said.


“We’re not in deep doo-doo. We’re just sucking a little wind, that’s all.”


“Sucking a little wind,” Esperanza repeated. “Like Pavarotti running the Boston Marathon.”


“Good one,” Myron said.


“Thanks.”


Lamar Richardson was a power-hitting Golden Glove shortstop who’d just become a free agent—“free agent” being a phrase agents whisper in the same way a mufti might whisper “Praise Allah.” Lamar was shopping for new representation and had whittled his final list down to three agencies: two supersized conglomerates with enough office space to house a Price Club and the aforementioned pimple-on-the-buttocks but oh-so-personal MB SportsReps. Go, pimple-butt!


Myron watched his mother standing by the door. He switched ears and said, “Anything else?”


“You’ll never guess who called,” Esperanza said.


“Elle and Claudia demanding another menage à trois?”


“Oooo, close.”


She would never just tell him. With his friends, everything was a TV game show. “How about a hint?” he said.


“One of your ex-lovers.”


He felt a jolt. “Jessica.”


Esperanza made a buzzing noise. “Sorry, wrong bitch.”


Myron was puzzled. He’d only had two long-term relationships in his life: Jessica on and off for the past thirteen years (now very off). And before that, well, you’d have to go back to ...


“Emily Downing?”


Esperanza made a ding-ding noise.


A sudden image pierced his heart like a straight-blade. He saw Emily sitting on that threadbare couch in the frat basement, smiling that smile at him, her legs bent and tucked under her, wearing his high school varsity jacket that was several sizes too big, her gesturing hands slipping down and disappearing into the sleeves.


His mouth went dry. “What did she want?”


“Don’t know. But she said that she simply had to talk to you. She’s very breathy, you know. Like everything she says is a double entendre.”


With Emily, everything was.


“She good in the sack?” Esperanza asked.


Being an overly attractive bisexual, Esperanza viewed everyone as a potential sex partner. Myron wondered what that must be like, to have and thus weigh so many options, and then he decided to leave that road untraveled. Wise man.


“What did Emily say exactly?” Myron said.


“Nothing specific. She just spewed out a colorful assortment of breathy teasers: urgent, life-and-death, grave matters, etceteras, etceteras.”


“I don’t want to talk to her.”


“I didn’t think so. If she calls back, you want me to give her the runaround?”


“Please.”



“Más tarde then.”


He hung up as a second image whacked him like a surprise wave at the beach. Senior year at Duke. Emily so composed as she dumped the varsity jacket onto his bed and walked out. Not long after that, she married the man who’d ruin Myron’s life.


Deep breaths, he told himself. In and out. That’s it.


“Everything okay?” Mom asked.


“Fine.”


Mom shook her head again, disappointed.


“I’m not lying,” he said.


“Fine, right, sure, you always breathe like an obscene phone call. Listen, if you don’t want to tell your mother—”


“I don’t want to tell my mother.”


“Who raised you and ...”


Myron tuned her out, as was his custom. She was digressing again, taking on a past life or something. It was something she did a lot. One minute she was thoroughly modern, an early feminist who marched alongside Gloria Steinem and became proof that—to quote her old T-shirt—A Woman’s Place Is in the House ... and Senate. But at the sight of her son, her progressive attire slid to the floor and revealed the babushka-clad yenta beneath the burned bra. It made for an interesting childhood.


They headed out the front door. Myron kept his eyes on the For Sale sign as though it might suddenly brandish a gun. His mind flashed onto something he had never actually seen—the sunny day when Mom and Dad had arrived here for the first time, hand in hand, Mom’s belly swelling with child, both of them scared and exhilarated realizing that this cookie-cut three-bedroom split-level would be their life vessel, their SS American Dream. Now, like it or not, that journey was coming to an end. Forget that “close one door, open another” crap. That For Sale sign marked the end—the end of youth, of middle age, of a family, the universe of two people who’d started here and fought here and raised kids here and worked and carpooled and lived their lives here.


They walked up the street. Leaves were piled along the curb, the surest sign of suburban autumn, while leaf blowers shattered the still air like helicopters over Saigon. Myron took the inside track so his path would skim the piles’ edges. The dead leaves crackled under his sneakers and he liked that. He wasn’t sure why.


“Your father spoke to you,” Mom said, half-question. “About what happened to him.”


Myron felt his stomach tense up. He veered deeper into the leaves, lifting his legs high and crunching louder. “Yes.”


