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				Author’s Note

				This book is a work of memoir; it is a true story based on my best recollections of various events in my life. Some names and identifying characteristics of certain people mentioned in the book have been changed in order to protect their privacy. In some instances, I rearranged and/or compressed events and time periods in service of the narrative, and I re-created dialogue to match my best recollection of those exchanges.

			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Prologue

				Crocodile Tears

				September 2, 1998

				You’d think that anyone who was facing thirty years in jail and a hundred-million-dollar fine would be ready to settle down and play things straight. But, no, I must be some sort of glutton for punishment, or maybe I’m just my own worst enemy.

				Whatever the case, I’m the Wolf of Wall Street. Remember me? The investment banker who partied like a rock star, the one whose life was sheer insanity? The one with the choirboy face, the innocent smile, and the recreational drug habit that could sedate Guatemala? You remember. I wanted to be young and rich, so I hopped on the Long Island Railroad and headed down to Wall Street to seek my fortune—only to come up with a brainstorm that inspired me to bring my own version of Wall Street out to Long Island instead.

				And what a brainstorm it was! By my twenty-seventh birthday, I had built one of the largest brokerage firms in America. It was a place where the young and the uneducated would come to get rich beyond their wildest dreams.

				My firm’s name was Stratton Oakmont, although, in retrospect, it should have been Sodom and Gomorrah. After all, it wasn’t every firm that sported hookers in the basement, drug dealers in the parking lot, exotic animals in the boardroom, and midget-tossing competitions on Fridays.

				In my mid-thirties, I had all the trappings of extreme Wall Street wealth—mansions, yachts, private jets, helicopters, limos, armed bodyguards, throngs of domestic servants, drug dealers on speed dial, hookers who took credit cards, police looking for handouts, politicians on the payroll, enough exotic cars to open my own exotic-car dealership—and a loyal and loving blond second wife named Nadine.

				Actually, you may have seen Nadine on TV in the 1990s; she was that wildly sexy blonde who tried to sell you Miller Lite Beer during Monday Night Football. She had the face of an angel, although it was her legs and ass that got her the job; well, that and her perky young breasts, which she had recently augmented to a C-cup, after giving birth to the second of our two children. A son!

				Nadine and I were living what I had come to think of as Lifestyles of the Rich and Dysfunctional—a sexed-up, drugged-up, hyped-up, over-the-top version of the American Dream. We were careening down the fast lane, at 200 miles per hour, with one fingertip on the steering wheel, never signaling, and never looking back. (Who would want to?) The wreckage of the past was astonishing. It was far too painful to look back; it was much easier just to plunge forward and keep speeding down the road, praying that the past wouldn’t catch up with us. But, of course, it did.

				In fact, I was teetering on the brink of disaster after a small army of FBI agents raided my Long Island estate and led me away in handcuffs. It had happened on a warm Tuesday evening, the week before Labor Day, less than two months after my thirty-sixth birthday. And when the arresting agent said to me, “Jordan Belfort, you’ve been indicted on twenty-two counts of securities fraud, stock manipulation, money laundering, and obstruction of justice . . .” I had pretty much tuned out. After all, what was the point of hearing a list of the crimes I knew I’d committed? It would be like taking a sniff from a milk container labeled spoiled milk.

				So I called my lawyer and resigned myself to spending the night in jail. And as they led me away in handcuffs, my only solace was getting to say one last good-bye to my loving second wife. She was standing in the doorway with tears in her eyes and wearing cutoff jean shorts. She looked gorgeous, even on the night of my arrest.

				As they escorted me past her, I stiffened my upper lip and whispered, “Don’t worry, sweetie. Everything will be okay,” to which she nodded sadly and whispered back, “I know, baby. Stay strong for me, and stay strong for the kids. We all love you.” She blew me a tender kiss and snuffled back a tear.

				And then I was gone.
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				Chapter 1

				The Aftermath

				September 4, 1998

				Joel Cohen, the disheveled assistant United States attorney for the Eastern District of New York, was a world-class bastard with a degenerate slouch. When I was arraigned the following day, he tried to convince the female magistrate to deny me bail on the grounds that I was a born liar, a compulsive cheater, a habitual whoremonger, a hopeless drug addict, a serial witness-tamperer, and, above all things, the greatest flight risk since Amelia Earhart.

				It was a helluva mouthful, although the only things that bothered me were that he had called me a drug addict and a whoremonger. After all, I had been sober for almost eighteen months now, and I had sworn off hookers accordingly. Whatever the case, the magistrate set my bail at $10 million, and within twenty-four hours my wife and my attorney had made all the necessary arrangements for my release.

				At this particular moment, I was walking down the courthouse steps into the loving arms of my wife. It was a sunny Friday afternoon, and she was waiting for me on the sidewalk, wearing a tiny yellow sundress and matching high-heeled sandals that made her look as fresh as a daisy. At this time of summer, in this part of Brooklyn, by four o’clock the sun was at just the right angle to bring every last drop of her into view: her shimmering blond hair, those brilliant blue eyes, her perfect cover-girl features, those surgically enhanced breasts, her glorious shanks and flanks, so succulent above the knee and so slender at the ankle. She was thirty years old now and absolutely gorgeous. The moment I reached her, I literally fell into her arms.

				“You’re a sight for sore eyes,” I said, embracing her on the sidewalk. “I missed you so much, honey.”

				“Get the fuck away from me!” she sputtered. “I want a divorce.”

				I felt a second-wife alarm go off in my central nervous system. “What are you talking about, honey? You’re being ridiculous!”

				“You know exactly what I’m talking about!” And she recoiled from my embrace and started marching toward a blue Lincoln limousine parked at the edge of the curb of 225 Cadman Plaza, the main thoroughfare in the courthouse section of Brooklyn Heights. Waiting by the limo’s rear door was Mohammed, our babbling Pakistani driver. He opened it on cue, and I watched her disappear into a sea of sumptuous black leather and burled walnut, taking her tiny yellow sundress and shimmering blond hair with her.

				I wanted to follow, but I was too stunned. My feet seemed to be rooted into the earth, as if I were a tree. Beyond the limousine, on the other side of the street, I could see a dreary little park adorned with green-slat benches, undernourished trees, and a small field covered by a thin layer of dirt and crabgrass. The park looked as sumptuous as a graveyard. My misery made my eye hang on it for a moment.

				I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Christ, I needed to grab hold of myself! I looked at my watch . . . didn’t have one . . . I had taken it off before they slapped the cuffs on me. Suddenly I felt terribly conscious of my appearance. I looked down at my abdomen. I was one giant wrinkle, from my tan golf pants to my white silk polo shirt to my leather boating moccasins. I hadn’t slept in how many days? Three? Four? Hard to say—I never slept much anyway. My blue eyes burned like hot coals. My mouth was dry as a bone. My breath was—wait a minute! Was it my breath? Maybe I scared her off! After three days of eating grade-D bratwurst I had the worst case of dragon breath since—didn’t know when. But, still, how could she leave me now? What kind of woman was she? That bitch! Gold-digger—

				These thoughts roaring through my head were completely crazy. My wife wasn’t going anywhere. She was just shell-shocked. Besides, it was common knowledge that second wives didn’t bail on their husbands the moment they got indicted; they waited a bit so it wasn’t so obvious! It couldn’t be possible—

				—just then I saw Mohammed smiling at me and nodding his head.

				Fucking terrorist! I thought.

				Mohammed had been working for us for almost six months now, and the jury was still out on him. He was one of those unnerving foreigners who wore a perpetual grin on his face. In Mohammed’s case, I figured it was because his next stop was to a local bomb factory, to mix explosives. Either way, he was thin, balding, caramel-colored, medium height, and had a narrow skull shaped like a shoe box. When he spoke, he sounded like the Road Runner, his words coming out in tiny beeps and bops. And unlike my old driver, George, Mohammed couldn’t shut up.

				I walked to the limousine in a zombielike state, making a mental note to thrash him if he tried to make small talk. And my wife, well, I would just have to humor her. And if that didn’t work, then I would start a fight with her. After all, ours was the sort of wildly rocky, dysfunctional romance where knock-down, drag-out brawls brought us closer together.

				“How are you, boss?” asked Mohammed. “It is berry, berry good to have you back. What was it like inside the—”

				I cut him off with a raised palm: “Don’t—fucking—speak, Mohammed. Not now. Not ever,” and I climbed into the back of the limousine and took a seat across from Nadine. She was sitting with her long, bare legs crossed, staring out the window into the rancid gullet of Brooklyn.

				I smiled and said, “Taking in your old stomping ground, Duchess?”

				No response. She just stared out the window, a gorgeous ice sculpture.

				Christ—this was absurd! How could the Duchess of Bay Ridge turn her back on me in my hour of need? The Duchess of Bay Ridge was my wife’s nickname, and depending on her mood it could cause her to either flash you a smile or tell you to go fuck yourself. The nickname had to do with her blond hair, British citizenship, over-the-top beauty, and Brooklyn upbringing. Her British citizenship, which she was very quick to remind you of, created a rather royal and refined mystique about her; the Brooklyn upbringing, in the gloomy groin of Bay Ridge, caused words like shit, prick, cocksucker, and motherfucker to roll off her tongue like the finest poetry; and the extreme beauty allowed her to get away with it all. At five-seven, the Duchess and I were pretty much the same size, although she had the temper of Mount Vesuvius and the strength of a grizzly bear. Back in my younger and wilder days, she was pretty quick to take a swing at me or pour boiling water over my head, when the need arose. And, as odd as it seemed, I loved it.

				I took a deep breath and said in a joking tone, “Come on, Duchess! I’m very upset right now and I need a bit of compassion. Please?”

				Now she looked at me. Her blue eyes blazed away above her high cheekbones. “Don’t fucking call me that,” she snarled, and then she looked back out the window, resuming her ice-sculpture pose.

