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The following quotation originally comes from Baudelaire, but the quotation has been stolen many times since. With thanks to Chris McQuarrie for permitting me to steal his version.

“The greatest trick the devil ever pulled was convincing the world he didn’t exist.”

from the motion picture screenplay The Usual Suspects, script by Christopher McQuarrie.



PROLOGUE


At ten after five on a raw December afternoon, Joshua Kane lay on a cardboard bed outside the Criminal Courts Building in Manhattan and thought about killing a man. Not just any man. He was thinking about someone in particular. It was true that Kane had, at times, while on the subway or watching passers-by, occasionally thought about killing a nameless, random New Yorker who happened to fall into his line of vision. It could be the blond secretary reading a romance novel on the K train, a Wall Street banker swinging an umbrella as they ignored his pleas for change or even a child holding their mother’s hand on a cross-walk.


How would it feel to kill them? What would they say with their final breath? Would their eyes change in that moment of passing from this world? Kane felt a ripple of pleasure feed heat into his body as he explored those thoughts.


He checked his watch.


Eleven after five.


The sharp, towering shadows flooded the street as the day melted into twilight. He looked at the sky and welcomed that dimming of the light, as though someone had placed a veil over a lamp. The half-light suited his purpose. The darkening sky returned his thoughts to the kill.


While he’d lain in the street, for the past six weeks, he’d thought of little else. For hours on end he silently debated whether this man should die. Apart from this man’s life or death, everything else had been carefully planned.


Kane took little risk. That was the smart way. If you are to remain undetected, you must be cautious. He had learned this long ago. To leave the man alive carried risks. What if their paths crossed sometime in the future? Would he recognize Kane? Would he be able to put it all together?


And what if Kane killed him? There are always a multitude of risks in such a task.


But these were risks that Kane knew: risks that he had successfully avoided many times before.


A mail van pulled up at the curb and parked opposite Kane. The driver, a heavy-set man in his late forties wearing a post-office uniform, got out of it. Regular as clockwork. As the mailman walked past him, and went inside the service entrance to the court building, he ignored Kane lying on the street. No loose change for the homeless. Not today. Not for the past six weeks either. Not ever. And, regular as clockwork, as the mailman walked past him, Kane wondered if he should kill him.


He had twelve minutes to decide.


The mailman’s name was Elton. He was married with two teenage kids. Elton ate from an overpriced artisan deli once a week when his wife thought he was out running, he read paperback novels that he picked up for a buck apiece from a little store in Tribeca and wore furry slippers when he took out the trash on Thursdays. What would it feel like to watch him die?


Joshua Kane enjoyed watching other people go through different emotions. To him, sensations of loss, grief, and fear were as intoxicating and as joyous as the best drugs on the planet.


Joshua Kane was not like other people. There was no one like him.


He checked his watch. Five twenty.


Time to move.


He scratched at his beard, which was almost full now. Wondering if the dirt and sweat added to its coloring, he slowly got up from the cardboard and stretched his back. Moving brought his own scent to his nose. No change of pants or socks for six weeks, no shower either. The odor made him gag.


Something to take his mind from his own filth was required. At his feet, a moldy upturned ball cap held a couple of bucks in change.


There was satisfaction in seeing a mission through to its conclusion. To see your vision fulfilled exactly as you’d imagined it. And yet, Kane thought it would be exciting to introduce the element of chance. Elton would never know that his fate would be decided in that moment, not by Kane, but by the toss of a coin. Selecting a quarter, Kane flicked the coin, called it in the air, caught it, and laid it flat on the back of his hand. While the coin had spun in the cold mist of his breath, he’d decided that heads meant Elton would die.


He looked at the quarter, shiny and new against the dirt ingrained on his skin, and smiled.


Ten feet from the parked mail van sat a hot dog stand. The vendor served a tall man with no coat. Probably just got out on bail and was celebrating with some real food. The vendor took the man’s two dollars and pointed him toward the sign on the bottom of the stand. Beside the pictures of grilled kielbasa sausage was an ad for an attorney and a phone number below it.


HAVE YOU BEEN ARRESTED?
CHARGED WITH A CRIME?
CALL EDDIE FLYNN.


The tall man bit into his dog, nodded and walked away just as Elton came out of the court building hauling three sacks of mail in gray hessian bags.


Three bags. That confirmed it.


Today was the day.


Normally, Elton emerged with two bags or even a single bag of mail. But every six weeks Elton came out with three bags. That extra mailbag was what Kane had been waiting for.


Elton unlocked the rear panel doors on the mail van and tossed the first bag into the back. Kane approached slowly, his right hand outstretched.


The second bag followed the first into the van.


As he took hold of the third bag, Kane rushed toward Elton.


“Hey buddy, you got some spare change?”


“No,” said Elton, and hurled the last bag into the van. He closed the right side of the van doors, then took hold of the left-hand door and slammed it shut like a man who didn’t own it. Timing was key. Kane stretched out his hand, fast, begging for a few dollars to be placed into his palm. The path of the van door took Kane’s hand and the momentum slammed the door shut on Kane’s arm.


Kane had timed it well. He listened to the sound of metal hinges as they scissored against flesh, crushing the limb. Grabbing that arm, Kane let out a cry and fell to his knees, watching Elton put both hands on top of his head, his eyes large and mouth distended in shock. Given the speed at which Elton slammed the door, and the sheer weight of the thing, there was little doubt that Kane’s arm should’ve been broken. And a messy break at that. Multiple fractures. Massive trauma.


But Kane was special. That’s what his mamma always told him. He cried out again. Kane felt it was important to put on a good show: the least he could do was pretend to be hurt.


“Jesus, watch your hands. I didn’t know your arm was there … You … I’m sorry,” said Elton, spluttering.


He knelt beside Kane, and apologized again.


“I think it’s broken,” said Kane, knowing that it wasn’t. Ten years ago, most of the bone had been replaced with steel plates, bars and screws. What little bone that remained was now heavily reinforced.


“Shit, shit, shit …” said Elton, looking around the street, not knowing exactly what to do.


“It wasn’t my fault,” said Elton, “but I can call a paramedic.”


“No. They won’t treat me. They’ll take me to the ER and I’ll be left on a gurney all night then sent away. I don’t have insurance. There’s a med center. Ten blocks away at most. They treat homeless. Take me there,” said Kane.


“I can’t take you,” said Elton.


“What?” said Kane.