“What did he say exactly?” Mom asked.


“That he’d had chest pains while I was in the Caribbean.”


The Kaufman house had always been yellow, but the new family had painted it white. It looked wrong with the new color, out of place. Some homes had gone the aluminum-siding route, while others had built on additions, bumping out the kitchens and master bedrooms. The young family who’d moved into the Miller home had gotten rid of the Millers’ trademark overflowing flower boxes. The new owners of the Davis place had ripped out those wonderful shrubs Bob Davis had worked on every weekend. It all reminded Myron of an invading army ripping down the flags of the conquered.


“He didn’t want to tell you,” Mom said. “You know your father. He still feels he has to protect you.”


Myron nodded, stayed in the leaves.


Then she said, “It was more than chest pains.”


Myron stopped.


“It was a full-blown coronary,” she went on, not meeting his eyes. “He was in intensive care for three days.” She started blinking. “The artery was almost entirely blocked.”


Myron felt his throat close.


“It’s changed him. I know how much you love him, but you have to accept that.”


“Accept what?”


Her voice was gentle and firm. “That your father is getting older. That I’m getting older.”


He thought about it. “I’m trying,” he said.


“But?”


“But I see that For Sale sign—”


“Wood and bricks and nails, Myron.”


“What?”


She waded through the leaves and took hold of his elbow. “Listen to me. You mope around here like we’re sitting shiva, but that house is not your childhood. It isn’t a part of your family. It doesn’t breathe or think or care. It’s just wood and bricks and nails.”


“You’ve lived there for almost thirty-five years.”


“So?”


He turned away, kept walking.


“Your father wants to be honest with you,” she said, “but you’re not making it any easier.”


“Why? What did I do?”


She shook her head, looked up into the sky as though willing divine inspiration, continued walking. Myron stayed by her side. She snaked her arm under his elbow and leaned against him.


“You were always a terrific athlete,” she said. “Not like your father. Truth be told, your father was a spaz.”


“I know this,” Myron said.


“Right. You know this because your father never pretended to be something he wasn’t. He let you see him as human—vulnerable even. And it had a strange effect on you. You worshipped him all the more. You turned him into something almost mythical.”


Myron thought about it, didn’t argue. He shrugged and said, “I love him.”


“I know, sweetheart. But he’s just a man. A good man. But now he’s getting old and he’s scared. Your father always wanted you to see him as human. But he doesn’t want you to see him scared.”


Myron kept his head down. There are certain things you cannot picture your parents doing—having sex being the classic example. Most people cannot—probably should not even try to—picture their parents in flagrante delicto. But right now Myron was trying to conjure up another taboo image, one of his father sitting alone in the dark, hand on his chest, scared, and the sight, while achievable, was aching, unbearable. When he spoke again, his voice was thick. “So what should I do?”


“Accept the changes. Your father is retiring. He’s worked his whole life and like most moronically macho men of his era, his self-worth is wrapped up in his job. So he’s having a tough time. He’s not the same. You’re not the same. Your relationship is shifting and neither one of you likes change.”


Myron stayed silent, waiting for more.


“Reach out to him a little,” Mom said. “He’s carried you your whole life. He won’t ask, but now it’s his turn.”


When they turned the final corner, Myron saw the Mercedes parked in front of the For Sale sign. He wondered for a moment if it was a Realtor showing the house. His father stood in the front yard chatting with a woman. Dad was gesturing wildly and smiling. Looking at his father’s face—the rough skin that always seemed in need of a shave, the prominent nose Dad used to “nose punch” him during their giggling fun-fights, the heavy-lidded eyes à la Victor Mature and Dean Martin, the wispy hairs of gray that held on stubbornly after the thick black had fled—Myron felt a hand reach in and tweak his heart.


Dad caught his eye and waved. “Look who stopped by!” he shouted.


Emily Downing turned around and gave him a tight smile. Myron looked back at her and said nothing. Fifty minutes had passed. Ten more until the heel crushed the tomato.
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Too much history.


His parents made themselves scarce. For all their almost legendary butting in, they both had the uncanny ability to trample full tilt through the Isle of Nosiness without tripping any gone-too-far mines. They quietly disappeared into the house.


Emily tried a smile, but it just wasn’t happening. “Well, well, well,” she said when they were alone. “If it isn’t the good one I let get away.”


“You used that line last time I saw you.”


“Did I?”