				“Jesus Christ!” I muttered. “What the hell has gotten into you?”

				Still looking out the window, she said, “I can’t be with you anymore. I’m not in love with you.” Then, twisting the knife in deeper: “I haven’t been for a long time.”

				Such despicable words! The audacity! Yet for some reason her words made me want her even more. “You’re being ridiculous, Nae. Everything will be fine.” My throat was so dry I could barely get the words out. “We’ve got more than enough money, so you can relax. Please don’t do this now.”

				Still staring out the window: “It’s too late.”

				As the limousine headed toward the Brooklyn–Queens Expressway, a combination of fear, love, desperation, and betrayal overtook me all at once. There was a sense of loss that I had never experienced before. I felt completely empty, utterly hollow. I couldn’t just sit across from her like this—it was absolute torture! I needed to either kiss her or hug her or make love to her or strangle her to death. It was time for strategy number two: the knock-down, drag-out brawl.

				With a healthy dose of venom, I said, “So let me get this fucking straight, Nadine: Now you want a divorce? Now that I’m under fucking indictment? Now that I’m under house arrest?” I pulled up the left leg of my pants, exposing an electronic monitoring bracelet on my ankle. It looked like a beeper. “What kind of fucking person are you? Tell me! Are you trying to set a world record for lack of compassion?”

				She looked at me with dead eyes. “I’m a good woman, Jordan; everyone knows that. But you mistreated me for years. I’ve been done with this marriage for a long time now—ever since you kicked me down the stairs. This has nothing to do with you going to jail.”

				What a bunch of horseshit! Yes, I had raised a hand to her once—that terrible struggle on the stairs, eighteen months ago, that despicable moment, the day before I got sober—and if she had left me then, she would have been justified. But she didn’t leave; she stayed; and I did get sober. It was only now—with financial ruin lingering in the air—that she wanted out. Unbelievable!

				By now we were on the Brooklyn–Queens Expressway, approaching the Brooklyn–Queens border. Off to my left was the glittering island of Manhattan, where seven million people would dance and sing their weekend away, unconcerned with my plight. I found that wholly depressing. Off to my immediate left was the armpit of Williamsburg, a flat swath of land loaded with dilapidated warehouses, ramshackle apartments, and people who spoke Polish. Just why all those Poles had settled there, I hadn’t the slightest idea.

				Ahhh, a brainstorm! I would change the subject to the kids. This, after all, was the common bond we shared. “Are the kids okay?” I asked softly.

				“They’re fine,” she answered, in a rather cheery tone. Then: “They’ll be fine no matter what.” She stared out the window again. The unspoken message was: “Even if you go to jail for a hundred years, Chandler and Carter will still be okay, because Mommy will find a new husband faster than you can say Sugar Daddy!”

				I took a deep breath and decided to say no more; there was no winning with her right now. If only I had stuck with my first wife! Would Denise be saying now that she didn’t love me anymore? Fucking second wives; they were a mixed bag, especially those of the trophy variety. For better or worse? Yeah, right! They only said that for the sake of the wedding video. In reality, they were only there for the better.

				This was payback for leaving my kind first wife, Denise, for the blond-headed scoundrel seated across from me. The Duchess had been my mistress once, an innocent fling that spiraled way out of control. Before I knew it, we were madly in love and couldn’t live without each other, couldn’t breathe without each other. Of course, I had rationalized my actions at the time—telling myself that Wall Street was a very tough place for first wives, so it wasn’t really my fault. After all, when a man became a true power broker, these things were expected to happen.

				These things, however, cut both ways—because if the Master of the Universe took a financial nosedive, then the second wife would quickly move on to more-fertile pastures. In essence, the gold digger, aware that the gold mine had ceased to yield the precious ore, would move on to a more productive mine, where she could continue to extract ore, undisturbed. Indeed, it was one of life’s most ruthless equations, and right now I was on the ass end of it.

				With a sinking heart, I shifted my gaze back to the Duchess. She was still staring out the window—a beautiful, malevolent ice sculpture. At that moment I felt many things for her, but mostly I felt sad—sad for both of us, and even sadder for our children. Up until now they had lived a charmed life in Old Brookville, secure in the fact that things were just as they should be and that they would always stay that way. How very sad, I thought, how very fucking sad.

				We spent the remainder of the limo ride in silence.

			

			
			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Chapter 2

				The Innocent Victims

				The village of Old Brookville stands on the sparkling “Gold Coast” of Long Island, an area so magnificent that up until a short time ago it had been strictly off-limits to Jews. Not literally, of course, but for all practical purposes we were still considered second-class citizens, a clique of slippery peddlers who’d risen above their station and needed to be observed and controlled lest they overrun the area’s first-class citizens—namely, the WASPs.

				Actually, these weren’t just any old WASPs but a small subspecies of WASP known as “the blue blood.” Numbering only in the thousands, the blue bloods, with their tall, thin frames and fancy clothes, had natural habitats that included world-class golf courses, stately mansions, hunting and fishing lodges, and secret societies. Most of them were of British stock, and they took great pride in tracing their genealogies back to the time of the Mayflower. Yet, in evolutionary terms, they were no different from the massive dinosaurs that had ruled the Gold Coast 65 million years before them: They were on the verge of extinction—victims of increased death taxes, property taxes, and a steady dilution of the intellectual gene pool, as generations of inbreeding yielded idiot sons and daughters who wreaked financial havoc on the great fortunes their blue-blooded ancestors had taken generations to build. (The magic of Charles Darwin working overtime.)

				In any event, this was where the Duchess and I now lived and where I had assumed we would grow old together. Now, however, as the limousine pulled through the limestone pillars at the edge of our six-acre estate, I wondered.

				A long circular driveway, bordered by immaculately trimmed box hedges, led to our ten-thousand-square-foot stone mansion finished in French chateau style, with gleaming copper turrets and casement windows. At the end of the driveway, a long cobblestone walkway led to the mansion’s twelve-foot-high mahogany front door. As the limo pulled up to it, I decided to take one last shot with the Duchess before we went inside. I got down on my knees and placed my hands on either side of her thighs, which were crossed. As always, her skin felt silky smooth, although I resisted the urge to run my hands down the full length of her bare legs. Instead, I looked up at her with puppy-dog eyes and said:

				“Listen, Nae, I know this has been tough on you”—tough on you?—“and I’m really sorry for that, but we’ve been together for eight years, sweetie. And we have two amazing kids! We’ll get through this.” I paused for a moment and nodded my head for effect. “And even if I do go to jail, you and the kids will always be taken care of. I promise you.”

				“Don’t worry about us,” she said coldly. “Just worry about yourself.”

				I narrowed my eyes and said, “I don’t get it, Nadine. You make it seem like you’re totally shocked about all this. When we first met it wasn’t like I was being nominated for the Nobel Peace Prize. I was being smeared and vilified by every newspaper in the free world!” I cocked my head to the side, at an angle that implied logic, and continued: “I mean, I guess it would be one thing if you married a doctor and then found out, after the fact, that he’d been defrauding Medicaid for the last twenty years. I guess then you would be justified! But, now, given the circumstances—”

				She cut me right off. “I had no idea what you were doing”—oh, I guess the two million in cash in my sock drawer never made you suspicious!—“none at all. And after they took you away, that Agent Coleman interrogated me for five hours—five fucking hours!” The last three words she screamed, and then she pushed my hands off her thighs. “He told me that I would go to jail too, unless I told him everything! You put me at risk; you put me in danger. I’ll never forgive you for that.” She looked away, shaking her head in disgust.

				Oh, shit! Agent Coleman had traumatized her. Of course, he had been totally full of shit, but, still, she was holding me responsible. Yet perhaps that boded well for our future together. After all, once the Duchess realized that she wasn’t at risk, she might have a change of heart. I was about to explain that to her, when she turned back to me and said, “I need to get away for a while. The last few days have been stressful on me, and I need to be alone. I’m going to the beach house for the weekend. I’ll be back on Monday.”

				I opened my mouth, but no words came out, just a tiny gasp of air. Finally I said, “You’re leaving me alone with the kids under house arrest?”

				“Yes!” she said proudly, and she opened the rear door and popped out of her seat in a huff. And just like that she was gone—marching toward the mansion’s massive front door, with the hem of her tiny yellow sundress rising and falling with each determined step. I stared at the Duchess’s fabulous behind for a moment. Then I jumped out of the limousine and followed her into the house.

				•

				On the mansion’s second floor, three large bedrooms were on the east end of a very long hallway, and a fourth bedroom, the master bedroom, was on the west end. Of the three east bedrooms, our children occupied two, and the third was used as a guest room. A four-foot-wide mahogany staircase swept up in a sumptuous curve from a grand marble entryway below.

				When I reached the top of the stairs, rather than following the Duchess into the master bedroom, I turned east and headed for the kids’ rooms. I found them both in Chandler’s room, sitting on her glorious pink carpet. They were dressed in their pajamas, playing happily. The room was a little pink wonderland, with dozens of stuffed animals arranged just so. The drapes, the window treatments, and the goose-down comforter on Chandler’s queen-size bed were all done in “Laura Ashley style,” a palette of mellow pastels and floral prints. It was the perfect little girl’s room, for my perfect little girl.

				Chandler had just turned five, and she was the spitting image of her mother, a tiny blond model. At this particular moment, she was engaged in her favorite pastime—arranging a hundred fifty Barbie dolls into a perfect circle around her, so she could sit in the center and hold court. Carter, who had just turned three, was lying on his stomach just outside the circle. He was thumbing through a picture book with his right hand, his left elbow resting on the carpet and his tiny chin resting in his palm. His enormous blue eyes blazed away behind eyelashes as lush as butterfly wings. His platinum-blond hair was as fine as corn silk and had tiny curls on the back that shimmered like polished glass.

