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ONE | Aftermath
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“Mistakes abounded? That’s the best you can come up with?” 

Her voice echoed in the large room as the committee chairwoman looked at the row of seated law enforcement officials staring back at her from fifteen feet away. Required to attend the hearing, testify, and answer oral and written questions, they sat in see-no-evil, hear-no-evil, speak-no-evil silence. 

“Mistakes abounded? You all make me sick. You should be ashamed of yourselves.”

One of the officials tentatively raised his hand to interrupt.

“Put your hand down, sir. I am speaking.”

She scanned the room.

“If we squander this opportunity today, let it pass, and spend our time talking about mistakes, then we’ve totally and sadly wasted our time. We need to elevate our discussion; we need to explore our souls, our lack of values, our addiction to revenge, and our utter disdain for each other. If we can’t do that – and I’m not confident that we can – there is nothing to discuss.”

She shook her head. 

“Mistakes abounded? Good Lord, what’s happened to all of us?”
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TWO | Beginnings and Ends
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One Month Earlier

Dryad Avenue, quiet and shady by Santa Monica standards, was blocked by other emergency vehicles, so Detectives Nour El Masry and Tony Hansen parked in the driveway across from the house. The crime-scene house – the victim’s house – sat on a steep incline, its backyard and pool bordering above it on San Lorenzo Street and the protected and walled Marquez Family Cemetery that dated to the Boca de Santa Monica land grant in the 1840s. El Masry took the stone-and-tile steps two at a time and then waited at the top for Hansen, who, despite more experience, knowing a homicide victim was in the backyard, and only slightly older than El Masry, dealt with the stairs significantly slower.

El Masry looked back at him, then at her wrist – five fifteen p.m. 

Hansen looked at her and frowned. 

Two uniformed Santa Monica Police Department patrol officers, one a veteran and the other a rookie, emerged from the open front door.

The younger one spoke first. “Crime Scene team is in the back by the pool with the Assistant ME. Vic is Whit Callister. Whittaker Callister. Mid-forties. Found him in the pool. Ankles zip-tied. Hands cuffed behind his back. Gagged.”

El Masry asked what they knew about Callister.

The veteran officer said he was a prominent sports agent. “Well, until recently. City of Angels Sports Management in Brentwood. Players on every team in town.”

El Masry said, “Was?”

She Googled his name on her phone and summarized it out loud. “Got into bed with the Georgians. Fixed some games. Flipped on a truckload of people, and stayed out of jail.”

The younger officer added, “And now dead.”

She continued. “Divorced, two step-children from his ex-wife’s first marriage. April Gilpin, orthopedic surgeon at UCLA Hospital, is the ex. Lives on Ocean Avenue.”

Hansen asked about the biological father.

The older officer said, “No details yet. We should have something soon.”

They walked through the large living room and adjacent den toward the glass door to the backyard. Hansen asked who had found Callister.

“The landscaper. He was dropping off some plants for tomorrow, his regular day.”

El Masry turned toward the officer. “He wasn’t scheduled to be here today? Where’s he now?” 

“Sitting at the table by the pool.” 

El Masry and Hansen approached the body, which was placed on its back on a sterile rubber sheet on the nearby grass. The Assistant Medical Examiner leaned over him. Burgundy Vuori t-shirt and gray Alo shorts, soaked and stuck to his body. No shoes or socks.

Hansen wandered toward the fence on the right. “Large backyard by LA standards.”

El Masry glanced at the bottom of the pool and saw a black WC monogram. “In the middle of being indicted, he found time to get his initials down there?”

She half-squatted alongside Callister. “Handcuffs and zip ties. Ambitious.” She pointed at the single piece of duct tape across his mouth, which appeared open. “What’s the point of the tape?”

The AME gently lifted one end of the tape with her gloved hand. Callister’s mouth was held open with a green silicone dental bite guard.

El Masry looked at Hansen, who had joined them. “Some serious intentions here. I’ll call Granger and tell her we caught a strange Homicide. Given how over-the-top this is, and who’s involved, she’ll probably want to see for herself.”

Sergeant Mollie Granger answered on the second ring. “Detective, everything okay over there?”

“Sarge, you might want to come over and take a look. Pretty unique scene.”

“How so?”

El Masry described what she and Hansen had seen and their initial thoughts.

“Okay, I’ll tell Nichols, too. Maybe, he’ll also ... never mind. Be there in a few.”