“I’m not allowed to take passengers in the van. If somebody sees you up front I could lose my job.”


Kane breathed a sigh of relief at Elton’s efforts to stick to the Postal Service worker’s rules. He had counted on it.


“Put me in the back. That way no one can see me,” said Kane.


Elton stared at the rear of the van, and the open side door.


“I don’t know …”


“I’m not going to steal nothin’, I can’t move my arm for crying out loud,” said Kane, and followed it with a moan as he nursed his arm.


After a moments’ hesitation, Elton said, “Okay. But don’t go near the mailsacks. Deal?”


“Deal,” said Kane.


He groaned as Elton lifted him off the road, and cried out when he thought Elton’s hands got too close to his injured arm, but a short while later, Kane sat on the steel floor in the rear of the mail van and made all the right noises to accompany the rocking of the suspension as the van drove east. The rear of the van was separate from the cab, so Elton couldn’t see him, and probably couldn’t hear him, but Kane figured he may as well make the noise just in case. The only light came from a two-by-two bubbled glass hatch in the roof.


They had barely cleared the vicinity of the courthouse when Kane produced a box cutter from his coat and cut the ties at the top of the three mailbags from the courthouse.


First bag was a bust. Regular envelopes. Second bag too.


The third bag was the charm.


The envelopes in this bag were different, and identical. Each envelope bore a printed red band on the bottom with white lettering that read, “OPEN THIS CORRESPONDENCE NOW. IMPORTANT COURT SUMMONS INSIDE.”


Kane didn’t open any of these. Instead, he spread each envelope out on the floor. As he did so, he filtered out those addressed to women, and placed them back inside the bag. Half a minute later he had sixty, maybe seventy envelopes spread out in front of him. He took pictures of five envelopes at a time, using a digital camera which he then tucked back into his clothing. He could blow up the images later to focus on the names and addresses written on each one.


His task complete, Kane returned all the letters to the bag, and retied them all with fresh ziplock tags that he’d brought with him. The tags weren’t that hard to come by, and they were the same brand used by the court office and the post office.


With time to spare, Kane spread his legs out on the floor and looked at the photos of the envelopes on his camera screen. Somewhere in there he would find the perfect person. He knew it. He could feel it. The excitement sent his heart fluttering. It was like an electric current that rose from his feet and plowed straight through his chest.


After the constant stop and start of Manhattan traffic, it took Kane a few moments to realize the van had in fact parked. He put the camera away. The rear doors opened. Kane clutched the arm with the fake injury. Elton leaned into the van, offering a hand. Cradling one arm, Kane reached out with the other hand, grabbed Elton’s outstretched arm. Kane got up. It would be so easy, so quick. All he needed to do was plant his feet, and pull. Just a little more pressure and the guard would be hauled into the van. The box cutter could go through the back of Elton’s neck in one smooth motion, and then follow the jawline to the carotid artery.


Elton helped Kane out of the van as if he was made out of glass and walked him into the med center.


The coin had come up tails: Elton wouldn’t be touched.


Kane thanked his savior, and watched him leave. After a few minutes, Kane left the center and walked out into the street to check the van hadn’t doubled back to make sure he was okay.


It was nowhere to be seen.


Much later that same evening, Elton, dressed in his running gear, left his favorite Deli with a half-eaten Ruben sandwich under one arm, and a brown paper bag of groceries under the other. A tall, clean-shaven, well-dressed man suddenly stood right in front of Elton, blocking his way, causing him to halt in the dark, beneath a broken street light.


Joshua Kane was enjoying the crisp evening, the feel of a good suit and a clean neck.


“I tossed the coin again,” he said.


Kane shot Elton in the face, walked briskly into a dark alley and disappeared. Such a quick, easy execution gave Kane no pleasure. Ideally he would’ve liked a few days with Elton, but he couldn’t spare the time.


He had a lot of work to do.




Six Weeks Later


MONDAY




CHAPTER ONE


No reporters sat in the courtroom benches behind me. No onlookers in the public gallery. No concerned family members. Just me, my client, the prosecutor, the judge, a stenographer and a clerk. Oh, and a court security officer sitting in the corner, surreptitiously watching a Yankees game on his smartphone.


I was in 100 Center Street, Manhattan’s Criminal Court building, in a small courtroom on the eighth floor.


Nobody else was there because no one else gave a shit. In fact, the prosecutor didn’t much care for the case and the judge had lost interest as soon as he read the charge sheet: Possession of narcotics and drug paraphernalia. The prosecutor was a lifer in the DA’s office by the name of Norman Folkes. Norm had six months before he collected his pension and it showed. The top button of his shirt was undone, his suit looked as though he’d bought it during Reagan’s Presidency, and the two-day stubble on his cheeks was the only thing that he wore which looked clean.


The Honorable Cleveland Parks, presiding judge, had a face that looked like a deflated balloon. He rested his head on his hand and leaned over the judge’s bench.


“How much longer do we have to wait, Mr. Folkes?” said Judge Parks.


Norm looked at his watch, shrugged, and said, “Apologies, Your Honor, he should be here any second.”


The female clerk rattled papers in front of her. Silence invaded the room again.


“Let me say, for the record, Mr. Folkes, you are a highly experienced prosecutor and I assume you know that nothing irritates me more than lateness,” said the judge.


Norm nodded. Apologized, again and pulled some more on his shirt collar as Judge Parks’ jowls began to change color. The longer Parks had to sit there, the more his face turned red. That was about as animated as Parks got. He never raised his voice, or wagged an accusing finger – he just sat there fuming. His hatred of tardiness was well known.


My client, a fifty-five-year-old ex-hooker named Jean Marie, leaned toward me and whispered, “What happens if the cop doesn’t show, Eddie?”


“He’ll show,” I said.


I knew the cop would show. But I also knew he would be late.


I’d made sure of it.


It could only work with Norm as the prosecutor. I’d filed the motion to dismiss the charges two days ago, just before five when the listing officer had already gone home. Years of practice had given me a good idea of how quickly the office processed paper and set a hearing. With the backlog in court filing at the office, we probably wouldn’t get a hearing before today, and the court office would scramble around to find a free courtroom. Motions are normally in the afternoon, around two o’clock, but neither the prosecution nor the defense would know which courtroom we would appear in until a few hours before. Didn’t matter. Norm would have cases to do in the morning, in arraignment court, and so did I. The custom would be to ask the court clerk in whichever courtroom we were in, to check on the computer and tell us in which courtroom our motion would be heard later that day. When we got word through from the court clerk with confirmation of our motion venue, any other prosecutor would pick up their cell phone and call their witness, letting them know where they were supposed to be. Not Norm. He didn’t carry a cell. Didn’t believe in them. He thought they gave out all kinds of bad radio waves. I’d made sure to find Norm earlier that morning, in arraignment court, and let him know the venue for this afternoon’s hearing. Norm would rely on his witness doing exactly what he would have to do if I hadn’t already told him the courtroom number. His witness would have to check out the court venue from the board.


