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Here is how you destroy a life.


You stand over his bed and watch him sleep. He’s a heavy sleeper. You know this because you’ve been watching him for six weeks now. You don’t take chances. You prepare. That’s the secret sauce. There is no reason to rush. Anticipation is a big part of life. “It’s the journey, not the destination.” You remember the speaker at your college graduation said that. It’s an old saw of a line, a cliché, but it stuck with you. And it’s not completely true, not by a long shot, but it is a good reminder on those long, lonely nights that joy can and must be found in both the waiting and the tedious.


Because you are well prepared, you know that he likes to have a cognac before he goes to bed. Not every night, but pretty close to it. If he hadn’t taken one tonight, then you’d have postponed. Don’t be in a rush. Don’t take chances. If you’re patient, you’ll get your target with little to no risk.


It’s about preparation and patience.


Because you’ve been watching him, you know he keeps a spare key in one of those gray hide-a-key fake rocks. That’s how you gained access to the house this morning to spike his cognac. That’s how you gained access again tonight.


He will not be waking up for a while.


He keeps a gun, a Glock 19, in a hard case in the top drawer of his night table. The hard case doesn’t have a combination lock. It’s biometric and opens via a thumbprint sensor. He’s totally passed out, so you lift up his hand, take hold of the thumb, and push it against the sensor. The lock mechanism whirs and pops open.


You take out the gun.


You are wearing gloves. He, of course, is not. You wrap his hand around the Glock, so that his fingerprints will be in the right spots. Then you carefully put the weapon in your backpack. You have tissues and plastic bags with you. You always carry them. Just in case. You dab the tissue against his mouth, making sure to get his spit on it. Then you put the tissue in a plastic bag and put the plastic bag in the backpack next to the gun. You may not need this. It may be overkill. But overkill seems to sell.


He remains on his back snoring.


You can’t help but smile.


You enjoy this part. You enjoy this part much more than the actual kill. A kill can be relatively simple and is usually quick.


But this, the setup, this is a work of art.


His mobile phone is on the night table. You set it on silent and then that, too, you put in your backpack. You leave his bedroom. His Audi car keys are on a hook near the back door. He’s meticulous about that. He comes home, he puts his keys on the hook. Every time. You grab the keys. For good measure, you take one of the baseball caps he keeps on the coatrack. You put it on your head. The fit is close enough. You don sunglasses. You know to keep your head low.


You drive off in the Audi toward her.


She is staying at an Airbnb on a quiet lake in Marshfield. He doesn’t know that she’s there. You do because again you’ve been preparing. Once you saw that she’d gone there—that she planned to hide from him and not tell anyone—you knew it was time. You take out his mobile phone and type in the address of the Airbnb, so there’ll be a record of it in his map searches.


The Airbnb she rented is a small Cape Cod. She’s been there for a week now. You understand why she’s taken this step, but it could only ever be a temporary solution for her. You park on the street. It’s late. Two in the morning. You know, however, that she’s still awake. So you park down the street, in front of an empty vacation home.


You take the gun out of your backpack.


The kitchen light in the Airbnb is on. That’s where she will be.


You circle toward the light and look through the window of the kitchen door.


There she is.


She sits alone at the table with a cup of tea and a book. She’s a pretty woman. Her dirty blonde hair is tied back seemingly in haste. Her feet are tucked under her. She looks too thin, but that’s probably the stress. She is totally focused on her book. She wears an oversized men’s dress shirt. You wonder whether it is his. That would be bizarre and creepy, but so much of life is.


Still watching her through the window, you carefully, slowly, try the knob.


You don’t want to make noise. You don’t want to startle her.


The door is locked.


You look down at the knob. It’s old. The lock looks weak. If you had tools, you could open it quickly. But this is probably better. You look at her through the window again. And when you do, she looks up and spots your face.


Her eyes widen in surprise.


She is about to scream. You don’t want that.


Careless. Again. Despite all your planning, you made a mistake the last time. You can’t afford to make another.


So you don’t hesitate.


You aim your kick for the spot right below the doorknob. The old door gives way easily. You enter the house.


“Please.” She stands and puts her hands out, one holding the book. “Please don’t hurt me.”


You shoot her twice in the chest.


She drops to the floor. You hurry over and check.


Dead.


You remove the tissue from the plastic bag in your backpack. You leave it on the floor. Juries love DNA. They’ve all grown up with TV shows that exaggerate the miracles of the technology. They expect it in a murder trial. If there’s no DNA evidence, a jury wonders about guilt.


You are in and out of the house in less than fifteen seconds.