At that moment, Greg Nichols, Granger’s long-time partner, current boss, and head of the Homicide Division, walked by her desk. Granger signaled him. “El Masry just called from Santa Monica Canyon. Want to come with me? It’ll be just like old times. Put the band back together, if only for a late afternoon.”

Lately, Nichols’ go-to response to any request to leave the office had been an immediate “no.” But he surprised Granger when he smiled. “Random Blues Brothers allusion? That’s quite a pitch, sis. Let’s go.”
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THREE | The Canyon
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Ten minutes later, Granger turned left off Montana Avenue, wound down curving Seventh Street, and headed into the Canyon.

“You never give up, do you?” Nichols said, continuing to look straight ahead.

“What? Because I asked you to come with me? Wait until you see this scene. From El Masry’s description, it sounds like this guy ... Callister ... was killed two or three different ways at the same time. Could use your thoughts.”

“Mol, I haven’t actively worked a case in nine months. The entire office believes ... knows ... I’ve been dodging everything.”

“I wouldn’t say that, and you shouldn’t. Anyway, I don’t see being office or desk-bound as unusual. It’s the job description of the person actually running the department ... which is what you do very well every day. What about all your years of experience? What about all the years we arrived at cases together? You’ve been involved. You’re still running the team.”

Nichols scoffed. “The team runs itself. And when it doesn’t, you make sure everything runs smoothly. Besides that, I know why you asked me to go with you. Not because you need me. Christ, you and the team are more than capable of managing any crime scene and investigation, no matter how bizarre. I know Callister’s name and what he did, but he doesn’t interest me all that much. Face down in the swimming pool isn’t a surprising outcome. Predictable, given his business activities and associates, right? That fact is, you dragged me out because you thought the case – a homicide, even with all the extra touches – was sufficiently emotion- and kid-free for me to be involved. I know you wouldn’t have asked me to join you if the vic was a teenager.”

Granger thought of Nichols’ daughter, Anna, who had passed away at sixteen, nine months earlier, but didn’t respond directly. “You used a shitload of ‘I knows’ in all that, Loo. You may want to cut back on that in the future.” 

Granger pulled over and parked two houses away from the house. Hansen and El Masry met them halfway up the staircase and filled them in on what they knew.

They reached the front door, stepped in, and Granger scanned the living and dining rooms, where the techs were working. “This is a five or six-million-dollar house. Robbery? Smash and grab go off the rails?”

Nichols shrugged and looked at Hansen. “Maybe the ex can help us with what might be missing. Given his past, though, they may not be all that close.”

“Yep. Been trying to reach her. She’s performing a lengthy surgery.”

They walked through the kitchen, out to the backyard, and approached the victim.

Nichols stared at Callister’s body and shook his head. “Planned and detailed.” He circled to Callister’s other side.

Granger bit her lower lip. “Yep, and would have taken time.”

One of the techs approached them and said the main bedroom was a mess, with drawers and closets pulled apart. “Some empty spaces make it look like something might be missing – jewelry or valuables, who knows? The side of one of the drawers has a crack and looks ready to break.”

Granger said, “Jewelry?” She pointed at the gold Rolex on Callister’s wrist. “Find a safe anywhere?”

“Not yet. Team is looking now.”

“Make sure you find it or rule it out.”

She looked at Nichols. “We need a time of death. Pretty private backyard; hard to believe all this could have been a daylight thing.”

Nichols yelled to the team, “So let’s find out if anyone saw him around town earlier today. Add restaurants to the canvass of the neighborhood. I know he didn’t have an office to go to anymore, but he might have been out trying to network.” He pointed at Hansen and El Masry. “Bring the landscaper in, talk to him, and let’s hold him for a while.”

Granger smiled.

He’s engaging. Good.
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FOUR | April Gilpin
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Fourteen hours, three surgeries – two robotic – six patient visits, four consults. The desk clock glowed 7:11. April Gilpin slumped in her chair. She hadn’t looked at her phone once.

She slowly turned toward her purse at the other end of her desk. She took her phone out; the screen was black. Standing up, she pressed the button and mumbled, “shit.” Seven messages from Tatiana, her nanny.

Turning back, Peyton and Jeremy – sitting on a blanket at the beach – stared at her from the computer monitor.

Why aren’t there calls from either of them?

She called Tatiana back without checking the messages.