They had met in the library freshman year at Duke. Emily had been bigger then, a bit fleshier, though not in a bad way, and the years had definitely slimmed her down and toned her up, though again not in a bad way. But the visual whammy was still there. Emily wasn’t so much pretty as, to quote SuperFly, foxy. Hot. Sizzlingly so. As a young coed, she’d had long, kinky hair that always had that just-did-the-nasty muss to it, a crooked smile that could knock a movie up a rating, and a subconsciously undulating body that continuously flickered out the word sex like an old movie projector. It did-n’ t matter that she wasn’t beautiful; beauty had little to do with it, in fact. This was an innate thing; Emily couldn’t turn it off if she donned a muumuu and put roadkill on her head.


The weird thing was, they were both virgins when they met, somehow missing the perhaps overblown sexual revolution of the seventies and early eighties. Myron always believed that the revolution was mostly hype or, at the very least, that it didn’t seep past the brick façades of suburban high schools. But then again, he was pretty good at self-rationalization. More likely, it was his fault—if you could consider not being promiscuous a fault. He’d always been attracted to the “nice” girls, even in high school. Casual affairs never interested him. Every girl he met was gauged as a potential life partner, a soul mate, an undying love, as though every relationship should be a Carpenters song.


But with Emily it had been complete sexual exploration and discovery. They learned from each other in stuttering, though achingly blissful, steps. Even now, as much as he detested her very being, he could still feel the tightening, could still recall the way his nerve endings would sing and surge when they were in bed. Or the back of a car. Or a movie theater or a library or once even during a poly sci lecture on Hobbes’s Leviathan. While he may have yearned to be a Carpenters man, his first long-term relationship had ended up more like something off Meat Loaf’s Bat Out of Hell album—hot, heavy, sweaty, fast, the whole “Paradise by the Dashboard Light.”


Still, there had to have been more to it. He and Emily had lasted three years. He had loved her, and she’d been the first to break his heart.


“There a coffee bar near here?” she asked.


“A Starbucks,” Myron said.


“I’ll drive.”


“I don’t want to go with you, Emily.”


She gave him the smile. “Lost my charms, have I?”


“They lost their effect on me a long time ago.” Half lie.


She shifted her hips. Myron watched, thinking about what Esperanza had said. It wasn’t just her voice or her words—even her movements ended up a double entendre. “It’s important, Myron.”


“Not to me.”


“You don’t even know—”


“It doesn’t matter, Emily. You’re the past. So is your husband—”


“My ex-husband. I divorced him, remember? And I never knew what he did to you.”


“Right,” Myron said. “You were just the cause.”


She looked at him. “It’s not that simple. You know that.”


He nodded. She was right, of course. “I always knew why I did it,” Myron said. “I was being a competitive dumbass who wanted to get one up on Greg. But why you?”


Emily shook her head. The old hair would have flown side to side, ending up half covering her face. Her new coif was shorter and more stylized, but his mind’s eye still saw the kinky flow. “It doesn’t matter anymore,” she said.


“Guess not,” he said, “but I’ve always been curious.”


“We both had too much to drink.”


“Simple as that?”


“Yes.”


Myron made a face. “Lame,” he said.


“Maybe it was just about sex,” she said.


“A purely physical act?”


“Maybe.”


“The night before you married someone else?”


She looked at him. “It was dumb, okay?”


“You say so.”


“And maybe I was scared,” she said.


“Of getting married?”


“Of marrying the wrong man.”


Myron shook his head. “Jesus, you’re shameless.”


Emily was about to say more, but she stopped as though her last reserves had suddenly been zapped away. He wanted her gone, but with ex-loves there is also a pulling sadness. There before you stands the true road untraveled, the lifetime what-if, the embodiment of a totally alternate life if things had gone a little different. He had absolutely no interest in her anymore, yet her words still drew out his old self, wounds and all.


“It was fourteen years ago,” she said softly. “Don’t you think it’s time we moved on?”


He thought about what that “purely physical” night had cost him. Everything, maybe. His lifelong dream, for sure. “You’re right,” he said, turning away. “Please leave.”


“I need your help.”


He shook his head. “As you said, time to move on.”


“Just have coffee with me. With an old friend.”