The board is located in room 1000 in the court building – the clerk’s office. Inside that office, along with the lines of people waiting to pay fines, a whiteboard stood up with a list of the trials and motions going for hearing that day. The board is there to tell witnesses, cops, DAs, law students, tourists and lawyers exactly where the trial action is in the building at any given time. An hour before the motion was due, I went up to room 1000, made sure my back was to the clerk, found my motion on the board, rubbed out the courtroom number and scrawled in a new one. A small trick. Not like the long, risky operations I’d run when I was a con artist for ten years. Since I’d become a lawyer I allowed myself the occasional lapse back into my old ways.


Given how long you have to wait for an elevator in this place, I figured my diversion was good enough to set Norm’s witness back by ten minutes or so.


Detective Mike Granger walked into the courtroom twenty minutes late. At first, I didn’t turn when I heard the doors opening behind me. I just listened to Granger’s feet on the tiled floor, walking almost as fast as Judge Parks’ fingers rapping on his desk. But then I heard more footsteps. That made me turn.


Behind Granger, a middle-aged man wearing an expensive suit walked into the court and sat at the back. Instantly recognizable, he had a flop of fair hair, a row of TV-white teeth, and a pale, office-bound complexion. Rudy Carp was one of those lawyers who battled out cases for months on the nightly news, appeared on Court TV, got his face on the cover of magazines and had all the courtroom skills to back it up. An official litigator to the stars.


I’d never met the guy. We didn’t hunt in the same social circle. Rudy had dinner at the White House twice a year. Judge Harry Ford and I drank cheap Scotch once a month. At one time I’d let the booze get the better of me. Not now. Once a month. No more than two drinks. I had it under control.


Rudy waved in my direction. I turned and saw the judge staring at Detective Granger. When I swung back Rudy waved again. Only then did I realize he was waving to me. I waved back, turned around and tried to refocus. For the life of me, I couldn’t figure out what the hell he was doing in my court.


“Good of you to join us, Detective,” said Judge Parks.


Mike Granger looked every inch the veteran New York cop. He walked with a swagger – he took off his sidearm, spat out his gum and slapped it onto the pancake holster before leaving it under the prosecution table. No guns were to be taken into court. Law enforcement were supposed to check their sidearms at security. The court officers usually let veteran cops slide, but even the vets knew not to wear a gun on the witness stand.


Granger tried to explain why he was late. Judge Parks cut him off with a shake of the head. Save it for the stand.


I heard Jean Marie sigh. Her black roots were showing through her bleached dye job and her fingers trembled as she brought them to her mouth.


“Don’t worry. I told you already, you’re not going back to jail,” I said.


She’d worn a new black pantsuit for court. It looked good on her – gave her a little more confidence.


While I tried to reassure Jean, Norm got the show on the road by calling Granger to the stand. He was sworn in, and Norm took him through the basics of Jean’s arrest.


He was passing 37th Street and Lexington that night, saw Jean standing outside a massage parlor with a bag in her hand. Granger knew she had a rap sheet for turning tricks, back in the day. He stopped, approached her. Introduced himself and showed her his badge. At that point he says he saw drug paraphernalia protruding from the top of Jean’s brown paper sack.


“What was this drug paraphernalia?” asked Norm.


“A straw. It’s routinely used by addicts to snort narcotics. I saw it, clear as day, sticking out of the top of her bag,” said Granger.


Judge Parks wasn’t surprised, but he rolled his eyes nonetheless. Believe it or not, in the last six months a half a dozen young African American men had been arrested and held by the NYPD for possession of drug paraphernalia because they had soda straws in their possession, usually stuck into the top of a soda cup.


“And what did you do then?” said Norm.


“For me, seeing drug paraphernalia on a person – that’s probable cause. Ms. Marie has a record for drugs offenses, so I searched her bag and found the drugs inside. Five small baggies of marijuana in the bottom of the sack. So I arrested her.”


It sounded like Jean was going to jail. Second drug offense in twelve months. No probation this time. She was going down for probably two to three years. In fact, I was reminded that she’d already done a little time for this offense. After her arrest she spent three weeks inside before I could get a bail bondsman to write me a bond for her.


I’d asked Jean about the bust. She told me the truth. Jean always told me the truth. Detective Granger had rolled up on her looking for a little free action in the back of his car. Jean told him she was done turning tricks. So Granger got out of the car, grabbed her bag and when he saw the weed inside, he changed his tune; told her he wanted fifteen per cent of her takings from now on or he would bust her right then and there.


Jean told him she already paid two patrol officers in the 17th Precinct ten per cent and from the looks of it they weren’t doing their job. Those cops knew Jean and had an easy time looking the other way. Despite her background, Jean was a patriot. Her product was one hundred per cent home-grown US marijuana straight from the state-licensed farms in Washington. Most of Jean’s customers were elderly – smoking away their arthritis pains, or getting relief from glaucoma. They were regular customers and no trouble. Jean told Granger to get lost so he busted her and cooked up a story.


Of course, I couldn’t prove any of that in court. I wasn’t going to even try.


As Norm sat down, I stood up, cleared my throat and adjusted my tie. I placed my feet shoulder-width apart, took a sip of water, and steadied myself. It looked like I was getting comfortable – ready to go at it with Granger for at least a couple of hours. I picked up a page from the file on my desk, and asked Granger my first question.


“Detective, in your statement you said the defendant was holding the carrier bag in her right hand. We know this is a large brown paper sack. Hard to hold in one hand. I take it she was holding the sack by the handles at the top of the bag?”


Granger looked at me like I was the man stripping away his precious time on banal, stupid questions. He nodded and a smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.


“Yeah, she was holding the bag by the handles,” he said. He then looked over at the prosecution table confidently, letting them know he had this down: I could tell Norm and Granger had discussed the lawful use of straws at some length in preparation for today. Granger was more than ready for that. He’d expected to have a big argument with me about the straw, and whether it was just being used for a soda – yada, yada, yada.