April’s stomach spasmed as she listened. “Doctor A, I’ve been calling you for hours. Have you heard from the kids?” 

April scratched at her forehead. “My phone was off. Something got screwed up. What do you mean, Tati? Aren’t they home? Did you call the school?”

“The school called me first. You probably have messages from them as well. You should check. Somehow, Peyton and Jeremy left at lunchtime and never returned—”

April shrieked. “—left and never returned? They can’t just leave. Someone had to sign them out. Who let them walk out of the school?”

“That’s what I’m trying to say, Doctor A. The school called you and left messages. They called me. They said they were going to call Mr. Callister as well. Do you have messages from him?”

April’s breathing raced; she placed the phone on her desk, hit the speaker button, and cupped her hands over her mouth and nose.

My breath. Slow down.

“Hold on, let me look.” She scrolled through her calls. Seven messages from Tatiana. Two from the school. Two from her ex-husband. She pressed the button to listen to the first.

“April, it’s Whit. What the fuck is going on? I just got a call from the kids’ school, and they said both of them left at lunchtime and didn’t come back for the afternoon. Are you doing something with them today, and didn’t let the school know? Call me back. Meantime, I’m going out to see if I can find them. I called them, but neither Peyton nor Jeremy answered their lines. Do they still go to the Promenade, or did they grow out of that? Call me back if you hear from them.”

SHE STOOD AND LISTENED to the second call.

“It’s me again. Why aren’t you answering the calls? God, you are the worst. I’ve been driving all over looking for the kids. Nothing. And they still aren’t answering their phones. Can you help? Where are you? I think I’m going to call the Santa Monica PD.”

SHE LEANED HER HEAD against the edge of the bookshelf. Dull.

Why didn’t the school call me?

Why didn’t Whit come to the hospital to get me instead of driving around?

What if the kids tried to call me?

What if ...

Now her forehead throbbed from a sharp edge. She straightened, stepped toward her desk, and dialed his number. 

No answer.

She stared at the phone. Her right knee was shaking, her stomach souring.

Her mind’s eye delivered shapes and colors, but no clear 

vision ...

What am I not thinking about? Forgetting?

The knock at her open office door interrupted her. A man and a woman stood at the doorway holding police badges. She pressed the red button on her phone, put it down, and walked toward them.

“Are you from Santa Monica PD? I was about to call you. Did you talk with my ex-husband?”

Nichols glanced at Granger and then back at April. He spoke briefly, and April waved them in. 

“Please, please, tell me. Did Whit Callister – or did you – find Peyton and Jeremy? My phone was stupidly off all day, and I didn’t get messages from my ex about the kids leaving school until a few minutes ago. He said he was going to call the police.”

Granger said, “Dr. Gilpin, we’re here to discuss your ex-husband, Mr. Callister, not your children. He may have called the station about your children – Lieutenant Nichols or I would need to check back with the department. We’ve been out of the office for several hours on a separate matter ... uh, a situation involving Mr. Callister. We can call the office in a moment to see if and when he might have called. We don’t know anything about that.”

April’s mouth tightened. “So, why are you here? You’re not being clear.” 

Granger said, “Dr. Gilpin, I’m sorry. Whit Callister was found dead in his pool this afternoon. It looks like murder.”

April’s shoulders sagged.

If Whit is dead, who’s looking for the kids?

Who picked them up?

How long have they been missing?

April looked at Granger and said it was impossible that Callister was dead because he was out looking for Peyton and Jeremy. “How could that be? Your office has mixed up situations.”

“No, Doctor. He may have been out earlier. We need to check. But it was Mr. Callister in the pool. He was apparently murdered as he was ... well, it seems to have been deliberate.”

April gripped the desk. “Wait, think about it. How can these things happen on the same day? At the same time? Are you telling me my children are in danger?”

Granger reached across the desk, gently grasped April’s hands, and promised to tell her more while Nichols stepped away to call the office to determine if Callister had contacted anyone. “If he did, they could fill the Lieutenant in on their interactions with the school.”

Nichols exited as Granger told April additional details about Callister. April volunteered information about their marriage and breakup, and said it was a “huge mistake from start to fin ... well, to now.”

She looked at her landline phone on the desk; a light was flashing.

Granger said, “Do you need to take that?”

April shook her head. “No, it’s just scheduling confirmations for tomorrow. It’s a regular daily call.”

Granger nodded. “Doctor, may I call you April?”

April said that would be okay.