				The moment they saw me they jumped up and ran toward me. “Daddy’s home!” screamed Chandler. Then Carter chimed in: “Daddy! Daddy!”

				I crouched down and they ran into my arms.

				“I missed you guys so much!” I said, showering them with kisses. “I think you got even bigger in the last three days! Let me look at you.” I held them out in front of me, and I cocked my head to the side and narrowed my eyes suspiciously, as if I were inspecting them.

				They both stood tall and proud, shoulder to shoulder, their chins slightly elevated. Chandler was big for her age, Carter small, so she was a good head and a half taller than him. I compressed my lips and nodded my head gravely, as if to say, “My suspicions were confirmed!” Then I said accusingly: “I was right! You did get bigger! Why, you little sneaks!”

				They both giggled deliciously. Then Chandler said, “Why are you crying, Daddy? Do you have a boo-boo?”

				Without me even knowing it, a trickle of tears had made their way down my cheeks. I dried them with the back of my hand and then offered my daughter a harmless white lie: “No, I don’t have a boo-boo, silly! I’m just so happy to see you guys, it made me cry tears of joy.”

				Carter nodded in agreement, although he was quickly losing interest. He was a boy, after all, so his attention span was limited. In fact, Carter lived for only five things: sleeping, eating, watching his Lion King video, climbing on the furniture, and the sight of the Duchess’s long blond hair, which soothed him like a ten-milligram Valium. Carter was a man of few words, yet he was remarkably intelligent. By his first birthday he could work the TV, VHS, and remote control. By eighteen months he was a master locksmith, picking Tot Loks with the precision of a safecracker. And by two years old he had memorized two dozen picture books. He was calm, cool, and collected, entirely comfortable in his own skin.

				Chandler, on the other hand, was the exact opposite. She was complex, curious, intuitive, introspective, and never at a loss for words. Her nickname was the CIA, because she was constantly eavesdropping on conversations, trying to gather intelligence. She had spoken her first word at seven months, and at the age of one, she was speaking full sentences. At two, she was having full-blown arguments with the Duchess, and she hadn’t stopped since. She was difficult to cajole, impossible to manipulate, and had an unusually keen sense for seeing through bullshit.

				And that created problems for me. My ankle bracelet could be explained away as some sort of advanced medical device, something that the doctor had given me to make sure my back pain never returned. I would tell Chandler that it was a six-month therapy regimen, and I was to keep the bracelet on at all times. She would probably buy that for a while. However, being under house arrest was going to be much more difficult to conceal.

				As a family, we were constantly on the move—running and doing and going and seeing—so what would Chandler think about my sudden compulsion to not leave the house? I ran it through my mind and came to the quick conclusion that, in spite of everything, the Duchess could still be counted on to cover for me.

				Then Chandler said, “Are you crying because you had to pay people back money?”

				“Whuh?” I muttered. That dirty little Duchess! I thought. How could she! Why would she? To try to poison Chandler against me! She was waging a psychological war, and this was her first salvo. Step one: Let the children know Daddy’s a big fat crook; step two: Let the children know there are other, better men, who aren’t big fat crooks, who will take care of Mommy; step three: The moment Daddy goes to jail, tell the children Daddy abandoned them because he doesn’t love them; and, finally, step four: Tell the children that it would be appropriate to call Mommy’s new husband Daddy, until his gold mine dries up, at which point Mommy will find an even newer daddy for them.

				I took a deep breath and conjured up another white lie. I said to Chandler, “I think you misunderstood, sweetie. I was busy working.”

				“No,” argued Chandler, frustrated at my denseness. “Mommy said you took money from people and now you have to pay it back.”

				I shook my head in disbelief and then took a moment to regard Carter. He seemed to be eyeing me suspiciously. Christ—did he know too? He was only three, and all he cared about was the fucking Lion King!

				I had a lot of explaining to do, and not just today but also in the days and years to come. Chandler would be reading soon, and that would open up a whole new can of worms. What would I say to her? What would her friends say to her? I felt a fresh wave of despair wash over me. In a way, the Duchess was right. I had to pay for my crimes, although on Wall Street everyone was a criminal, wasn’t that true? It was only a question of degree, wasn’t it? So what made me worse than anybody else—the fact that I’d gotten caught?

				I chose not to follow that train of thought. Changing the subject, I said, “Well, it’s really not important, Channy. Let’s play with your Barbie dolls.” And after you go to sleep, I thought, Daddy is going to head downstairs to his study and spend a few hours figuring out a way to kill Mommy without getting caught.

			

			
			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Chapter 3

				Evaporating Options

				We were somewhere on the Grand Central Parkway near the Queens–Manhattan border when I finally lost patience with Mohammed.

				It was Tuesday morning, the day after Labor Day, and I was on my way to my criminal attorney’s office in Midtown Manhattan with my electronic monitoring bracelet on my left ankle and this babbling Pakistani behind the wheel. Yet, despite those hindrances, I was still dressed for success, in a gray pinstripe suit, crisp white dress shirt, red shepherd’s check necktie, black cotton dress socks—which, on my left ankle, concealed the electronic monitoring bracelet—and a pair of black Gucci loafers with tassels on them.

				Dressing for success; that had seemed important this morning, although I was certain that even if I wore a diaper and a bow tie, my trusted criminal attorney, Gregory J. O’Connell, would still tell me that I looked like a million bucks. After all, this morning’s first order of business would be to hand him a check in that very amount: one million bucks. That was a priority, he’d explained, because there was a better than fifty-fifty chance that the U.S. Attorney’s Office would be making a motion to freeze my assets this week. And lawyers, of course, need to get paid.

				It was a little after ten a.m., and the morning rush hour had just ended. Off to my right I could see the low-slung hangars and terminals of LaGuardia Airport, looking as grimy as usual. Off to my left I could see the burgeoning Greek paradise of Astoria, Queens, which had a higher concentration of Greeks per square foot than anyplace on earth, including Athens. I had grown up not far from here, in the Jew paradise of Bayside, Queens, a neighborhood of safe streets that was now in the process of being overrun by well-heeled Koreans.

				We had left Old Brookville thirty minutes ago, and, since then, the closet terrorist hadn’t kept his mouth shut. He’d been going on and on about the criminal justice system in his beloved Pakistan. On most days I would have simply told him to shut the fuck up. But on this particular morning I was too worn out to throttle him. And that was the Duchess’s fault.

				True to her word, the blond-headed scoundrel had flown the coop on me that weekend, spending three days and nights in the Hamptons. I was pretty sure she had crashed at our beach house at nighttime, but I hadn’t the slightest idea what she had done during the day and, for that matter, whom she had done it with. She didn’t call once, painting a clear picture that she was busy! busy! busy! prospecting for a new gold mine.

				When she finally walked in the door, Monday afternoon, she said only a few words to me—something about the traffic being brutal on her way back from the Hamptons. Then she went upstairs to the kids’ rooms, smiling and laughing, and took them outside to the swings. She didn’t seem to have a care in the world—making it a point, in fact, to amplify her cheeriness, ad nauseam.

				She pushed them at an overly merry clip and then took her shoes off and went skipping around the backyard with them. It was as if our two lives no longer intertwined in any way whatsoever. Her very callousness had sent my spirits plunging to even lower depths. I felt as if I were in a dark hole, suffocating, with no escape.

				I hadn’t eaten, slept, laughed, or smiled in almost four days now, and, at this particular moment, with Mohammed’s inane ramblings, I was contemplating slitting my own wrists.

				Now he started speaking again. “I was only trying to cheer you up, boss. You are actually a berry lucky man. In my country they cut your hand off if they catch you stealing a loaf of bread.”

				I cut him off. “Yeah, well, that’s real fucking fascinating, Mohammed. Thanks for sharing.” And I took a moment to consider the pros and cons of Islamic justice. I came to the quick conclusion that, given my current circumstances, it would be a mixed bag for me. On the plus side, the Duchess wouldn’t be acting so tough if I could force her to wear one of those head-to-toe burkas around town; it would stop that blond head of hers from sticking out like a fucking peacock. Yet, on the minus side, the Islamic penalty for white-collar crime and serial whoremongering had to be pretty severe. My kids and I had recently watched Aladdin, and they were ready to cut the poor kid’s hand off for stealing a ten-cent grapefruit. Or was it a loaf of bread? Either way, I had stolen over a hundred million bucks, and I could only imagine what the Islamic penalty was for that.

				Although, had I really stolen anything? I mean, this word stolen was somewhat of a mischaracterization, wasn’t it? On Wall Street we weren’t actually thieves, were we? We simply talked people out of their money; we didn’t actually steal it from them! There was a difference. The crimes we committed were soft crimes—like churning and burning, and trading on inside information, and garden-variety tax evasion. They were technical violations more than anything; it wasn’t blatant thievery.

				Or was it? Well, maybe it was . . . maybe it was. Perhaps I had taken things to a new level. Or at least the newspapers thought so.

				By now the limousine was making its way over the great arc of the Triborough Bridge, and I could see the gleaming skyline of Manhattan off to my left. On clear days, like today, the buildings seemed to rise up to heaven. You could literally feel the weight of them. There was no doubt that Manhattan was the center of the financial universe, a place where movers and shakers could move and shake, where Masters of the Universe could congregate like Greek gods. And every last one of them was as crooked as me!

				Yes, I thought, I was no different than any other man who owned a brokerage firm—from the blue-blooded WASP bastard who ran JPMorgan to the hapless white-bread schnook who ran Butt-Fuck Securities (in Butt-Fuck, Minnesota), we all cut a few corners. We had to, after all, if nothing more than to stay even with the competition. Such was the nature of contemporary perfection on Wall Street if you wanted to be a true power broker.