Without another word, I sat down. My first question was also my last.


I could see Granger eyeing me suspiciously, like he might’ve just had his pocket picked but couldn’t be sure. Norm confirmed he had no desire to re-examine the witness. Detective Granger left the witness stand and I asked Norm to give me three exhibits.


“Your Honor, Exhibit one in this case is the bag. This bag,” I said, holding up a sealed, clear evidence bag which contained a brown paper sack with the McDonald’s logo on the front. I bent down and picked up my own McDonald’s bag. Held it up for comparison.


“These bags are the same size, precisely. This bag is twenty inches deep. I got this one this morning with my breakfast,” I said.


I put both bags down, picked up the next exhibit.


“This is the contents of the defendant’s bag, taken from my client the night of her arrest. Exhibit two.”


Inside this sealed exhibit bag were five small wraps of marijuana. Altogether, they wouldn’t have been enough to fill a cereal bowl.


“Exhibit three is a standard soda straw from McDonald’s. This straw is eight inches long,” I said, holding it up. “This is an identical straw I picked up this morning.” I held up my straw then put it on the desk.


I placed the weed inside my McDonald’s bag, held it up for the judge. I then took the straw, held it vertically, and dropped it inside the bag with one hand while I held the handles with the other.


The straw disappeared from view.


I handed the bag to the judge. He looked at it, took the straw out and dropped it back inside. He repeated this a few times and even stood the straw upright inside the bag on top of the baggies of marijuana. The straw remained a good five inches from the top of the bag. I knew this because I’d practiced the same thing myself.


“Your Honor, I’m subject to the court stenographer, but my note of Detective Granger’s testimony with reference to the straw is, I saw it, clear as day, sticking out of the top of her bag. The defense concedes it’s possible for the straw to be exposed if the top of the bag is curled up and held lower down. However, Detective Granger confirmed in his testimony that my client held the bag by the handles. Your Honor, this is the last straw – so to speak.”


Judge Parks put a hand up. He’d heard enough from me. He turned in his seat and directed his attention to Norm.


“Mr. Folkes, I’ve examined this bag, and the straw with the actual items located in the bottom of the sack. I am not satisfied that Detective Granger could have seen a straw protruding from the top of this bag. On that basis, there is no probable cause for his search, and all evidence gathered as a result is inadmissible. Including the straw. I am concerned, to say the least, at the recent trend among some officers in classifying soda straws and other innocuous items as drug paraphernalia. Be that as it may, you have no evidence to support an arrest and I am dismissing all charges. I’m sure you had a lot to say to me, Mr. Folkes, but there’s no point – I’m afraid, you’re too damn late.”


Jean hugged my neck, partially strangling me in the process. I patted her arm, gently, and she let go. She may not want to hug me when she gets my bill. The judge and his staff got up and left the courtroom.


Granger stormed out, shooting me with his index finger as he left. It didn’t bother me, I was used to it.


“So when can I expect you to file an appeal,” I said to Norm.


“Not in this life,” he replied, “Granger doesn’t bust low-level operators like your client. There’s probably something else behind this arrest that you and I will never know about.”


Norm packed his gear and followed my client out of the courtroom. Just me and Rudy Carp left in the room now. He was applauding, with what looked like a genuine smile on his face.


Rudy stood up and said, “Congratulations, that was … impressive. I need five minutes of your time.”


“What for?”


“I want to know if you’d like to take second chair in the biggest murder trial this city has ever seen.”




CHAPTER TWO


Kane watched the man in the plaid shirt open the front door to his apartment and stand there, stunned into a dead silence. He saw confusion take hold and Kane wondered what the man was thinking. He was sure that at first, the man in the plaid shirt thought he was looking at his reflection; as if some joker had rung his doorbell, then fitted a full-length mirror right across the door frame. And then, when the man realized there was no mirror, he rubbed his forehead and took a step back from the door as he tried to make sense of what he was seeing. It was the closest Kane had come to the man. He’d been watching him, photographing him, mimicking him. Kane looked the man up and down and felt pleased with his work. Kane wore exactly the same shirt as the man at the door. He’d dyed his hair the same color, and with some trimming, shaving, and make-up he’d managed to copy the receding hairline in exactly the same pattern around the temples. The black-rimmed glasses were identical. Even the gray pants carried a precise bleach stain on the lower left leg, five inches from the bottom and two inches from the inside seam. Same boots too.


Turning his attention to the man’s face, Kane counted three seconds before the man realized this was not a practical joke and he was not staring at a reflection. Even so, the man looked at his hands, to make sure they were empty. Kane’s right hand held a silenced pistol down by his side.


Kane took advantage of his victim’s confusion. He pushed the man hard in the chest, forcing him back. Kane stepped inside the apartment, kicked the door shut behind him and heard the door slam against the frame.


“Bathroom, now, you’re in danger,” said Kane.


The man held up his hands, his lips moved soundlessly as they struggled to find the words. Any words. None came. The man simply reversed down the hall and into his bathroom until the back of his thighs touched the porcelain tub. His hands shook as he held them high, his eyes tracing every inch of Kane, confusion fighting his panic.


Likewise, Kane couldn’t help but study the man in the bathroom, and notice the subtle differences in appearance. Up close, he was thinner than the man by a good fifteen to twenty pounds. The hair color was close, but not quite right. And the scar – a small one just above the man’s top lip, on his left cheek. Kane hadn’t seen the scar from the photos he’d taken five weeks ago, nor did he see it on the picture held by the DMV that appeared on the man’s driver’s license. Maybe the scar had formed after the license picture had been taken. In any event, Kane knew he could replicate it. He had studied Hollywood make-up techniques; a thin, quick-drying latex solution could replicate almost any scar. Kane nodded. One thing he had got right was the eye color; that at least was an identical match to the contacts. He thought he might need to add darker patches around the eyes, maybe lighten his skin just a little. The nose was a problem.


But one he could fix.


Not perfect, but not bad, thought Kane.


“What the hell is going on?” said the man.


Kane took a folded piece of paper from his pocket and threw it at the man’s feet.


“Pick it up, and read it out loud,” said Kane.


The man bent low on shaky legs, picked up the paper, unfolded it and read it. When the man looked back, Kane held a small digital voice recorder.


“Out loud,” said Kane.


“T-t-take whatever you w-w-want just don’t hurt me,” said the man, hiding his face from Kane.