He wanted to say no, but the past had too strong a pull. He nodded, afraid to speak. They drove in silence to Starbucks and ordered their complicated coffees from an artist-wannabe barista with more attitude than the guy who works at the local record store. They added whatever condiments at the little stand, playing a game of Twister by reaching across one another for the non-fat milk or Equal. They sat down in metal chairs with too-low backs. The sound system was playing reggae music, a CD entitled Jamaican Me Crazy.



Emily crossed her legs and took a sip. “Have you ever heard of Fanconi anemia?”


Interesting opening gambit. “No.”


“It’s an inherited anemia that leads to bone marrow failure. It weakens your chromosomes.”


Myron waited.


“Are you familiar with bone marrow transplants?” Strange line of questioning, but he decided to play it straight. “A little. A friend of mine had leukemia and needed a transplant. They had a marrow drive at the temple. We all went down and got tested.”


“When you say ‘we all’—”


“Mom, Dad, my whole family. I think Win went too.” She tilted her head. “How is Win?”


“The same.”


“Sorry to hear that,” she said. “When we were at Duke, he used to listen to us making love, didn’t he?”


“Only when we pulled down the shade so he couldn’t watch.”


She laughed. “He never liked me.”


“You were his favorite.”


“Really?”


“That’s not saying much,” Myron said.


“He hates women, doesn’t he?”


Myron thought about it. “As sex objects, they’re fine. But in terms of relationships ...”


“An odd duck.”


She should only know.


Emily took a sip. “I’m stalling,” she said.


“I sorta figured that.”


“What happened to your friend with leukemia?”


“He died.”


Her face went white. “I’m sorry. How old was he?” “Thirty-four.”


Emily took another sip, cradling the mug with both hands. “So you’re listed with the bone marrow national registry?”


“I guess. I gave blood and they gave me a donor card.”


She closed her eyes.


“What?” he asked.


“Fanconi anemia is fatal. You can treat it for a while with blood transfusions and hormones, but the only cure is a bone marrow transplant.”


“I don’t understand, Emily. Do you have this disease? ”


“It doesn’t hit adults.” She put down her coffee and looked up. He was not big on reading eyes, but the pain was neon-obvious. “It hits children.”


As though on cue, the Starbucks soundtrack changed to something instrumental and somber. Myron waited. It didn’t take her long.


“My son has it,” she said.


Myron remembered visiting the house in Franklin Lakes when Greg disappeared, the boy playing in the backyard with his sister. Must have been, what, two, three years ago. The boy was about ten, his sister maybe eight. Greg and Emily were in the midst of a bloody take-no-prisoners custody battle, the two children pinned down in the crossfire, the kind no one walks away from without a serious hit.


“I’m sorry,” he said.


“We need to find a bone marrow match.”


“I thought siblings were an almost automatic match.”


Her eyes flicked around the room. “One-in-four chance,” she said, stopping abruptly.


“Oh.”


“The national registry found only three potential donors. By potential I mean that the initial HLA tests showed them as possibilities. The A and B match, but then they have to do a full blood and tissue workup to see—” She stopped again. “I’m getting technical. I don’t mean to. But when your kid is sick like this, it’s like you live in a snow globe of medical jargon.”


“I understand.”


“Anyway, getting past the initial screening is like winning a second-tier lottery ticket. The chance of a match is still slim. The blood center calls in the potential donors and runs a battery of tests, but the odds they’ll be a close enough match to go through with the transplant are pretty low, especially with only three potential donors.”


Myron nodded, still having no idea why she was telling him any of this.


“We got lucky,” she said. “One of the three was a match with Jeremy.”


“Great.”


“There’s a problem,” she said. Again the crooked smile. “The donor is missing.”


“What do you mean, missing?”


“I don’t have the details. The registry is confidential. No one will tell me what’s going on. We seemed to be on the right track, and then all of a sudden, the donor just pulled out. My doctor can’t say anything—like I said, it’s protected.”


“Maybe the donor just changed his mind.”


“Then we better change it back,” she said, “or Jeremy dies.”


The statement was plain enough.


“So what do you think happened?” Myron asked. “You think he’s missing or something?”


“He or she,” Emily said. “Yes.”


“He or she?”


“I don’t know anything about the donor—age, sex, where they live, nothing. But Jeremy isn’t getting any better and the odds of finding another donor in time are, well, almost nonexistent.” She kept the face tight, but Myron could see the foundation starting to crack a bit. “We have to find this donor.”


“And that’s why you’ve come to me? To find him?”


“You and Win found Greg when no one else could. When he disappeared, Clip went to you first. Why?”