				So, in reality, none of this was my fault. It was Joe Kennedy’s fault! Yes, he had started this terrible wave of stock manipulation and corporate chicanery. Back in the thirties, Old Joe had been the original Wolf of Wall Street, slashing and burning anyone in his path. In fact, he’d been one of the chief instigators of the Great Crash of ’29, which plunged the United States into the Great Depression. He and a small handful of fabulously Wealthy Wolves had taken advantage of an unsuspecting public—making tens of millions of dollars short-selling stocks that were already on the verge of collapse, causing them to plummet that much lower.

				And what had his punishment been? Well, unless I was a bit off on my history, he became the first chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commission. The audacity! Yes, the stock market’s chief crook had become its chief watchdog. And all the while, even as he served as chairman, he continued to slash and burn from behind the scenes, making millions more.

				I was no different from anybody else—no damn different!

				•

				“You’re different than everybody else,” said Gregory J. O’Connell, my nearly seven-foot-tall criminal lawyer. “That’s your problem.” He was sitting behind his fabulous mahogany desk, leaning back in his fabulous high-backed leather chair, and holding a copy of my not-so-fabulous indictment. He was a good-looking man, in his late thirties or early forties, with dark-brown hair and a very square jaw. He bore a striking resemblance to Tom Selleck from Magnum, P.I., although he seemed much taller to me. In fact, leaning back the way he was, his head and torso seemed a mile long. (Actually, he was only six-four, although anyone over six-three seemed seven feet tall to me.)

				Magnum plowed on: “Or at least that’s how the government views you, as well as your friends in the press, who can’t seem to get enough of you.” His voice was a deep tenor, his advice offered in the same theatrical way Enrico Caruso might offer it, if he were so inclined. “I hate to say it,” continued the towering tenor, “but you’ve become the poster child for small-stock fraud, Jordan. That’s why the judge set your bail at ten million, to make an example of you.”

				With a hiss: “Oh, really? Well it’s all fucking bullshit, Greg! Every last drop of it!” I popped out of my black leather armchair, elevating myself to his eye level. “Everyone on Wall Street’s a crook, you know that!” I cocked my head to the side and narrowed my eyes suspiciously. “I mean, what kind of lawyer are you, anyway? I’m fucking innocent, for Chrissake! Completely fucking innocent!”

				“I know you are,” said my friend and lawyer of four years. “And I’m Mother Teresa, on my way to Rome for a pilgrimage. And Nick over there”—he raised his chin toward the room’s third occupant, his partner Nick De Feis, who was sitting in the black leather armchair next to mine—“is Mahatma Gandhi. Isn’t that right, Nick?”

				“It’s Mohandas,” replied Nick, who had graduated at the top his class at Yale. He was about the same age as Greg and had an IQ around seven thousand. He had short dark hair, intense eyes, a calm demeanor, and a slender build. About my height, he was a greater wearer of blue pinstripe suits, heavily starched collars, and WASPy wingtip shoes, the sum of which made him look very intelligent. “Mahatma’s not actually a name,” continued the Yale-man. “It’s Sanskrit for great soul, in case you were wondering. Mohandas was—”

				I cut him off with: “Who gives a fuck, Nick? I mean, sweet Jesus! I’m facing life in prison and you two bastards are jabbering away in Sanskrit!” I walked over to a floor-to-ceiling plate-glass window that shoved an awesome view of the concrete jungle of Manhattan down your throat. I stared out the window blankly, wondering how the fuck I ended up here—and knowing exactly how.

				We were on the twenty-sixth floor of an art-deco-style office building that rose up sixty stories above Fifth Avenue and 42nd Street. It was an area of Manhattan known as Bryant Park, although it used to be known as Needle Park, when two hundred heroin-addicted hookers, back in the seventies, had proudly called it home. But the park had long since been reclaimed and was now considered a fine place for working-class Manhattanites to enjoy a serene lunch, a place where they could sit on green-slat benches and breathe in the noxious fumes of a hundred thousand passing automobiles and listen to the blaring horns of twenty thousand immigrant cabbies. I looked down at the park, but all I could see was a swath of green grass and some ant-size people, none of whom, I figured, were wearing ankle bracelets. I found that very depressing.

				Anyway, this particular building—namely, 500 Fifth Avenue—was an especially fine place to keep a law office. In fact, that was something that had instilled great confidence in me when I’d first met Nick and Greg four years ago, confirming a gut feeling I’d had that these two young lawyers were quickly on the rise.

				You see, at the time, the law firm of De Feis O’Connell & Rose wasn’t one of New York’s marquis names. Rather, they were up-and-comers, two sharp young lawyers who’d made a name for themselves at the U.S. Attorney’s Office (prosecuting crooks like me) and who’d only recently made the leap into private practice, where they could earn some real bucks (defending crooks like me).

				The firm’s third partner, Charlie Rose, had died tragically of a malignant brain tumor. But the gold-plated sign on the office’s walnut front door still bore his name, and there were numerous pictures of him on the walls of the reception area, the conference room, and the walls of both Nick’s and Greg’s offices. It was a sentimental touch not lost on me. In my mind, the message was clear: Nick and Greg were extremely loyal guys, the very sort of guys to whom I could entrust my freedom.

				“Why don’t you take a seat?” said a soothing Magnum, extending his mile-long arm toward my armchair. “You need to calm down a bit, buddy.”

				“I am calm,” I muttered. “I’m real fucking calm. What the hell do I have to be nervous about, anyway? The fact that I’m facing three hundred years?” I shrugged and took my seat. “That’s not so bad in the general scheme of things, is it?”

				“You’re not facing three hundred years,” replied Magnum, in the tone a psychiatrist would normally use to coax a suicidal jumper off the edge of a bridge. “At worst, you’re facing thirty years . . . or maybe thirty-five.” Then he paused, pursing his lips like an undertaker. “Although there’s an excellent chance the government’s gonna try to supersede you.”

				I recoiled in my seat. “Supersede me? What are you talking about?” Of course, I knew exactly what the fuck he was talking about. After all, I had been under criminal investigation for the better part of my adult life, so I was an expert in these matters. Still, I thought that somehow, if I made supersede me sound like an entirely outlandish concept, it would make it that much less likely to happen.

				“Let me clarify things,” said the Yale-man. “Right now you’re being charged with securities fraud and money laundering, but only on four stocks. Chances are they’ll try to add on other charges—or supersede you, as the term goes. Don’t be surprised if they try to indict you on the rest of the companies you took public. There were thirty-five in all, right?”

				“More or less,” I said casually, entirely numb at this point to the sort of bad news that would make the average man pee in his pants. Besides, what was the difference between thirty years and thirty-five? They were both life sentences, weren’t they? The Duchess would be long gone, and my children would be completely grown up—married, most likely, with children of their own.

				And what would be my fate? Well, I would end up one of those toothless old men, the sort of worthless wino who embarrasses his children and grandchildren when he shows up at their doorstep on holidays. I would be like that old jailbird Mr. Gower, the druggist from It’s a Wonderful Life. He had once been a well-respected man in his community, until he poisoned an innocent child after receiving a telegram that his son had died in World War I. Last time I’d watched the movie, Mr. Gower had just been sprayed in the face with a bottle of seltzer and then kicked out of a bar on his ass.

				I took a deep breath. Christ—I had to rein in all these stray thoughts! Even in good times my mind had a habit of running away from me. I said, “So tell me what my options are here. I mean, the thought of doing thirty years in jail doesn’t exactly thrill me.”

				“Wellllllll,” said Magnum, “the way I see it—and feel free to chime in here, Nick—you have three options. The first is to fight this thing to the end, to go all the way to trial and win an acquittal.” He nodded his head once, letting the word acquittal hang in the air. “And if we do win, then that’ll be that. This will all be behind you, once and for all.”

				“No double jeopardy,” I added, feeling both proud and disturbed at my expertise in criminal law.

				“Exactly,” offered the Yale-man. “You can’t be tried twice for the same crime. It’ll be a case people talk about for years. Something that’ll make Greg and I big wheels around town.” Then he paused and smiled sadly. “But I strongly advise you against that course. I think it would be a big mistake to take this thing to trial. And I say this as your friend, Jordan, not as your attorney.”

				Now Magnum took over: “Understand, buddy, as a law firm we make much more money advising you to go to trial—probably ten times as much in a case like this. A trial as complicated as this would drag on forever—more than a year, probably—and the cost would be astronomical: ten million plus.”

				Now the Yale-man chimed in: “But if we do go to trial and you end up losing, it’s going to be a total disaster. A disaster of biblical proportions. You’ll get thirty years plus, Jordan, and—”

				Magnum, overlapping: “—and you won’t do your time in a federal prison camp, playing golf and tennis. You’ll be in a federal penitentiary, with murderers and rapists.” He shook his head gravely. “It’ll be hell on earth.”

				I nodded in understanding, keenly aware how the feds housed their criminals. It was according to time: the more time you faced, the higher your security risk. Anything under ten years, with no violence in your background, and you qualified for a minimum-security prison. (Club Fed, so to speak.) But if your sentence was greater than ten years, they locked you in a place where a jar of Vaseline was more valuable than a truckload of weapons-grade plutonium.

				Greg plowed on: “Now, as your friend, I would be very upset knowing you were locked in a place like that, especially when there were other options open to you—better options, I would say.”

				And Magnum kept right on talking, but I tuned out. I was already aware that going to trial wasn’t an option. I knew that contrary to what most people thought, the sentences meted out for financial crimes were far worse than those for violent crimes. It was all in the amount: If investor losses exceeded a million dollars, the sentences were severe. And if investor losses topped a hundred million—as in my case—sentences were off the charts.

				And there was more, starting with the fact was that I was guilty as sin. It was something Nick knew, Greg knew, and I knew too. For their part, Nick and Greg had represented me since the beginning—since the summer of 1994, when I’d made the fatal mistake of smuggling millions of dollars to Switzerland.