“Hey, listen to me. Your life is in danger. There’s not much time. Someone is coming here to kill you. Relax, I’m a cop. I’m here to take your place and protect you. Why do you think I’m dressed exactly like you?” said Kane.


Peeking between his fingers, the man looked at Kane again, narrowed his eyes and started shaking his head.


“Who would want to kill me?”


“I don’t have time to explain, but this man has to believe that I am you. We’re going to get you out of here – get you safe. But I need you to do something first. See, I look like you but I don’t sound like you. Read the note aloud so I can hear your voice. I need to learn your speech rhythm, figure out how you sound.”


The note shook in the man’s grip as he began to read aloud, hesitantly at first, skipping and stumbling over the first words.


“Stop. Relax. You’re safe. It’s all going to work out fine. Now try again, take it from the top,” said Kane.


The man took a breath, and tried again.


“The hungry purple dinosaur ate the kind, zingy fox, the jabbering crab, and the mad whale and started vending and quacking,” he said, with a confused look on his face.


“What’s that all about?” he said.


Kane hit stop on the digital recorder, raised the gun and pointed it at the man’s head.


“The sentence is a phonetic pangram. It gives me a base for your phonetic range. I’m sorry. I lied. I’m the man who is here to kill you. Believe me, I wish we had more time together. It would have made things easier,” said Kane.


A single round from the silenced pistol cut a hole through the roof of the man’s mouth. The gun was a silenced .22 caliber. No exit wound. No blood and brains to clean up, no bullet that needed digging out of the wall. Nice and clean. The man’s body fell into the tub.


Kane dropped the pistol in the sink, left the bathroom and opened the front door. Kane checked the hallway. Waited. No one in sight. No one had heard a thing.


Across the hall from the front door was a small storeroom. Kane opened the door, picked up the gym bag and the bucket of lye he’d left there, went back to the apartment, and returned to the bathroom. If he’d been able to kill the man and move the body, he would have completed his work elsewhere, and much more efficiently. Circumstances dictated otherwise. He could not risk moving the body, even in pieces. In the five weeks of surveillance that Kane had undertaken, he’d seen the man leave his apartment on no more than a dozen occasions. The man knew no one in the building, he had no friends, no family, no job, and importantly no visitors. Kane was sure of that. But the man was known in the building, and the local area. He said “hi” to neighbors in the lobby, passed the time of day with store clerks, that sort of thing. Passing acquaintances, but contact nonetheless. So Kane needed to sound like him, look like him, and keep to the man’s routine as closely as possible.


With the obvious exception. The man’s routine was about to change in the most extraordinary way.


Before he worked on the man’s body, he needed to work on his own. Kane took a moment to study the face again, up close.


The nose.


The man’s nose bent over to the left side and it was thicker than Kane’s. He must’ve broken it some years before and either didn’t have the insurance, the money or the inclination to get it reset properly.


Quickly, Kane stripped off his clothes, folded them neatly, and placed them in the living room. He took a towel from the bathroom, soaked it under the hot faucet in the sink, then wrung it out. He did the same with a facecloth.


He rolled up the wet bath towel until it was a tight roll about three inches thick. He draped the facecloth over the right side of his face, but made sure it covered his nose. The rolled-up towel was long enough for Kane to tie around his head.


Kane stood in the bathroom and took hold of the door handle with his right hand and drew the door toward his face until the edge of the door touched the bridge of his nose. The facecloth would absorb the impact from the sharp edge of the door, so it wouldn’t break his skin. Kane angled his head slightly to the left, and placed his left hand on the left side of his face. He felt his neck muscles engage, pushing against his left hand, while pushing back against his own neck. It meant his head wouldn’t snap to the left with the impact.


Kane counted to three, swung the door away from him, then reversed it, and slammed the edge of the door into the bridge of his nose. His head held firm. His nose didn’t. He could tell by the crunch of bone. The sound was all he had to go by, because he hadn’t felt a thing.


The towel around his head prevented the door from hitting his head, and giving him an orbital fracture. An injury like that would lead to a bleed in the eye which would need surgery to repair.


Kane took the towel off his head, lifted the facecloth clear and threw them both in the bathtub on top of the man’s legs. He looked in the mirror. Looked at the man’s nose.


Not quite.


Gripping both sides of his nose, Kane twisted to the left. He heard the crepitus; the sound that bone makes when it’s shattered. It sounded like breakfast cereal, wrapped tightly in a napkin and squeezed. He looked in the mirror again.


Pretty good. The swelling would help too. He could cover up the bruising that would inevitably appear around his nose and eyes with make-up.


He then put on a chemical retardant suit which he’d packed in the gym bag with other items. He stripped the man naked in the bathtub. A puff of white powder escaped into the air as Kane popped the lid on the bucket of lye; the concentrated, powder form. The hot water faucet in the bath was running fast and the water soon reached an unbearable temperature. The man’s skin was turning red from the heat. Wisps of blood floated and danced like red smoke in the hot water. Kane measured out three scoops of lye and tossed them in.


When the tub was three-quarters full, he turned off the water. From his bag, he produced a large rubber sheet, unfolded it and draped it over the tub. Tearing open a roll of duct tape, he proceeded to seal the rubber sheet to the tub with long lengths of tape.


Kane knew all kinds of ways to get rid of a body without leaving any trace of himself behind. And this method of disposal he found to be particularly effective. The process was based on alkaline hydrolysis. Bio-cremation broke down skin, muscle, tissue, and even teeth on a cellular level. The lye powder, mixed in the right quantities with water, dissolved a human being in under sixteen hours. Then Kane would have a bath of green and brown liquid, which he would get rid of by draining the bathtub.


The teeth and bones left behind would appear bleached, brittle and could easily be pounded into dust with the heel of a shoe. Kane knew the perfect place to get rid of the bone dust was in a large box of soap powder. Easy to mix up the bone and soap and no one would ever think to look there.


Only thing left in the tub that would need further work would be the bullet, and Kane could toss that in the river.


Nice and clean, just the way he liked it.


Satisfied with his work so far, Kane nodded to himself, and went out into the short hallway of the apartment. A small table sat beside the closed front door. A stack of opened mail lay on the table. At the top of the pile, its red band proud and loud against the white paper, was the envelope Kane had photographed weeks ago. The summons for jury duty.