“That’s a long story.”


“Not so long, Myron. You and Win are trained in this sort of thing. You’re good at it.”


“Not in a case like this,” Myron said. “Greg is a high-profile athlete. He can take to the airwaves, offer rewards. He can buy private detectives.”


“We’re already doing that. Greg has a press conference set up for tomorrow.”


“So?”


“So it won’t work. I told Jeremy’s doctor we would pay anything to the donor, even though it’s illegal. But something else is wrong here. I’m afraid all the publicity might even backfire—that it may send the donor deeper into hiding or something, I don’t know.”


“What does Greg say to that?”


“We don’t talk much, Myron. And when we do, it’s usually not very pretty.”


“Does Greg know you’re talking to me now?”


She looked at him. “He hates you as much as you hate him. Maybe more so.”


Myron decided to take that as a no. Emily kept her eyes on him, searching his face as though there were an answer there.


“I can’t help you, Emily.”


She looked like she’d just been slapped.


“I sympathize,” he went on, “but I’m just getting over some major problems of my own.”


“Are you saying you don’t have time?”


“It’s not that. A private detective would have a better chance—”


“Greg’s hired four already. They can’t even find out the donor’s name.”


“I doubt I can do any better.”


“This is my son’s life, Myron.”


“I understand, Emily.”


“Can’t you put aside your animosity for me and Greg?”


He wasn’t sure that he could. “That’s not the issue. I’m a sports agent, not a detective.”


“That didn’t stop you before.”


“And look how things ended up. Every time I meddle, it leads to disaster.”


“My son is thirteen years old, Myron.”


“I’m sorry—”


“I don’t want your sympathy, dammit.” Her eyes were smaller now, black. She leaned toward him until her face was scant inches from his. “I want you to do the math.”


He looked puzzled. “What?”


“You’re an agent. You know all about numbers, right? So do the math.”


Myron tilted back, giving himself a little distance. “What the hell are you talking about?”


“Jeremy’s birthday is July eighteenth,” she said. “Do the math.”


“What math?”


“One more time: He’s thirteen years old. He was born July the eighteenth. I was married October tenth.”


Nothing. For several seconds, he heard the mothers chatting over one another, one baby cry, one barista call out an order to another, and then it happened. A cold gust blew across Myron’s heart. Steel bands wrapped around his chest, making it almost impossible to breathe. He opened his mouth but nothing came out. It was like someone had whacked his solar plexus with a baseball bat. Emily watched him and nodded.


“That’s right,” she said. “He’s your son.”
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You can’t know that for sure,” Myron said.


Emily’s whole persona screamed exhaustion. “I do.”


“You were sleeping with Greg too, right?”


“Yes.”


“And we only had that one night during that time. You probably had a whole bunch with Greg.”


“True.”


“So how can you possibly know—?”


“Denial,” she interjected with a sigh. “The first step.”


He pointed a finger at her. “Don’t hand me that psychology-major crap, Emily.”


“Moving quickly to anger,” she continued.


“You can’t know—”


“I’ve always known,” she interrupted.


Myron sat back. He stayed composed but underneath he could almost feel the fissure widening, his foundation starting to shift.


“When I first got pregnant, I figured like you: I’d slept with Greg more, so it was probably his baby. At least, that’s what I told myself.” She closed her eyes. Myron stayed very still, the knot in his stomach tightening. “And when Jeremy was born, he favored me, so who was to say? But—and this is going to sound so goddamn stupid—a mother knows. I can’t tell you how. But I knew. I tried to deny it too. I told myself I was just feeling guilty over what we’d done, and that this was God’s way of punishing me.”


“How Old Testament of you,” Myron said. “Sarcasm,” she said with almost a smile. “Your favorite defense.”


“Your maternal intuition hardly counts as evidence, Emily.”


“You asked before about Sara.”


“Sara?”


“Jeremy’s sister. You wondered about her matching as a donor. She didn’t.”


“Right, but you said there was only a one-in-four chance with siblings.”


“For full siblings, yes. But the match wasn’t even close. Because she’s only Jeremy’s half sister.”


“The doctor told you this?”


“Yes.”


Myron felt the stone footing beneath his feet give way. “So ... Greg knows?”


Emily shook her head. “The doctor pulled me aside. Because of the divorce, I’m Jeremy’s primary custodian. Greg has custody too, but the children live with me. I’m in charge of the medical decisions.”