				I had been under intense regulatory pressure at the time, starting with the SEC, which had become obsessed with my brokerage firm, Stratton Oakmont. I had started the place back in the fall of 1988, quickly discovering a wildly lucrative niche in the securities markets selling five-dollar stocks to the richest one percent of Americans. And just like that, Stratton became one of the largest brokerage firms in America.

				In retrospect, things could have turned out much differently. Just as easily, I could have gone down the path of the straight and narrow—building a brokerage firm to rival Lehman Brothers or Merrill Lynch. As fate would have it, one of my first mentors, a true genius named Al Abrams, had a rather aggressive take on what constituted a violation of the federal securities laws. And Al was a careful man, the sort of man who kept ten-year-old pens in his drawer so when he backdated documents the ink would hold up to an FBI gas chromatograph. Al spent the better part of his day anticipating the moves of nosy securities regulators and covering his tracks accordingly.

				And he was the one who’d taught me.

				So, like Al, I had been careful too, covering my tracks with the zest and zeal of a sniper deep behind enemy lines. From the earliest days of Stratton, I was well aware that every trade I made, and every deal I consummated, and every word I spoke on the telephone would one day come under the microscope of a securities regulator. So, whether my actions were legitimate or not, they had damn well better appear to be that way.

				In consequence, I had driven the SEC up the wall after they sued me in the fall of 1991, expecting an easy victory. They even went as far as setting up shop in my own conference room to try to intimidate me. Alas, things did not go as they planned: I ended up bugging my own conference room and setting the thermostat at alternating extremes—freezing them out in winter and burning them out in summer. Then I hired their ex-boss, a man named Ike Sorkin, to protect me, defend me, and undermine their investigation at every juncture. Meanwhile, between 1991 and 1994, I was making $50 million a year, as each of these young investigators (all of whom were making $30,000 a year) resigned in frustration and disgrace, and with terrible cases of frostbite or dehydration, depending on the season.

				Eventually, I settled my case with the SEC. “Peace with honor,” my lawyer had called it, although, to me, it was a total victory. I agreed to pay a $3 million fine and then walk off quietly into the sunset. The only problem was that I just couldn’t bring myself to leave. I had become intoxicated with wealth and power, hooked on an entire generation of young Long Islanders calling me king and the Wolf. The buzzword of the day was instant gratification, and the ends justifying the means was the instrument of its assurance. And just like that, Stratton spiraled out of control. And I along with it.

				By the early nineties, the Wolf of Wall Street was bearing his fangs. He was my devilish alter ego, a persona far removed from the child my parents had sent out into the world. My sense of right and wrong had all but vanished, my line of morality having moved toward the dark side in a series of tiny, almost imperceptible steps, which together landed me firmly on the wrong side of the law.

				The Wolf was a despicable character; he cheated on his wife, slept with hookers, spent obscene amounts of money, and viewed securities laws as nothing more than shallow obstacles to be hurdled in a single bound. He justified his actions using absurd rationalizations, as he buried Jordan Belfort’s guilt and remorse beneath obscene quantities of dangerous recreational drugs.

				And all the while the government kept coming. Next it was NASDAQ, refusing to list any company in which the Wolf was the largest shareholder. The Wolf’s solution—as insane as it now seems—was to smuggle millions of dollars to Switzerland, using their legendary bank-secrecy laws to try to turn himself into the invisible man. Through a series of shell corporations, numbered accounts, and expertly forged documents, the plan seemed perfect.

				But from the very start it also seemed to be jinxed. The problems began when my chief money courier was arrested in the United States with half a million in cash, and the problems ended (in disaster) when my Swiss banker was arrested a few years later, also in the United States, at which point he began cooperating against my money courier.

				Meanwhile, a young FBI agent named Gregory Coleman had become obsessed with the Wolf, vowing to take him down. In what would turn into a game of cat and mouse that became legendary within the FBI, Coleman followed my paper trail halfway around the world and then back again. And, finally, after five years of dogged legwork, he had connected enough dots to secure an indictment.

				So here I was, six days post-arraignment, a victim of my own recklessness and Coleman’s persistence. And there was Magnum, moving onto option two, which was a plea bargain. “. . . And while I can’t promise you an exact sentence, I don’t think it’ll be more than seven years, or maybe eight at the most.” He shrugged. “Let’s use eight to be conservative.”

				“No fucking way!” I snapped. “Let’s use seven and be optimistic, for Chrissake! They’re my years—not your fucking years—so if I want to use seven of them, that’s my fucking prerogative!”

				The Yale-man said, “Okay, seven years is a fair number to work with. It’s eighty-four months, before deductions, and—”

				I cut off the Yale-man: “Ah, good, let’s talk about my deductions! And feel free to exaggerate if you like. I promise I won’t sue for malpractice.”

				They both smiled dutifully, and then the Yale-man continued: “The first deduction is for good time. You get fifteen percent for each year served. So, that’s fifteen percent off eighty-four months—” He looked up at Magnum. “You got a calculator?”

				“Forget the calculator,” sputtered I, the math whiz. “It’s seventy-one and a half months. But let’s call it seventy-one, just to be fair. What’s next?”

				The Yale-man went on: “Well, you get six months in a halfway house, which is almost like being home. That brings you down to sixty-five months.”

				Now Magnum chimed in: “And then there’s the drug-treatment program, which”—he let out a chuckle—“given your past history you’d definitely qualify for.” He looked over at Nick. “He could probably teach the course, Nick, right?”

				“One would think,” replied the Yale-man, with a starchy shrug. “You’d make an excellent teacher, Jordan. I’m sure you’d make the class very interesting. Anyway, you get twelve months off for the drug program; so now you’re down to fifty-three months.”

				Magnum said, “You see what I’m saying here, Jordan? It’s not nearly as bad as you thought, right?”

				“Yeah, one would think,” and I took a moment to consider my fate. Four and a half years—well, it was certainly better than going to trial and risking becoming Mr. Gower. I would serve my time in Club Fed, playing tennis and golf, and be released around my fortieth birthday. I would have to pay a hefty fine, of course, but I still had enough money squirreled away to emerge from jail a wealthy man.

				And then all at once it hit me: I might even be able to sell this package to the Duchess! Perhaps she would stay if she knew I was facing only four and a half years . . . although I could reduce that a bit, tell her that I was facing only four years. How would she know I was lying? Maybe I should say forty-eight months. Which sounded shorter? Probably forty-eight months, or maybe I would say forty-seven months and then follow it up with “That’s less than four short years, baby!”

				Wow, what a pleasant ring that had to it! Less than four short years, baby! It would be no more than a hiccup, something that could happen to any man of power. Yes, I would explain that to the Duchess, and she would understand. After all, I had been a terrific provider over the years. So why should she waste her time searching for a new gold mine when the gold mine she already had would be back in operation in less than four short years, baby!

				“. . . could always cooperate,” said Magnum, raising his eyebrows two times in rapid succession. “Now if you go down that road, you might not even spend a day in jail; you could get straight probation. Although you’d probably have to do a year or so.”

				I had been too busy fantasizing about the backstabbing Duchess, so I’d missed the first half of what Magnum said. Apparently he had now moved on to option three: cooperating, also known as ratting. Call it what you will, I chose to ignore the latter part of Magnum’s sentence prediction, and I said, with a trace of hope in my voice: “I won’t have to do even a day in jail?”

				Magnum shrugged. “I said it’s a possibility. Not a guarantee. Once you become a cooperating witness, the sentencing guidelines are thrown out the window. The judge could do whatever he wants. He could give you probation, he could give you a year, or, theoretically, he could throw the book at you. Now, in your case, you have Judge Gleeson, who’s the perfect judge for this sort of thing. He understands the importance of cooperation, so he’ll be fair with you.”

				I nodded slowly, sensing daylight. “So he’s pro-defense?”

				“No,” replied Magnum, bursting my bubble. “He’s not pro-defense, and he’s not pro-government. He’s straight down the middle. He pretty much dances to his own tune. He’s one of the smartest judges in the Eastern District, so no one’s gonna pull the wool over his eyes, not you or the U.S. attorney. But that’s a positive, because if you do the right thing, John will be fair with you. That much I can promise.

				“By the way, don’t call him John in the courtroom, unless you want to be held in contempt.” He smiled and winked. “Just call him Your Honor, and you’ll be fine.”

				Now the Yale-man chimed in: “Greg knows John as well as anybody. They used to work together at the U.S. Attorney’s Office. They’re friends.”

				Wait a second. Did he just say friends? My lawyer is friends with the judge! It was music to my ears.

				It all made sense now. I had always known that Magnum was the perfect lawyer for me. I’d even looked past the fact that standing next to him made me feel like a shrimp. And in the end, look how well things had worked out! By sheer coincidence, my lawyer was friends with the judge, which meant he would wink at the judge ever so subtly just as the judge was about to announce my sentence, at which point the judge would nod back at Magnum just as subtly and then say, “Jordan Belfort, in spite of the fact that you stole a hundred million bucks and corrupted an entire generation of young Americans, I’m sentencing you to twelve months’ probation and a one-hundred-dollar fine.”

				Meanwhile, the Duchess would be sitting in the courtroom—dressed to the nines and counting her lucky stars that she had decided to abandon her search for a new gold mine. After all, the Wolf’s gold mine was about to reopen for ore extraction, simply because his lawyer was friends with the judge!

				I smiled warmly at Magnum and said, “Well, this is some pretty good news, Greg.” I shook my head slowly, breathing a sigh of relief. “Why didn’t you say you were friends with the judge in the first place? It’s a terrific development. Really terrific, if you catch my drift!” I winked at Magnum conspiratorially and rubbed my thumb and first two fingers together, as if to say, “Just tell me how much cash you need to pay off the judge!” Then I winked again.

				“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” exclaimed Magnum, in a tone deep enough to wake the dead. “John is not like that! He’s completely legitimate. He’s the kind of judge who might end up on the Supreme Court one day. Or at least the Court of Appeals. Either way, he won’t do anything improper.”