CHAPTER THREE


On Center Street, parked right outside the courthouse, I saw a black limo with the driver standing on the sidewalk, holding open the rear door. Rudy Carp had asked me to lunch. I was hungry.


The limo driver had parked within ten feet of a hot dog stand that boasted a big picture of my face on an ad board taped on the lower panel of the cart. Like I needed the cosmos to remind me of the difference between me and Rudy. Soon as we got into the limo, Rudy took a call on his cell. The driver took us to a restaurant on Park Avenue South. I couldn’t even pronounce the name of it. It looked French. Rudy disconnected his call soon as he left the car and said, “I love this place. Best ramp soup in the city.”


I didn’t even know what a ramp was. I was pretty sure it wasn’t an animal, but I played along and followed Rudy inside.


The waiter made a fuss of his guest, and gave us a table in the back away from the busy lunch service. Rudy sat opposite me. It was a napkin and tablecloth joint, with somebody playing a piano, softly, in the background.


“I like the lighting in here. It’s … atmospheric,” said Rudy.


The lighting was so atmospheric I had to use the glare from my cell phone screen just to read the menu. It was in French. I decided to order whatever Rudy was having and be done with it. The place made me uncomfortable. I didn’t like ordering from a menu that refused to display prices beside the food. Not my kind of place. The waiter took our order, poured two glasses of water and left.


“So let’s get down to it, Eddie. I like you. I’ve had my eye on you for a while. You’ve had a couple of great cases in the past few years. The David Child affair?”


I nodded. I didn’t like talking about my old cases. I liked to keep it between me and the client.


“And you’ve had some success in lawsuits against the NYPD. We’ve done our homework. You’re the real deal.”


The way he said homework made me think he probably knew I had a reputation before I took the bar exam. All that existed about my former life as a con artist was rumor. Nobody could prove a damn thing, and I liked it that way.


“I take it you know what case I’m currently working on,” said Rudy.


I did. It would be hard to ignore it. I’d seen his face on the news every week for almost a year. ‘You’re representing Robert Solomon, the movie star. Trial starts next week, if I’m not mistaken.”


“Trial starts in three days. It’s jury selection tomorrow. We’d like you on the team. You can handle a few witnesses with some prep time. I think your style would be highly effective. That’s why I’m here. You get second chair, do a couple of weeks’ work, and for that you get more free advertising than you could possibly imagine and we could offer you a two-hundred-thousand-dollar flat fee.”


Rudy smiled at me with his perfect, bleached-white teeth. He looked like a candy-store owner offering a street kid all the free chocolate he could eat. It was a benevolent look. The longer I stayed quiet, the harder it became for Rudy to hold that smile.


“When you say we, who exactly are you talking about? I thought you ran your own ship at Carp Law.”


He nodded, said, “I do, but when it comes to Hollywood stars on trial for murder, there’s always another player. The studio is my client. They asked me to represent Bobby and they’re footing the bill. What do you say, kid? You want to be a famous lawyer?”


“I like to keep a low profile,” I said.


His face dropped.


“Come on, it’s the murder trial of the century. What do you say?” said Rudy.


“No, thanks,” I said.


Rudy hadn’t expected this. Leaning back in his chair, he folded his arms and said, “Eddie, every lawyer in this town would kill for a spot at the defense table in this case. You know that. Is it the money? What’s the problem?”


The waiter arrived with bowls of soup that Rudy waved away. He pulled his chair close to the table, and came forward, leaning on his elbows as he waited for my answer.


“I don’t mean to be an asshole, Rudy. You’re right. Most lawyers would kill to get that chair, but I’m not like most lawyers. From what I’ve read in the papers, and from what I’ve seen on TV, I think Robert Solomon murdered those people. And I’m not gonna help a murderer walk, no matter how famous he is, or how much money he’s got. Sorry, my answer’s no.”


Rudy still wore that five-thousand-dollar smile but he was looking at me sideways, and nodding slightly.


“I get it, Eddie,” said Rudy. “Why don’t we call it an even quarter million?”


“It’s not about the money. I don’t roll for the guilty. I’ve been down that road a long time ago. It costs a lot more than money can buy,” I said.


A realization spread over Rudy’s face, and he put the smile away for a while. “Oh, well, in that case we don’t have a problem. See, Bobby Solomon is innocent. The NYPD framed him for the murders,” said Rudy.


“Really? Can you prove that?” I said.


Rudy paused, “No,’ he said, ‘But I think you can.”




CHAPTER FOUR


Kane stared at the full-length bedroom mirror in front of him. Tucked around the edges of the mirror, between the glass and the frame, were dozens of photographs of the man who was now slowly dissolving in his own bathtub. Kane had brought the photos with him. He needed a little more time to study his mark. One photograph, the only one Kane had managed to take of the man in a seated position, was drawing his attention more than the others. In the photo, the man was seated on a bench in Central Park, flicking crumbs to the birds. His legs were crossed in front of him.


The armchair that Kane had brought in from the living room was around five inches lower than the park bench in the photo, and Kane was struggling to get the angle of his legs just right. He never crossed his legs. It had never felt comfortable, or natural, but Kane was a perfectionist when it came to becoming someone else. It was vital to success.


Mimicry was a gift he’d discovered in school. During recess, Kane would impersonate the teachers for the rest of the class, and his fellow students would roll around on the floor, laughing. Kane never laughed, but he enjoyed the attention. He liked the sound of his classmate’s laughter, but couldn’t understand why they laughed, nor the relationship between their laughter and his impersonation. Still, he did it every now and again. It helped him fit in. He’d moved around a lot as a kid: a new school, in a new town, almost every year. Inevitably, his mother would lose her job, through sickness or booze. Then the posters would go up around their neighborhood: pictures of family pets that had gone missing.


That was usually when it was time to move on.


Kane had developed the ability to get to know people quickly. He was good at making new friends and it wasn’t like he’d had a lack of practice. The impressions broke the ice. The girls in his class would stop giving him strange looks for a few days, and the boys would include him in conversations about baseball. Soon Kane was impersonating celebrities as well as members of the faculty.