“So Greg still believes ... ?”


“That Jeremy is his, yes.”


Myron was floundering in deep water with no land in sight. “But you said you’ve always known.”


“Yes.”


“Why didn’t you tell me?”


“Are you kidding? I was married to Greg. I loved him. We were starting our life together.”


“You still should have told me.”


“When, Myron? When should I have told you?”


“As soon as the baby was born.”


“Aren’t you listening? I just told you I wasn’t sure.”


“A mother knows, you said.”


“Come on, Myron. I was in love with Greg, not you. You with your corny sense of morality—you would have insisted I divorce Greg and marry you and live some suburban fairy tale.”


“So instead you chose to live a lie?”


“It was the right decision based on what I knew then. With hindsight”—she stopped, took a deep sip—“I probably would have done a lot of things differently.”


He tried to let some of it sink in, but it was a no-go. Another group of stroller-laced soccer moms entered the coffee shop. They took a corner table and started jabbering about little Brittany and Kyle and Morgan.


“How long have you and Greg been separated?” Myron’s voice sounded sharper than he intended. Or maybe not.


“Four years now.”


“And you were no longer in love with him, right? Four years ago?”


“Right.”


“Earlier even,” he went on. “I mean, you probably fell out of love with him a long time ago, right?”


She looked confused. “Right.”


“So you could have told me then. At least four years ago. Why didn’t you?”


“Stop cross-examining me.”


“You’re the one who dropped this bombshell,” he said. “How do you expect me to react?”


“Like a man.”


“What the hell does that mean?”


“I need your help. Jeremy needs your help. That’s what we should be concentrating on.”


“I want some answers first. I’m entitled to that much.”


She hesitated, looked like she might argue, then nodded wearily. “If it’ll help you get past this—”


“Get past this? Like it’s a kidney stone or something ?”


“I’m too tired to fight with you,” she said. “Just go on. Ask your questions.”


“Why didn’t you tell me before now.”


Her eyes drifted over his shoulder. “I almost did,” she said. “Once.”


“When?”


“Do you remember when you came to the house? When Greg first vanished?”


He nodded. He had just been thinking about that day.


“You were looking out the window at him. He was in the yard with his sister.”


“I remember,” Myron said.


“Greg and I were going through that nasty custody battle.”


“You accused him of abusing the children.”


“It wasn’t true. You realized that right away. It was just a legal ploy.”


“Some ploy,” Myron said. “Next time accuse him of war atrocities.”


“Who are you to judge me?”


“Actually,” Myron said, “I think I’m just the person.”


Emily pinned him with her eyes. “Custody battles are war without the Geneva Accords,” she said. “Greg got nasty. I got nasty back. You do whatever you have to in order to win.”


“And that includes revealing that Greg wasn’t Jeremy’s father?”


“No.”


“Why not?”


“Because I won custody anyway.”


“That’s not an answer. You hated Greg.”


“Yes.”


“Still do?” he asked.


“Yes.” No hesitation.


“So why didn’t you tell him?”


“Because as much as I loathe Greg,” she said, “I love Jeremy more. I could hurt Greg. I’d probably enjoy it. But I couldn’t do that to my son—take away his father like that.”


“I thought you’d do anything to win.”


“I’d do anything to Greg,” she said, “not Jeremy.”


It made sense, he guessed, but he suspected she was holding something back. “So you kept this secret for thirteen years.”


“Yes.”


“Do your parents know?”


“No.”


“You never told anyone?”


“Never.”


“So why are you telling me now?”


Emily shook her head. “Are you being purposely dense, Myron?”


He put his hands on the table. They weren’t shaking. Somehow he understood that these questions came from more than mere curiosity; they were part of the defense mechanism, the internal barbed wire and moat he’d lavishly built to keep Emily’s revelation from reaching him. He knew that what she was telling him was life altering in a way nothing he’d ever heard before was. The words my son kept floating through his subconscious. But they were just words right now. They’d get through eventually, he guessed, but for now the barbed wire and moat were holding.


“You think I wanted to tell you? I practically begged you to help, but you wouldn’t listen. I’m desperate here.”


“Desperate enough to lie?”


“Yes,” she said, again with no hesitation. “But I’m not, Myron. You have to believe that.”


He shrugged. “Maybe someone else is Jeremy’s father.”


“Excuse me?”


“A third party,” he said. “You slept with me the night before your wedding. I doubt I was the only one. Could be one of a dozen guys.”