				Fucking killjoy! I thought. My own lawyer won’t go to bat for me. Instead, he’s trying to take the wind out of my sails. I resisted the urge to tell him to go fuck himself, and I said, “Well, I wouldn’t want to do anything to jeopardize anyone’s career aspirations. Anyway, I don’t think I’d make a very good cooperating witness, so it’s a moot point.”

				Magnum seemed taken aback. “Why do you say that?”

				“Yeah!” added a stunned Yale-man. “I couldn’t disagree with you more. You’d make an excellent cooperating witness. Why would you think otherwise?”

				I let out a deep sigh. “For a lot of reasons, Nick, not the least of which is that I’m at the very top of the food chain. Anybody I cooperate against will be a lesser figure than me. Not to mention the fact that most of the people the government would be interested in are my best friends. So, tell me, how the fuck am I supposed to rat out my best friends and maintain even one ounce of self-respect? I wouldn’t be able to walk around Long Island with my head up. I’d be a leper.” I paused, shaking my head in despair. “And if I decide to cooperate, I have to come clean about all my crimes, tell them everything, right?”

				They both nodded.

				I said, “That’s what I thought. So, basically, I’ll be pleading guilty to the whole ball of wax, which means my fine is gonna be enormous. I’ll be totally wiped out”—which would mean bye-bye, Duchess—“starting from scratch again. I don’t think I could handle that right now. I’ve got a wife and kids to think about. I mean, what’s better: spending four years in jail, while my family lives in the lap of luxury, or spending a year in jail, while my family wonders where their next meal’s coming from?”

				“It’s not so cut-and-dry,” replied Magnum. “I mean, yes, you’d definitely be pleading guilty to everything. That’s the way it works when you cooperate. But, no, you won’t be wiped out. The government would leave you with something to live on—maybe a million bucks or so. But everything else would go: the houses, the cars, the bank accounts, the stock portfolios—everything.”

				There were a few moments of silence. Then Nick said with great warmth: “You’re a young guy, Jordan. And you’re also one of the smartest guys I’ve ever met.” He smiled sadly. “You’ll rebuild. Mark my words: You will rebuild your fortune. One day you’ll be back on top again, and nobody in their right mind would bet against you.”

				“He’s right,” added Greg. “If you think this is the end for you, you’re seriously mistaken. This is the beginning. It’s time to start your life anew. You’re a winner. Don’t ever forget that.” He paused for a brief instant. “Yeah, you’ve made some mistakes along the way, some big mistakes. But that doesn’t take away from the fact that you’re a winner. Next time you’ll do things right. You’ll be older and wiser, and you’ll build your foundation on stone instead of sand. And then no one will be able to take it away from you. Nobody.”

				He nodded his head slowly, sagely. “And as far as ratting out your friends goes, I wouldn’t be so concerned with it. If the shoe were on the other foot, every last one of them would turn on you. Right now you gotta do what’s right for you and your family. That’s all that matters. Forget the rest of the world, because they would certainly forget about you.” Now he changed his tone to one of nostalgia. “You know, we used to have a saying in the U.S. Attorney’s Office: The Italians sing on Mulberry Street, and the Jews sing on Court Street. In other words, people in the Mafia don’t cooperate, they don’t ‘sing’ on other mobsters. But it’s all a load of crap now. With RICO, the sentences start at twenty years and they go up from there. So the mobsters sing too. The Jews sing, the Italians sing, the Irish sing. Everyone sings.”

				He shrugged his wide shoulders. “Anyway, the bigger problem I see with cooperating is Joel Cohen, the assistant U.S. attorney—the AUSA—on your case.” Magnum let out a great sigh. Then, in staccato-like beats, he said, “Joel—Cohen—can—not—be—trusted. I repeat: He—can—not—be—trusted.”

				Then Nick chimed in: “Greg’s right about that. We’ve had some bad experiences with Joel in the past. See, the way it works when you cooperate is, the AUSA is supposed to write a letter to the judge, saying how helpful you’ve been and what a great witness you’ve been, and so on. Now, Joel, by law, will have to write the letter, but here’s where it gets tricky. You see, what he actually writes is up to him. If he wants to stick it to you, he can color the letter in a negative way. Then you’re up shit’s creek.”

				“Well, fuck that!” I muttered. “That’s a disaster in the making, Nick.” I shook my head in amazement. “And, no offense, but I don’t need the two of you to tell me that Joel Cohen is an asshole. I could tell that just by looking at him. I mean, did you hear that scumbag at my bail hearing? If it were up to him they would nail me to a crucifix.”

				“But it’s not up to him,” argued Magnum. “In fact, it probably won’t even be Joel who writes your letter when the time comes. See, if you cooperate, it’ll drag on for four or five years, and you won’t get sentenced until after your cooperation is through. There’s an excellent possibility Joel will have already left the office by then—joining the ranks of us humble defense attorneys.”

				We spent the next few minutes debating the pros and cons of cooperating, and the more I learned about it, the less it appealed to me. No one would be off-limits; I would be forced to cooperate against all my old friends. The only exceptions would be my father, who’d been Stratton’s Chief Financial Officer (he hadn’t done anything illegal, anyway), and my longtime assistant Janet1 (who’d done illegal things but was so low on the totem pole that no one would care). Greg assured me that I could get both of them “passes.”

				What bothered me most, though, was the thought of cooperating against my ex-partner, Danny Porush, who had been indicted along with me and was still sitting in jail, trying to make bail. And then there was my oldest friend, Alan Lipsky. He was also under indictment, although his case was only partially related to mine. I couldn’t imagine cooperating against Alan. We had been best friends since diapers. He was more a brother to me than my own brother.

				Just then came an insolent burble from Greg’s telephone. His secretary said rather casually, “Joel Cohen is on line one. Would you like to take it or should I tell him you’ll call back?”

				At that very moment, inside the twenty-sixth-floor corner office of De Feis O’Connell & Rose, you could have heard a pin drop. The three of us just sat there, staring at one another, mouths agape. I said it first: “That rat bastard! He’s superseding me already! Holy shit! Ho-lee fuc-king shit!”

				Magnum and the Yale-man nodded their heads in agreement. Then Magnum put a forefinger to his lips and said, “Shhhh,” and he picked up the phone. “Hey, Joel, howaya? . . . Uhn-huhn . . . Uhn-huhn. Right, well, it just so happens I have your favorite person sitting right in front of me. . . . Yeah, that’s right. We were just talking about what a blatant miscarriage of justice this whole thing is.” Greg winked at me confidently and then leaned back in his seat and began rocking. He was a mighty warrior, ready to take on the insolent Joel Cohen. Magnum could crush him with a single gust. “Uhn-huhn,” continued Magnum, rocking back and forth. “Uhn-huhn . . . Uhn-huhn—” And then all at once his face dropped, and he stopped rocking in his fabulous black leather throne, as if the finger of God had descended upon him. My heart skipped a beat right before Magnum said, “Whoa, whoa, whoa, Joel. Settle down. Don’t be doing anything rash here. You can’t be serious about that. She’s not the sort of—Uhn-huhn . . . Uhn-huhn . . . Well, I’ll talk to him about it. Don’t do anything until I get back to you.”

				She? I thought. What the fuck was Magnum talking about! She who? She Janet? Were they after Janet? That made no sense. Janet was merely an assistant. Why would they want her? A visibly shaken Magnum hung up the phone and uttered the five most poisonous words I’d ever heard in my life. He said, without a trace of tone, “They’re indicting your wife tomorrow.”

				There were a few moments of eerie silence, and then all at once I popped out of my armchair and screamed, “What! No fucking way! How can they do that? She hasn’t done anything! How can they indict the Duchess?”

				The Yale-man threw his palms up in the air and shrugged. Then he opened his mouth to say something, but no words came out. I turned back to Magnum and said in a tone of ultimate despair, “Oh, shit . . . Oh, my God . . . Oh—my—fuc—king—God!”

				“Calm down,” said Magnum. “You gotta calm down. Joel’s not going to do anything yet. He promised he’d wait until I spoke to you.”

				“Spoke to me about what? I—I don’t get it. How could they indict my wife? She didn’t do anything.”

				“According to Joel, they have a witness who says she was in the room with you when you were counting money. But listen to me: The facts aren’t really important. Joel doesn’t have an interest in indicting Nadine. He made that clear to me. He just wants you to cooperate; that’s the beginning and the end of it. If you cooperate, your wife gets a pass. Otherwise, they’re going to arrest her tomorrow. It’s your call.” With that, Magnum looked at his wristwatch. It was one of those purposely understated, superexpensive jobs, with a chocolate-brown leather band and a pearl-white face. Had to set him back $20,000, I figured, but it was the sort of watch that was supposed to say, “I’m so successful and confident that I don’t need to wear a gleaming gold wristwatch to project an image of success and confidence.” Magnum added, “He gave me until four o’clock to get back to him; that’s four hours from now. Tell me what you want to do.”

				Well, it was plainly obvious that I had no choice. I would have to cooperate now, regardless of the consequences. After all, I couldn’t let Joel indict my wife. Not in a million years.

				Wait a second! All at once a series of delicious thoughts came bubbling up into my brain, starting with: How could the Duchess leave if she were under indictment too? She would be stuck with me then, wouldn’t she? We would be like two peas in a pod. I mean, what man in his right mind would take on the burden of an indicted woman with two children?

				Yes, the Duchess might be a world-class piece of ass, but two young children and a federal indictment hanging over her head would make her much less enticing to the average gold mine.

				In fact, I would have to say that virtually all gold mines—or at least the more productive ones—would quickly close their shafts to a woman burdened with such dire circumstances. She would become a cautionary tale in her own right, a young woman with more baggage than the lost-luggage warehouse at Kennedy Airport.