“April, what about your first marriage?”

“Mitch? Mitch Hutton? Four years together, two children, and a civilized breakup. He left eight years ago and moved to England, and that was it until recently. He showed up at my condo a month or so ago. We had a nice talk, got together a couple more times, and discussed him seeing the kids. Why are you asking about him? Is he okay?”

“We haven’t contacted him yet. Would you consider him to be someone who would harm your children?”

“Oh, God, no. Not the Mitch I know now, or the man I knew then. They weren’t close – they were young, and the marriage was failing. But he was always perfectly fine with them. And he asked about them when we talked recently. Very warmly, in fact.”

“Recently?”

“He decided to stay here for a while. He didn’t go back overseas.”

Granger asked when she last saw him.

“Probably a week ago.”

“Any anger toward you?”

She offered that Hutton wasn’t an angry person. “Just the opposite.”

Granger questioned whether Hutton knew Callister.

April gestured dismissively. “Maybe socially, at some point, but I don’t know.”

“Can you think of anyone who would want to hurt you by taking your children?”

Her face contorted. “Sergeant, you think they were taken? Why did you ask that?”

“No, that’s not what I’m saying. I just wonder if you think you have enemies, people who might want to harm you or your family?”

Her shoulders jerked. “Well, Whit certainly had enemies. I assume you know about that.”

“I do. Were you ever in contact with any of those people?”

“The gangsters?”

Granger bobbed her head.

“No. But I provided evidence, obviously.”

“Right. We know that. Beyond that ... what about you? Enemies?”

April mentioned a couple of long-term liability cases, one involving a hostile plaintiff, but that it was resolved. 

Nichols returned and motioned Granger to join him. She excused herself to April. “We’ll be back in a couple of minutes.”

April didn’t respond. She looked down at her phone.

Granger and Nichols walked thirty feet down the hallway and sat on a bench.

Granger extended her arms, palms up.

Nichols whispered, “Yeah, Callister called the main number, not 9-1-1, at one-fifteen p.m. Got put through to Al Traynor. I talked to him.”

“Let me guess. Traynor thought it was no big deal?”

“Essentially. He said Callister started by saying he wasn’t calling 9-1-1 because he didn’t think it was an emergency, but he heard from the school that the two kids left the campus during lunch and didn’t return. He said Callister was calm and insisted it wasn’t an emergency, but he wasn’t sure where they were. Traynor also thought it odd that Callister was making the call ... given they weren’t still married.”

Nichols recounted that Traynor asked a few questions – names, ages, whether they had ever done that before, and how the school described the situation. “He tried calling April, but we know how that went.”

“Yeah, and it had only been a couple of hours, not a full day yet. Not technically missing yet.”

“Right, so he suggested that Callister keep calling April, maybe actually go to the hospital – which he didn’t – check with friends or neighbors, and call back if he found out anything or if something made him think they’re in danger. He logged the call as ‘parental concern’ with no follow-up. He said Callister was calm the entire call.”

Granger stood. “He never came here?”

Nichols shook his head.

“Well, we’re way beyond parental concern now. Should we update the doctor?”

They walked back into April’s office.

Nichols saw a photo of Peyton on the bookshelf. He reached for the back of a chair as the room went gray.
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FIVE | Breakfast
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Twenty minutes later, Nichols and Granger were finished with April, and two officers followed her to her condo. She spent the entire ride recalling breakfast with the kids that morning. The room was bright, and the voices young and playful.

Jeremy smiled broadly as he jokingly pointed at Peyton and called across the kitchen island to April. “See, Mom, I told you she’s always trying to get even with everyone. It’s all she thinks about. Same thing every day. She’s a get-even freak.”

Peyton pouted, but her laughter softened her attempt to appear upset at Jeremy’s remark. “Slow down, Mr. Know-Nothing Ten-Year-Old.”

Jeremy laughed as he slapped the counter. “That’s the whole deal with you – it’s always about what they say about you. You, you, you. You want everyone to pay attention to you, so you have a reason to be angry at them. It’s your game. ‘I’m poor Peyton Gilpin, and everyone picks on me, so it’s okay if I go back after them.’” 

He looked over at April, who was also laughing, partly from the banter and partly because Jeremy, although only two years younger than Peyton, was a foot-and-a-half shorter than his long-legged sister, and yet controlled the room. 

The talented, experienced prosecutor skillfully dominating the witness and mesmerizing the jury.