He sat up straight and tried again to flick one leg over the other so that it mirrored the photograph. Right calf over the left knee, right foot extended. His right leg slipped off his knee, and he cursed himself. Kane took a moment and repeated the pangram he’d recorded the man uttering just before he’d put a bullet in his head. He recited the words, whispering them softly, then gradually letting the volume rise. Kane replayed the recording, over and over again. Eyes closed, he listened intently. The voice on the recorder could’ve been better. He could still detect the fear in that voice. Tremors from the back of the man’s throat sent ripples over some of the words. Kane tried to isolate them, and repeated them confidently, testing out how they would sound without the fear. The voice on the recorder was fairly deep. He dropped an octave, drank some milk mixed with full fat cream just to clog up his vocal cords. It worked. After some practice, and being able to hear that tone in his own head – Kane felt confident that he could repeat it, or at least get extremely close to it even without the dairy swelling his throat. 


After another fifteen minutes the sounds on the recorder, and Kane’s speech, were identical. This time, when he swept his leg up over his other knee it stayed there.


Satisfied, he got up, went to the kitchen and returned to the fridge. When he’d poured the milk he’d seen some ingredients in the refrigerator that took his fancy. Bacon, eggs, some cheese in an aerosol can, a pack of butter, some mushy-looking tomatoes and a lemon. He decided that bacon and eggs, maybe with some fried bread, would help his calorie intake. Kane needed a few more pounds to match his victim’s weight. All things considered, he could probably get away with weighing less, and he could pad his stomach, but Kane approached these things methodically. If he could get a pound closer to his target tonight by eating a huge, fatty meal, then that was what he would do. 


He found a frying pan under the sink and prepared a meal. He read some of the American Angler fishing magazines that lay on the kitchen table while he ate. Satisfied, Kane pushed the plate away. Depending on how things went that evening, he knew he might not get another chance to eat until after midnight.


Tonight, he thought, could be very busy indeed.




CHAPTER FIVE


I thought the ramp soup was worth waiting for. It tasted of spring onions, garlic and olive oil. Not bad. Not bad at all. The conversation had stopped as soon as Rudy allowed the waiter to bring over the soup. We ate in silence. After I made sure he’d finished, I put down my spoon, wiped my lips with a napkin and gave Rudy my full attention.


“I think you’re tempted by this case. Maybe you want a few more details before you make up your mind. Am I right?” said Rudy.


“Right.”


“Wrong,” said Rudy. “This is the hottest case to ever hit the East Coast. In a couple of days I have to deliver my opening speech to a jury. I’ve been on this thing from the beginning and I’ve gone to great lengths to keep the defense a secret. The element of surprise is crucial in trial. You know that. At the moment, you’re not an attorney of record. Anything I say to you right now has no attorney-client protection.”


“What if I sign a confidentiality agreement?” I said.


“Not worth the paper it’s printed on,” said Rudy. “I could wallpaper my house in confidentiality agreements and you know how many have held up? Probably not enough to wipe my ass with. That’s Hollywood.”


“So you’re not going to tell me any more about the case?” I said.


“I can’t. All I can tell you is this. I believe the kid is innocent,” said Rudy. Sincerity can be faked. Rudy’s client was a gifted young actor. He knew how to play for the camera. But Rudy, for all of his bravado, and highly persuasive courtroom skills, couldn’t hide the truth from me. I’d only been in his company for a half-hour, maybe more. But that statement felt natural, it felt like he meant it. There were no physical or verbal tics, conscious or unconscious, as he spoke. It was clean. The words flowed. If I had to bet on it, I’d have said Rudy was telling the truth – he believed Robert Solomon was innocent.


But that wasn’t good enough. Not for me. What if Rudy had been suckered-in by a manipulative client? An actor.


“Look, I really appreciate the offer, but I’m going to have to—”


“Wait,” said Rudy, cutting me off. “Don’t say no just yet. Take some time. Sleep on it and let me know in the morning. You might change your mind.”


Rudy paid the check, included a celebrity-worthy tip and we left the dark restaurant for the street. The limo driver got out of the front cab and opened the rear door.


“Can I drop you somewhere?” said Rudy.


“My car’s parked on Baxter, behind the court,” I said.


“No problem. Mind if we swing by 42nd on the way? Something I’d like to show you,” he said.


“Fine by me,” I said.


Rudy stared out the window, his elbow on an armrest and his fingers delicately stroking his lips. I thought about everything I’d heard. Didn’t take me long to figure out why Rudy really wanted me on the case. I couldn’t be sure, but I had a question that would clear it up once and for all.


“I know you can’t give me details, but answer me one thing. I take it that an important piece of evidence, tending to show that Robert Solomon was set up by law enforcement, didn’t magically appear in the last two weeks?”


For a second, Rudy said nothing. Then he smiled. He knew what I was thinking.


“You’re right. There’s no new evidence. Nothing new in the last three months. So I guess you’ve got it all figured out. Don’t take it personally.”


If I got hired to go after the NYPD, then I would be the only lawyer on the defense team handling the police witnesses. I would be the one throwing the shit at the cops. If it worked – great. If it wasn’t going down well with the jury – I would be fired. Rudy would get time to explain to the jury that I just got hired a week ago – and that any accusations I made against the cops did not come from the client. I’d gone rogue. Gone way off script. In those circumstances, Rudy could keep on good terms with the jury no matter what happened. I was an expendable member of the team – either a hero or a patsy.


Smart. Very smart.


I glanced up and saw Rudy pointing out the side window of the limo. I leaned forward and followed his line of vision until I saw a billboard for a new movie called The Vortex. Billboards on 42nd street weren’t cheap. The movie didn’t look cheap either. It was an expensive-looking sci-fi piece. The credits below the poster revealed the movie starred Robert Solomon and Ariella Bloom. I’d heard about the movie. Everyone in the country who’d switched on a TV in the past year knew about it too. It was a three-hundred-million-dollar gamble – starring Robert Solomon and his wife, Ariella Bloom. The arrest of a fairly nascent Hollywood bad boy for murder guaranteed mass, frenzied press coverage. In this case there were two murder victims: Bobby’s chief of security – Carl Tozer, and Bobby’s wife – Ariella Bloom. At the time of the murders, Bobby and Ariella had been married for two months. They’d just shot the first season of their reality show. Most pundits were claiming this trial would be bigger than OJ and Michael Jackson combined.


“That billboard went up last week. PR for Bobby, but the movie has been held in a can for almost a year now. If Robert is convicted it’ll stay there. If he gets off after a lengthy trial, it’ll stay there. Only way that movie gets released, and the studio makes its money back, is if we demonstrate to the whole world that Robert is innocent. Bobby has signed a lucrative contract for three more movies from the studio. This is their tent-pole franchise. We have to make sure he’s able to fulfill that contract. If he doesn’t, the studio stands to lose a significant amount of money. Millions, in fact. There’s a lot riding on this, Eddie. We need a definitive result in our favor and fast.”