				So, yes, that was the answer then; there was no other way: I would let the Duchess go down in flames with me. I would let her get indicted too. She would have no choice then but to stay married to me. It was my only logical move. It was my only rational move. I looked Magnum in the eye and twisted my lips subversively, and I said, “You call that rat bastard right now and tell him to go fuck himself.” I paused for a moment and watched every last ounce of color drain from his long, handsome face. Then I added, “And then after that, you can tell him that I’ll cooperate.” With that, Magnum expelled a giant gust of air, as did the Yale-man. I said, “I mean, I really don’t care anymore, even if I end up going to jail for twenty years. I just really don’t give a shit.”

				It was pure, unadulterated irony. My wife had dumped me in my darkest and most desperate hour, yet I was still willing to fall on my sword to protect her. Talk about the world being upside down.

				Magnum nodded slowly. “You’re doing the right thing, Jordan.”

				“You are,” added Nick. “It’ll work out in the end.”

				I looked at the Yale-man and shrugged. “Maybe it will, Nick, or maybe it won’t. Only time will tell. Either way, I am doing the right thing. That much I know for sure. Nadine’s the mother of my children, and I won’t let her do a day in jail, not if I can help it.”

				
					
						[1] Name has been changed

					

				

			

			
			

		

	
		
			
				 

				Chapter 4

				A Love-Hate Relationship

				Later that evening, a few minutes before midnight, I was lying beneath my white silk comforter, alone with my thoughts. I felt completely lost, like a man without a country, a man without purpose. And I also felt like a man who had been set adrift into a vast ocean of white Chinese silk. Oh, yes, the Duchess had decorated this room to the nines—in fact, the whole house had been decorated to the nines, but especially this room, which was now fit for a king, and as such a mockery of the fallen Wolf.

				What was I now? How far had I fallen? I was under house arrest and being dumped by a gold-digging Duchess: a British Brooklynite who had the face of an angel, the temper of Mount Vesuvius, and the loyalty of a starving hyena.

				I took a deep breath and tried to grab hold of myself. Christ, I was a wreck! I sat up and looked around the room. I was stark naked, totally exposed. I crossed my arms, as if embarrassed. I squinted. Jesus, it was dark in here. The only light was coming from that flat-panel TV screen suspended on the wall, above the limestone fireplace. The volume was on mute, so the room was eerily silent. I could hear the sound of my own shallow breathing, as well as the thump thump thump of my own broken heart.

				And just where was my dear heartbreaking wife? Well, that was still somewhat of a mystery to me. Supposedly she was in Manhattan, out with the girls. At least that’s what the note said—some nonsense about having to attend her friend Gigi’s thirtieth birthday party, which I distinctly remembered celebrating three months ago, in June. Or maybe I was just paranoid and the backstabbing Duchess could still be trusted.

				I had found the note lying on the kitchen counter, beneath a $1,400 Winnie the Pooh ceramic cookie jar (a collector’s item of some sort, bought at auction), with the words Dear and Love conspicuously absent from the salutation and the closing. It was like a note between two strangers—one named Jordan, the other Nadine—neither of whom loved or respected the other. Just reading it had sent my spirits plunging even lower.

				On a more positive note, however, since leaving Magnum’s office I had pretty much come to terms with my cooperation, or at least I’d rationalized it to the point of palatability. Yes, I would provide the government with whatever info they wanted, but I would be clever about it—providing it in such a way as to protect my friends. When necessary, I would feign ignorance; when plausible, I would feign memory lapses; and, most importantly, when I reached a crossroads or found myself at a fork in the road, I would steer the government down the trail that led away from my friends. Hopefully, with a little bit of luck, the people I cared about most would cooperate too, and I would be spared having to betray them.

				Meanwhile, the Duchess would be thrilled I was cooperating. One of her chief gripes was that I had put her at risk, and now I could tell her that risk was no longer a possibility. Of course, I would omit the fact that I actually had put her at risk. I was no fool, after all, so what was the point of giving her fresh ammo against me? It would be much more productive to focus on the positive aspects of my cooperation: namely, that I wouldn’t have to do even a day in jail and that even after I paid my fine we—we!—would still have enough money left over for the rest of our lives. And while those were small exaggerations—actually, the last one was a fucking whopper—it would be many years before the Duchess found out. So I would worry about it then.

				Just then I heard the sound of gravel kicking up in the driveway. The backstabbing Duchess was finally home, ready to inflict more emotional pain on me. A few moments later I heard the front door slam and then some very angry-sounding footsteps ascending the sumptuous spiral stairs. The footsteps didn’t seem to belong to a hundred-twelve-pound blond-headed Duchess; they seemed to belong to an agitated water buffalo. I laid flat on my back and braced myself for the torture.

				The door swung open and in walked the Duchess, wearing a light-blue wrangler’s ensemble. Jesus! Despite the fact that the Duchess had taken a limousine home, she looked like she’d just arrived by stagecoach from the Western frontier. All she was missing was a cowboy hat and a pair of six-shooters. As she moseyed her way over to her side of the bed, I took a moment to regard her. She was wearing a long, stonewashed denim skirt with tiny white cowgirl ruffles on the bottom and a fabulous slit that ran up the front. I wasn’t much of an expert on women’s skirts, but I had a sneaky suspicion that few women on the Ponderosa could have afforded this one. She wore a short-sleeve light-blue cotton blouse, very low cut in the front and very tight in the waist, accentuating the natural V of her body as well as her surgically enhanced C-cups.

				Without saying a word, the Western Duchess reached beneath a burnt-apricot-colored lamp shade on the end table and flicked on the light. I rolled onto my right side and stared at her. She really knew how to put herself together. I couldn’t begrudge her that even now.

				I looked down . . . ahhh, the cowboy boots! Those were familiar. They were tan and white, with cherry-red toe caps and sterling-silver tips. I had bought them for her last year, in a fit of euphoria, while I was on a golf trip in Texas. They had set me back $13,000. At the time they’d seemed liked a bargain. Now I wondered.

				Just then she cocked her blond head to the right and removed a sterling-silver earring and placed it on the end table with great care. Then she cocked her head to the left and removed the left earring and placed it beside the other. I forced a smile and resisted the urge to say, “Eh, baby, how was prospecting tonight? Find any precious ore?” With great love and tenderness in my voice, I said, “Hey, sweetie. How was Gigi’s party?”

				“Okay,” she said, with a surprising pleasantness. “Nothing special,” and she turned to face me and nearly lost her balance, at which point I realized that the wrangling Duchess had more to drink this evening than just sarsaparilla. In fact, she was stone-cold drunk.

				“Are you okay?” I asked, holding back a smile and getting ready to catch her if she fell. “You need any help, sweetie?”

				She shook her head no. With a bit of a wobble, she sat down on the edge of the mattress. Then, all at once, faster than you would know it, she swung her cowboy boots onto the bed, rolled onto her side, and plopped her left elbow down beside me. She rested her left cheek in the palm of her hand and looked into my eyes and smiled. She said, “How’d it go with your lawyer today?”

				Very interesting, I thought, making a mental note to thank the Mexican genius who’d invented tequila, as well as the bartender who had been gracious enough to serve the Duchess one too many this evening. This was the closest the Duchess had come to me in almost a week. And she looked rather beautiful right now, in the burnt-apricot glow of the lamp shade. Those big blue eyes of hers, which were now glassier than a mirror, were gorgeous. I took a deep breath to relish her scent, which was an interesting mixture of Angel perfume and premium-grade tequila. I felt a pleasant tingling sensation—a rush of fire in the loins! Perhaps, I thought, perhaps tonight. I felt an uncontrollable urge to jump her bones right now, before she sobered up and started to torture me again. But I resisted the urge and said, “Really good, sweetie. Actually, I have some terrific news for you.”

				“Oh, yeah? Whuz that?” she asked, and she began rubbing my cheek with the palm of her hand. Then she ran her fingers through my hair with great tenderness.

				I couldn’t believe it! The Duchess had finally come to her senses! She was going to make love to me this very fucking instant and then everything would be okay again. It had always been that way with us. Things could be bad for a while, but not much longer than that. In the end, we would always make love and then all would be forgotten.

				Should I jump her right now? I wondered. How would she react? Would she be angry with me or would she respect me? I was a man, after all, and the Duchess understood such things. She was wise to the ways of the world, especially when it came to men, and even more especially when it came to their manipulation . . .

				 . . . although to jump her now would not be the prudent thing to do. First I needed to put a good spin—no, a great spin—on my legal problems. I needed her to feel entirely confident that my gold mine was about to open once more for unfettered ore extraction.

				I took a deep breath, coagulating all the loose ends of my bullshit story, and I went for broke. “First of all,” I said, with great confidence, “I know you were worried about all that crap Coleman spewed at you, and I just wanted you to know that none of that—not even one drop of it—was ever a possibility.” And that would be lie number one. “You and I both know that you never did anything wrong”—and that would be lie number two, considering she actually had witnessed me counting money, as Joel Cohen had alleged—“and, of course, the government knows that too. Coleman just said that to scare you and to make things difficult for me. That’s it.”

				She nodded slowly. “I know that,” she replied. “I mean, it bothered me when he first said it, but I never actually believed it.”

				You didn’t? Hmmm, okay, then! Ignorance is definitely bliss. I nodded in agreement and soldiered on: “Yeah, of course I know. It was all bullshit, Nae”—and here comes lie number three—“the whole damn lot of it. But, either way, it’s all a moot point now. You see, Joel Cohen called Greg today; in fact, he called him right while I was sitting in the room, and he told him that what he really wanted—what he was really looking for—was for me to cooperate. That’s it.” I shrugged. “Apparently, I know so much about what’s going on in the stock market that I could save the government years of heartache, not to mention countless dollars.” Hmmm, I really liked the way that sounded. It made me sound smart, vital, important, altruistic, a necessary participant in the fight against greed and corruption on Wall Street; not like the cooperating rat I was about to become! I decided to milk that line of thinking for all it was worth. “Anyway, Joel said that if I did cooperate, if I was willing to help the government make sense of everything, I probably wouldn’t have to spend even a day in jail. That’s how valuable the knowledge I have is.” I nodded a single time, wondering if I had shot myself in the foot by using the word probably, so I added, “I mean, I already spent three days in jail, which is long enough, don’t you think?” I smiled innocently.