She looked at him. “You want your pound of flesh, Myron? Go ahead, I can take it. But this isn’t like you.”


“You know me that well, huh?”


“Even when you got angry—even when you had every right to hate me—you’ve never been cruel. It’s not your way.”


“We’re in uncharted waters here, Emily.”


“Doesn’t matter,” she said.


He felt something well up, making it hard to breathe. He grabbed his mug, looked into it as though it might have an answer on the bottom, put it back down. He couldn’t look at her. “How could you do this to me?”


Emily reached across the table and put her hand on his forearm. “I’m sorry,” she said.


He pulled away.


“I don’t know what else to say. You asked before why I never told you. My main concern was always Jeremy’s welfare, but you were a consideration too.”


“Bull.”


“I know how you are, Myron. I know you can’t just shrug this off. But for now you have to. You have to find the donor and save Jeremy’s life. We can worry about the rest after that.”


“How long has”—he almost said my son—“Jeremy been ill?”


“We learned about it six months ago. When he was playing basketball. He started getting bruised too easily. Then he was short of breath for no reason. He started falling down ...” Her voice tailed off.


“Is he in the hospital?”


“No. He lives at home and goes to school and he looks fine, just a little pale. But he can’t play competitive sports or anything like that. He seems to be doing well, but ... it’s just a matter of time. He’s so anemic and his marrow cells are so weak that something will get him. Either he’ll contract a life-threatening infection or if he manages to get past that, malignancies will eventually develop. We treat him with hormones. That helps, but it’s a temporary treatment, not a cure.”


“And a bone marrow transplant would be a cure?”


“Yes.” Her face brightened with an almost religious fervor. “If the transplant takes, he can be completely cured. I’ve seen it happen with other kids.”


Myron nodded, sat back, crossed his legs, uncrossed them. “Can I meet him?”


She looked down. The sound of the blender, probably making a frappuccino, exploded while the espresso maker shrieked its familiar mating call to the various lattes. Emily waited for the noise to die down. “I can’t stop you. But I’m hoping you’ll do the right thing here.”


“That being?”


“It’s hard enough being thirteen years old and almost terminally ill. Do you really want to take away his father too?”


Myron said nothing.


“I know you’re in shock right now. And I know you have a million more questions. But you have to forget that for now. You have to work through your confusion, your anger, everything. The life of a thirteen-year-old boy—our son—is at stake. Concentrate on that, Myron. Find the donor, okay?”


He looked back toward the soccer moms, still cooing about their children. Listening to them, he felt an overwhelming pang.


“Where can I find Jeremy’s doctor?” he asked.
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When the elevator doors opened into the reception area of MB SportsReps, Big Cyndi reached out to Myron with two arms the approximate circumference of the marble columns at the Acropolis. Myron almost leaped out of the way—involuntary survival reflex and all—but he stayed still and closed his eyes. Big Cyndi embraced him, which was like being wrapped in wet attic insulation, and lifted him into the air.


“Oh, Mr. Bolitar!” she cried.


He grimaced and rode it out. Eventually she put him back down as though he were a porcelain doll she was returning to a shelf. Big Cyndi is six-six and on the planetoid side of three hundred pounds, the former intercontinental tag-team wrestling champion with Esperanza, aka Big Chief Mama to Esperanza’s Little Pocahontas. Her head was cube shaped and topped with hair spiked to look like the Statue of Liberty on a bad acid trip. She wore more makeup than the cast of Cats, her clothing form-fitted like sausage casing, her scowl the stuff of sumos.


“Uh, everything okay?” Myron ventured.


“Oh, Mr. Bolitar!”


Big Cyndi looked like she was about to hug him again, but something stopped her, perhaps the stark terror in Myron’s eyes. She picked up luggage that in her manhole-paw resembled a Close’N Play phonograph from the early seventies. She was that kind of big, the kind of big where the world around her always looked like a bad B-monster movie set and she was walking through a miniature Tokyo, knocking over power lines and swatting at buzzing fighter planes.


Esperanza appeared in her office doorway. She folded her arms and rested against the frame. Even after her recent ordeal, Esperanza still looked immensely beautiful, the shiny black ringlets still falling over her forehead just so, the dark olive skin still radiant—the whole image a sort of gypsy, peasant-blouse fantasy. But he could see some new lines around the eyes and a slight slouch in the perfect posture. He’d wanted her to take time off after her release, but he knew she wouldn’t. Esperanza loved MB SportsReps. She wanted to save it.