“Tell her, Mom, tell her. She even does it at home. She’s not fooling anyone, especially me.” He pounded his chest. “She wants the attention; she wants them to say things, to talk about her. Then she doesn’t have to feel like a dick when she says something bad about them.”

Peyton stopped laughing and backed away from the island. “Mom, your spoiled little brat just called me a dick. Nice son you raised there.”

April looked at Jeremy. “Don’t use that kind of language about your sister or in this house, Jeremy. As a matter of fact, don’t use it at all. And because you did, you can wash down the balcony and the outside furniture before you do anything else on Saturday. And I don’t mean just rinsing. I mean scrubbing. Understood?”

Jeremy slapped his forehead. “She’s the princess, but I get punished? My entire life. What’s she going to be doing while I’m working my butt off, using your credit card to get a mani-pedi?”

April looked over at Peyton. “And, you, Lady Peyton, stop waking up fake angry each morning and then pretending to get madder as the day progresses. You are a sweet person. You have a good life, nice friends, and a loving family, if I can add that without you flipping out. You don’t need to be the frantic, ready-to-explode person who mistrusts everyone else in the world. No one is out to get you. You’re simply a twelve-year-old girl in LA. Is this a difficult place to grow up and build real relationships? Yes and yes. But you’ll find out as the years go by that it wasn’t as horrible as you think it is now.”

Peyton sighed. “It couldn’t possibly. And he makes it worse.” She threw a blueberry at Jeremy. He reached out, grabbed it with his right hand, flipped it straight up, and caught it in his mouth on the way down. He smiled back at Peyton, the blueberry stuck in his teeth.

Peyton started to laugh. “Stop it. Don’t make me laugh. I hate it when you make me laugh. You’re such a nerd, Jeremy.”

April walked over and put her arms around Peyton’s shoulders. “Why? Your smile is beautiful, Pey. And sometimes your personality is, too. Just not this morning, I guess.”

Peyton wrestled away from the hug, told April she was messing up her hair, and lightly punched Jeremy’s arm as she passed him to leave the kitchen.

She turned back toward April. “And, Mother, please tell your precious son to stop referring to me as, you know ... a ... as Dickensian .... or whatever the term is.”

April laughed loudly. “Dickensian? Nice try, Pey. Got a Saturday job for you now, thanks. Write me a five-hundred-word report on what Dickensian means.”

Peyton threw her hands up in the air. “This family.” She turned and stormed out.

Jeremy looked at April. “It’s so easy to get her going, Mom. I think we both have mastered it. But I’m going to try to keep getting better at it. It’s my goal in life.”

~~~
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APRIL PULLED INTO THE garage at her building, glanced in the mirror, and saw the patrol car pull in behind her. She slowly exited her car, took the elevator up, and entered the empty condo. It was silent. The kids’ breakfast dishes still sat on the counter, as if waiting for them. April thought the silence was deafening.
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SIX | Get to It
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Nichols and Granger stood in the condo building’s garage. She leaned against a car, he against a support pole. 

Nichols twisted his neck and said, “One case? Two cases, but related? Two cases, not related, coincidental timing? Who knows, but we need to jump on this now.”

“Split into two teams?”

“Yeah, but really coordinated, not phony, police department coordinated – only way to organize it.” He said Granger should immediately interview Lida Targamadze, who headed the Georgian operation in greater Los Angeles, and he would talk with Hutton, who April said had a temporary apartment in Marina del Rey. 

“Okay,” she said. “It’s late, but I’ll get a detective to contact the school and talk to their teachers and friends – tonight hopefully – especially those they might have been with at lunch before leaving.”

April also told them that she had a regular dinner “companion,” Crane Delk, whom she saw socially several times a week. Granger said she’d tell Hansen to locate and speak with him.

Nichols said, “Tell the Crime Scene team we need an update ASAP, and we need to talk again with the landscaper. We’re holding him, right? I know Hansen spoke with him, but I want to hear more. Also, Mol, Callister had a business partner who also got burned in the gambling shitstorm. Have the office call him and get him in for a talk.”

Granger started to dial her phone. “We need patrol cars outside this building and Callister’s house, as well as two officers inside the condo with the doctor.”

Nichols nodded.

~~~
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GRANGER DROVE TO TARGAMADZE’S Laurel Canyon house.