				She nodded slowly but remained silent. I noticed a tear running down her cheek. I wiped it away with the back of my hand. A good sign, I thought. Wiping away a woman’s tears brought you one step closer to her heart and, for that matter, her loins. It was a biological phenomenon. When a strong man wiped away a woman’s tears, she could refuse him nothing.

				Emboldened by the Duchess’s tears, I continued with relish: “But it gets even better, Nae. You see, if I cooperate, I won’t get sentenced for four or five years, and any fine I might”—might—“have to pay wouldn’t be due until then. I mean, don’t get me wrong, it’s gonna be a pretty hefty fine, but it’s not something that’s gonna wipe us”—us—“out. We’ll still be very rich when it’s all over.” And there goes the biggest lie of all, the whopper, which was lie number four.

				In fact, if the government were to leave me with a million dollars, as Magnum had indicated, the Duchess and I would be broke in three months. But I had rationalized that too, which was why I now added, “But however much money they leave us”—us—“with, it’s not like I’m gonna retire or anything. I mean, in a few months from now, once all this commotion dies down, I’m gonna start trading stocks again.” I paused, not quite liking the way that sounded. “I mean honestly, of course. I’m talking big stocks, not small stocks. I’m not going back to all the craziness and everything.” I found myself desperately searching for an exit ramp. “Anyway, I could probably make five or ten million a year just trading for my own account, totally legitimately, without any risk.”

				I studied her face for a moment. She seemed to be sobering up a bit. Hmmm, I wasn’t sure if that was good or bad, but I sensed a window of opportunity slamming shut. It was time to stop selling the future and to go for the close. I said confidently, “That’s it, Nae. That’s the whole ball of wax. I know it sounds too good to be true, but that’s the way it is. I guess I should just count my lucky stars that the government is so desperate for the information I have.” Now I paused, and I shook my head gravely. “Anyway, the only thing I was really upset about was that I might have to give them information about my friends.” I smiled and shrugged, as if to say, “There’s a silver lining here!” Then I said, “But, according to Mag—I mean, Greg, all my friends are going to cooperate too.” I shrugged again. “So in the end that won’t really be a factor.” I edged myself closer to her and began running my fingers through her hair.

				She smiled and said, “Well, that’s really good news, honey. I’m really happy for you.”

				You? Did she just say you? Shit—that was bad! She should be happy for us, not just me! I was about to correct her when she added, “And I wouldn’t be too worried about your friends. Other than Alan Lipsky, every last one of them would sell you down the river in two seconds flat. There’s no loyalty on Wall Street. You always told me that, right?”

				I nodded but didn’t say a word. In fact, I had heard enough and spoken enough. Once more, the Duchess and I were back on the same page, which is to say, it was time to attack. I reached over and grabbed her around the waist and pulled her close to me. Then I grabbed her by her cute Western tie and yanked her head toward me.

				And then I kissed her.

				It was a slow wet kiss, an altogether loving kiss, which ended quicker than I’d hoped, when she pulled away and said, “Stop it! I’m still mad at you.”

				It was time to take charge. “I need you,” I groaned, reaching my hand up the slit of her dress, heading for the Promised Land. By the time I reached the top of her thigh, the heat was so terrific I was ready to come on the sheets.

				So I pounced, throwing my full weight on top of her. I began kissing her ferociously. She tried to wriggle free, but she was no match for me. “Stop!” she whined, with a hint of a giggle. “Stop it!”

				I hung on the giggle and pulled up her denim skirt, revealing her pretty pink vulva with its tiny Mohawk of blond peach fuzz. Ahh, I had always marveled at what a terrific vagina the Duchess had! It was the most delectable vagina I’d ever seen, and considering I’d slept with almost a thousand hookers, my opinion counted for something. But all that hooker business was in the past now. All I wanted was the Duchess—now and forever!

				I slowed my tempo a bit, and I looked her in the eyes and said, “I love you, Nae. I love you so much.” My eyes began welling up with tears. “I’ve always loved you, from the first moment I laid eyes on you.” I smiled at her warmly. “I missed you so much this week. I can’t even begin to tell you how empty I’ve felt.” I pushed her hair back with my hand and went for the close: “Make love to me, baby. Make love to me right now, nice and slow.”

				“Fuck you!” she sputtered. “I fucking hate you! You wanna fuck me? Fine—then go ahead and fuck me! Fuck me hard, because I fucking hate you. I hate your guts, you selfish little prick! You don’t give a shit how I feel. All you care about is yourself.” She started grinding into me with contempt, purposely keeping out of tempo with me. It was as if she was trying to let me know that, in spite of me being inside her, she still wasn’t mine.

				I was shocked. And I was devastated. But, most of all, I was upset that she had called me little—a little prick, to be exact. The Duchess knew I was self-conscious about my height!

				But I refused to get angry. Instead, I grabbed her cheeks and nailed her with a kiss, holding my lips to hers as I desperately tried to get some rhythm going. But it was difficult. She was moving her blond head from side to side, like an infant refusing a spoonful of applesauce, and she was swerving her hips in an exaggerated circular motion.

				With a bit of anger slipping out around the edges, I snapped, “Hold still, Nadine! What’s wrong with you!”

				Her poisonous response: “Fuck you! I hate you—I fucking hate you!” She grabbed my cheeks and said, with venom: “Look in my eyes, Jordan. Look in my eyes right now.”

				I looked. She continued: “Don’t ever forget what went down with this marriage; don’t you ever fucking forget.” Her blue eyes were like glassy death rays. “This is the last time I’m ever gonna fuck you. This is it; you can mark my words. You’re never gonna have me again, so you better enjoy it while it lasts.” And she started grinding into me with deep, rhythmic thrusts, as if she were trying to make me come, right on the spot.

				Jesus Christ! I thought. She’d turned the corner on her tequila high! She couldn’t possibly mean what she was saying, could she? How could such a beautiful face spew out such venom? It made no sense. I knew the right thing to do would be to climb off her, to not give her the satisfaction of making me come while she was telling me how much she hated me . . . but she looked absolutely gorgeous in the burnt-apricot glow of the lamp shade. So fuck it! I thought. It was impossible to figure women out, and if she was genuinely serious about this being my last time, I better make it count or at least make myself come quickly, before she changed her mind and said that the last time was the last time . . . and with a single deep thrust I tried my best to hit the base of her cervix and . . . bang! . . . just like that I came inside her. I screamed, “I love you, Nae!” to which she screamed, “I fucking hate you, you asshole!” and then I collapsed on top of her.

				And there we lay for what seemed like a very long time, which turned out to be around five seconds, at which point she pushed me off and started crying hysterically. Her body was shaking volcanically, as she said through terrible, gut-wrenching sobs, “Oh, my God! What did I do? What did I do?” She kept repeating those same four words, as I lay next to her, frozen in horror.

				I tried to put my arm around her, but she pushed it away.

				Then came more sobs, and then she said something that I would never forget for the rest of my life. “It was blood money!” she sobbed. “It was all blood money!” She could barely get the words out through her sobs. “I knew it all along, and I did nothing. People lost money and I spent it. Oh, God—what did I do?”

				All at once I found myself growing intensely angry. It was her reference to blood money, the thought that everything we shared—including my own success—was somehow tainted. It was as if our entire marriage had been a farce, as if nothing around me was real and genuine. I was a man of parts, the sum of which didn’t equal a whole. I was surrounded by wealth and beauty and ostentation, yet I felt poor and ugly and hopelessly embarrassed. I longed for simpler days. I longed for a simpler life. I longed for a simpler wife.

				Making no effort to hide my displeasure, I went right back at her. “Blood money,” I sputtered. “Give me a fucking break, Nadine! I work on Wall Street; I’m not a fucking mobster.” I shook my head in disgust. “Yeah—I cut a few corners, just like everybody else, so get a fucking grip!”

				Through terrible sobs, from deep in the breadbasket: “Oh, God, you corrupted everyone—even my own mother! And I . . . I . . . just stood there and . . . and watched . . . and . . . and . . . spent . . . the . . . the . . . blood . . . mon . . . ney!” She was sobbing so uncontrollably that her words were coming out one at a time.

				“Your mother?” I screamed. “You know how good I’ve been to your mother? When I met her she was getting thrown out of her fucking apartment for not paying her fucking rent! And I took care of your idiot brother and your idiot fucking father, and your sister and you and everybody else, God damn it! And this is what I get in return?” I paused, trying to collect myself. I was crying too now, although I was so angry my own tears were lost on me. “I can’t fucking believe this,” I screamed. “I can’t fucking believe this! How the fuck could you do this now? You’re my wife, Nadine. How could you do this now?”

				“I’m sorry,” she sobbed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you.” She was shaking like a leaf. “I didn’t mean to . . . I didn’t mean to,” and she rolled off the bed, onto the $120,000 Edward Fields carpet, and she curled up in the fetal position and continued to cry uncontrollably.

				And that was that.

				I knew right then and there that I had lost my wife forever. Whatever bond the Duchess and I had once shared had now been severed. Whether or not I would ever get to make love to her again was still a matter of question, and, in truth, I couldn’t have cared less. After all, I was facing much bigger problems than where to get my rocks off.

				In fact, just down the hall were our two young children, the innocent victims in all this, who were about to wake up to one of the cruelest realities of life:

				Nothing lasts forever.
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