“What’s going on?” Myron asked.


“It’s all in the letter, Mr. Bolitar,” Big Cyndi said.


“What letter?”


“Oh, Mr. Bolitar!” she cried again.


“What?”


But she didn’t respond, hiding her face in her hands and ducking into the elevator as though entering a tepee. The elevator doors slid closed, and she was gone.


Myron waited a beat and then turned to Esperanza. “Explanation?”


“She’s taking a leave of absence,” Esperanza said.


“Why?”


“Big Cyndi isn’t stupid, Myron.”


“I didn’t say she was.”


“She sees what’s going on here.”


“It’s only temporary,” Myron said. “We’ll snap back.”


“And when we do, Big Cyndi will come back. In the meantime she got a good job offer.”


“With Leather-N-Lust?” Big Cyndi worked nights as a bouncer at an S&M bar called Leather-N-Lust. Motto: Hurt the ones you love. Sometimes—or so he had heard—Big Cyndi was part of the stage show. What part she played Myron had no idea nor had he worked up the courage to ask—another taboo abyss his mind did its best to circumvent.


“No,” Esperanza said. “She’s returning to FLOW.”


For the wrestling uninitiated, FLOW is the acronym for the Fabulous Ladies of Wrestling.


“Big Cyndi is going to wrestle again?”


Esperanza nodded. “On the senior circuit.” “Excuse me?”


“FLOW wanted to expand its product. They did some research, saw how well the PGA is doing with the senior golf tour and ...” She shrugged.


“A senior ladies’ wrestling tour?”


“More like retired,” Esperanza said. “I mean, Big Cyndi is only thirty-eight. They’re bringing back a lot of the old favorites: Queen Qaddafi, Cold War Connie, Brezhnev Babe, Cellblock Celia, Black Widow—”


“I don’t remember the Black Widow.”


“Before our time. Hell, before our parents’ time. She must be in her seventies.”


Myron tried not to make a face. “And people are going to pay money to see a seventy-year-old woman wrestle?”


“You shouldn’t discriminate on the basis of age.”


“Right, sorry.” Myron rubbed his eyes.


“And professional women’s wrestling is struggling right now, what with the competition from Jerry Springer and Ricki Lake. They need to do something.”


“And grappling old ladies is the answer?”


“I think they’re aiming more for nostalgia.”


“A chance to cheer on the wrestler of your youth?”


“Didn’t you go see Steely Dan in concert a couple of years ago?”


“That’s different, don’t you think?”


She shrugged. “Both past their prime. Both mining more on what you remember than what you see or hear.”


It made sense. Scary sense maybe. But sense. “How about you?” Myron asked.


“What about me?”


“Didn’t they want Little Pocahontas to return?”


“Yep. ”


“Were you tempted?”


“To what? Return to the ring?”


“Yes.”


“Oh, sure,” Esperanza said. “I busted my shapely ass working full-time while getting my law degree, so I could once again don a suede bikini and grope aging nymphs in front of drooling trailer trash.” She paused. “Still, it is a step above being a sports agent.”


“Ha-ha.” Myron walked over to Big Cyndi’s desk. There was an envelope with his name scrawled across the top in glow-in-the-dark orange.


“She wrote it in crayon?” Myron said.


“Eye shadow.”


“I see.”


“So are you going to tell me what’s wrong?” she asked.


“Nothing,” Myron said.


“Bullshit,” she said. “You look like you just heard Wham split up.”


“Don’t bring that up,” Myron said. “Sometimes, late at night, I still suffer flashbacks.”


Esperanza studied his face a few more seconds. “This have something to do with your college sweetheart?”


“Sort of.”


“Oh Christ.”


“What?”


“How do I say this nicely, Myron? You are beyond moronic in the ways of women. Exhibits A and B are Jessica and Emily.”


“You don’t even know Emily.”


“I know enough,” she said. “I thought you didn’t want to talk to her.”


“I didn’t. She found me at my parents’ place.”


“She just showed up there?”


“Yep.”


“What did she want?”


He shook his head. He still wasn’t ready to talk about it yet. “Any messages?”


“Not as many as we’d like.”


“Win upstairs?”


“I think he went home already.” She picked up her coat. “I think I’ll do likewise.”


“Good night.”


“If you hear anything from Lamar—”
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