She was well-known to the department. Her father and uncle were high-ranking players in the Georgian mob, giving her early exposure to the rewards and risks of the profession. Before moving to the U.S., she worked in the Caucasus and London before overseeing a Georgian theft syndicate operating in Germany.

Around 2016, she was tasked with rebuilding Southern California activities. She set up in nondescript North Hollywood and established two front businesses: an Eastern European tea house and the Svaneti bakery chain. She expanded into sports betting, Medicare and insurance fraud, pharmacy kickbacks, luxury goods theft, and crypto-laundering using shell real estate.

Granger pulled into the wooded driveway, exited her car, and walked past heavy shrubbery to the door. A moment later, she and Targamadze sat in her living room, staring at each other. 

“I take it you know about Callister.”

Targamadze lit a cigarette and leaned back. “Your office told me when they called to say you were coming.”

“And his ex’s children?”

Targamadze tilted her head. “No. What about them?”

“Girl and boy, twelve and ten, disappeared from school during lunch. No one has heard from them.”

“Fuck. No, I didn’t know. Same day, same time?”

Granger stared at her.

Targamadze said, “By the way, Sergeant, how do I deserve a visit from the Santa Monica police? I must be more important or better known than I thought. I don’t even live in Santa Monica.”

“Ever been there?”

Targamadze laughed. “Of course. I go to watch all those ridiculous tourists. The ones from Iowa or Indiana or Idaho, whatever it’s called.”

“Lida, you’re both ... more important and better known. We’ve had your photo taped to the office dartboard since you landed at LAX. Been quite a few years now. Edges are curling up.” 

She paused, passing his tongue across her teeth. “Business been tough lately?”

Targamadze smiled slyly. “Ah, Sergeant, you don’t need to be deliberately cruel. I’m just a small-time entrepreneur trying to succeed in your great capitalist country here.”

“Is gambling and game-fixing an entrepreneurial endeavor?”

She waved her hand dismissively. “You have an active imagination. My business is a lovely Georgian tea house and bakery chain. Six of them. Have you been to Svaneti? Everything is delicious. I’m happy to provide a discount for you and your hard-working fellow detectives.”

“How nice. Well, I haven’t been in one, but my colleagues have sat outside several of them and watched your scumbag friends come and go. I know Whit Callister was quite fond of visiting you. Did he have a sweet tooth?”

Targamadze widened her eyes.

Granger leaned forward. “Had he visited you recently, Lida?”

She shook her head. “I haven’t seen Callister in ... I don’t even know ... six or eight months. Not exactly on my social list. And – well, you’d know more about this than I would – he was pretty busy making up stories.” She paused. “Until recently. I guess that’s a thing of the past.”

“Not on your social list? What about a different kind of list, like a hit list?”

Targamadze grimaced and rubbed her eyes. “Hit list? You watch too much television, Sergeant. No, no. If our dealings with Callister required a murder to wrap them up, you would more likely first be investigating who killed me and not what happened to Whit Callister. My associates would have prioritized me and then gone after him next, and probably that shit partner of his, Merritt Kingsley, too. And my associates would not have dropped him in a swimming pool in the backyard; they would have done something dramatic and public – to make a statement. Take his junk, for instance, and leave it on the dining room table.”

Granger stood, walked toward Targamadze, and squatted. “I like to learn, especially about things that mystify me. Lida – by the way, I like your name – why are you still alive? You made a deal with Callister, you allowed him to bring his business partner Kinglsey in, it went to hell, you lost a shitload of money, and you and your friends here and back in Tbilisi were embarrassed and exposed by all of it. But here you sit, relaxing in Laurel Canyon, living the high life, hitting the clubs on Sunset. How is it you still are breathing?”

Targamadze held up her index finger. “Excellent question, and I’ll give you an honest answer because I know you understand all this already. I have a responsibility going forward, right? Restitution. Make us whole. I can’t do that dead. I’m good, but I’m not that good. Killing that asshole Callister wouldn’t help me do my assignment – vengeance, if you need to give it a name. Can’t get millions of dollars back from a dead man.”

“But you can take his young kids and get some of their mother's money. She’s also wealthy.”

Targamadze scoffed. “No, that’s too complex, would take too long, and has a low likelihood of success. It’s simply not me, and it’s not us. Callister was a piece of shit. I couldn’t care less that he’s gone. Kingsley is shit, too. If this were tied to what they did to us, he’d also be gone by now. I assume that’s not the case because you haven’t mentioned it.”
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