I nodded, turned away from the poster. Maybe Rudy cared about Robert Solomon, but not as much as the studio’s money. Who could blame him? He was a lawyer, after all.


All the newsstand boards on 42nd carried news of the trial’s imminent commencement.


The more I thought about it, the more I thought this case was a nightmare. From the sounds of it, there might be a conflict between the studio and Bobby. What if the kid wanted to plead guilty, or cut a deal with the DA, and the studio wouldn’t let him? And what if he was innocent?


We left 42nd and turned south, toward Center Street, and I thought about what I’d heard about the case on the news. Apparently, two police officers responded to a 911 call from Solomon telling police he’d found his wife and chief of security dead.


Solomon let the cops into the house and they made their way upstairs.


On the second-floor landing a table had been overturned. A broken vase beside it. The table sat in front of a window overlooking the back of the house, a small walled-in garden below. There were three bedrooms on that floor. Two lay dark and empty. The master bedroom at the end of the hall was also in darkness. Inside that room they found Ariella and her chief of security, Carl. Or what was left of them. Both lay dead and naked on the bed.


Solomon had his wife’s blood on him. Apparently, there was more forensic evidence which the DA’s office would only describe as irrefutable proof of Solomon’s guilt.


Case closed.


Or so I’d thought.


“If Robert didn’t kill those people, who did?” I said.


The car turned onto Center Street, and slowed down outside the courts. Rudy shuffled forward in his seat and said, “We’re focusing on who didn’t do it. This is a police frame-up. It’s textbook. Look, I know this is a big decision. And I appreciate your moral standpoint. Take tonight to think about it. If you decide you want in, call me. No matter what happens, it was a pleasure,” said Rudy, handing me his card.


The car stopped, I shook hands with Rudy, the driver got out and opened my door. I stepped to the sidewalk and watched the limo take off. Without seeing the files, I could guess that the cops figured Robert was the killer and maybe set about making sure he got convicted. Most cops just wanted to put bad people away. The more horrific the crime, the more likely the cops were to bend the evidence against the perp. And that wasn’t legal. It might be morally defensible, but the cops weren’t supposed to interfere with the evidence – because next time they might do the same to an innocent person.


I knew some cops. Good ones. And any cop who manipulated evidence to suit their case was hated more by good cops than defense attorneys.


Rounding the corner to Baxter Street I looked for my car. A blue Mustang. I couldn’t see it. I looked around. Then I saw it being hauled onto a flatbed trailer by a city parking official.


“Hey, that’s my car,” I said, running across the street to the trailer.


“You should’ve paid for the parking then, pal,” said the plump official in a bright blue uniform.


“I did pay for parking,” I said.


The parking guy shook his head, handed me a ticket, and pointed at my car as it was lowered by the crane onto the truck. At first I couldn’t tell what the guy was pointing at, but then I saw it. Tucked underneath the wiper on my windshield was a McDonald’s bag. Thirty or forty straws protruded from the top of the bag. There was something written on the brown paper in black magic marker. My tires hit the flatbed, I levered myself up onto the truck and grabbed the bag. The message read:


“You’re LATE.”


I threw the bag in the nearby trash can, took out my cell and dialed the number on the card Rudy had given to me.


“Rudy, it’s Eddie. I’ve thought about it. You want me to go after the NYPD? To hell with it. I want to read the files as Robert’s lawyer – but on one condition. After I look at the case, if I still believe he’s guilty I walk away.”




CHAPTER SIX


Any other time of year and I could’ve walked to the offices of Carp and Associates inside of ten minutes. My own office which, unbeknownst to my landlord, doubled as my apartment, sat on West 46th Street close to 9th Avenue. I pulled my scarf around my neck, huddled into my overcoat and set off from my office close to five thirty. Enough time to grab a slice of pepperoni and a soda on the way, and take my time about it. The sun had already gone down, and the sidewalks were beginning to ice up. I would have to take it slow if I wanted to get there in one piece. My destination – 4 Times Square. What was once called the Condé Nast Building. A legendary, eco-friendly skyscraper of forty-eight floors that ran on solar power. The people inside the building ran on Fairtrade, organic coffee and Kombucha. The magazine publisher, Condé Nast, had moved out in recent years and headed over to One World Trade Center. When they moved out the lawyers moved in.


At five after six I entered the lobby. A hundred feet of polished tiles between the entrance and the reception desk which was shrouded in white marble. The ceiling was maybe eighty to ninety feet high and was made up of row upon row of burnished steel panels, folded to look like the armor of some great beast.


If God had a lobby I guessed it wouldn’t look too different from this one.


My heels cracked out a steady beat as I made my way to the reception area. Looking around, I didn’t see any couches or chairs anywhere. If you were waiting, then you were standing. The whole place seemed as though it was designed to make you feel small. After what seemed like a long time, I got to the reception and gave my name to a thin, pink-skinned guy in a suit that looked as though it was crushing his bird-like chest.


“Is sir expected?” he asked, in a British accent.


“I have an appointment if that’s what you mean,” I said.


His lips curled into something that was supposed to look friendly. It didn’t. It looked as though he’d just tasted something unpleasant but was trying desperately not to show it.


“Someone will be with you shortly,” he said.


I nodded my thanks and took a slow, meandering stroll across the tiles. My phone buzzed in my jacket pocket. The display read, “Christine”. My wife. For the past eighteen months she’d been living in Riverhead and working in a medium-sized law firm. Our twelve-year-old, Amy, had settled in well in her new school. Our break-up had taken place over a few years. It had started with my drinking, but the final straw had been a series of cases that had put my family in jeopardy. A year ago Christine and I had thought about getting back together, but I couldn’t take that risk. Not until I’d finished with the law. I’d thought about quitting many times, but something always held me back. Before I’d hit the bottle big time, I’d made the mistake of trusting a client and getting him off. Turned out he’d been guilty all along and on some level I’d known it. He went on to hurt somebody real bad. I dealt with that knowledge every day. Every day I tried to make up for it. If I quit, and I stopped helping people I knew that I could probably get through six months, but then I would start feeling it again. Guilt was a tattoo that weighed two hundred pounds. As long as I fought for those clients I believed in, I was slowly shedding that weight. It would take time. I hoped and prayed that Christine would be waiting for me at the end.
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