The gun made noise. No question about it. But most people assume fireworks or backfire or some innocent explanation. Still, there is no reason to hang around. You hurry back to the car. You aren’t particularly worried that someone will notice you running. If they do—if worse comes to worst—they’ll see a man in a baseball cap running back to an Audi registered to him, not you.


It will, if anything, help.


You start to drive. You feel odd about the killing. It is a thrill, the killing part, more for your beloved than you, but you often feel oddly empty right after. It’s a bit like sex, isn’t it? Not to be too clinical about it, but the letdown after climax, the moment the French call la petite mort—the Little Death. That’s how you feel right now. That’s how you feel during the first mile or two of the drive, the shooting replaying in your mind, the way her body dropped to the floor. It’s exciting and yet a little…


Empty?


You check the clock. He should be passed out for another three hours. That’s plenty of time. You drive back to his house. You park the Audi where you found it.


You smile. Here, this part, this is the true rush for you.


This Audi has some kind of tracking system, so the police will be able to see where it went tonight. You enter his house. You hang up the keys. You keep the baseball cap—it may have some of your hairs in it now. No need to take that chance. If the police notice it’s missing, they’ll figure he dumped it after the shooting.


You head upstairs to his bedroom. You put his phone back on the night table. You even plug it into his charger. Like with the Audi, the police will get a warrant for his phone locations that will “prove” he took the journey to that Airbnb at the time of the murder.


You use his thumb to open the hard case. You put the gun back. You debate just leaving the gun next to his bed, but that feels heavy-handed. There is a storage shed in the yard. You take the hard case with the gun and hide it under bags of peat moss. They’ll know that he has a Glock 19 registered in his name. They’ll scour the entire property and find it in the storage shed.


Ballistics will confirm that the murder weapon was his Glock 19.


The Audi. The mobile phone. The DNA. The gun. Any two of the four would convict him.


For her, the horror is over.


For him, it’s just begun.
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Myron Bolitar was on the phone with his eighty-year-old father when the two FBI agents arrived to question him about the murder.


“Your mother and I,” his dad said from his retirement condo in Boca Raton, “have discovered edibles.”


Myron blinked. “Wait, what now?”


He was in his new penthouse office atop Win’s skyscraper on the corner of 47th Street and Park Avenue. He swiveled his chair to look out the floor-to-ceiling windows. It was a pretty bitching view of the Big Apple.


“Cannabis gummies, Myron. Your Aunt Miriam and Uncle Irv swore by them—Irv said it helps with his gout—so your mother and I figured, look, why not, let’s give them a shot. What’s the harm, right? You ever try edibles?”


“No.”


“That’s his problem.” That was Myron’s mother, squawk-shouting in the background. This was how they always operated—one parent on the phone, the other shouting color commentary. “Give me the phone, Al.” Then: “Myron?”


“Hi, Mom.”


“You should get high.”


“If you say so.”


“Try the stevia strain.”


Dad: “Sativa.”


“What?”


“It’s called sativa. Stevia is an artificial sweetener.”


“Ooo, look at your father Mr. Hippie showing off his pot expertise all of a sudden.” Then back to Myron: “I meant sativa. Try that.”


“Okay,” Myron said.


“The indica strain makes you sleepy.”


“I’ll keep that in mind.”


“You know how I remember which is which?” Mom asked.


“I bet you’ll tell me.”


“Indica, in-da-couch. That’s the sleepy one. Get it?”


“Gotten.”


“Don’t be such a square. Your father and I like them. They make us feel more, I don’t know, smiley maybe. Alert. Zen even. And Myron?”


“Yes, Mom.”


“Don’t ask what they’ve done for our sex life.”


“I won’t,” Myron said. “Ever.”


“Me, I get giddy. But your father becomes a giant hornball.”


“Not asking, remember?” Myron could now see the two FBI agents scowling at him from behind the glass wall. “Gotta go, Mom.”


“I mean, the man can’t keep his hands off me.”


“Still not asking. Bye now.”


Myron hung up as Big Cyndi, his longtime receptionist, silently ushered the two federal officers into the conference room. The two agents stared up, way up, at Big Cyndi. She was used to it. Myron was used to it. Big Cyndi got your attention fast. The agents flashed badges and made quick intros. Special Agent Monica Hawes, the lead, was a Black woman in her midfifties. Her sullen junior partner was a pasty-faced youngster with a forehead so prominent he resembled a beluga whale. He gave his name, but Myron was too distracted by the forehead to absorb it.


“Please,” Myron said, gesturing for them to sit in the chairs that faced the floor-to-ceiling windows and said pretty bitching view.


The agents sat, but they did not look happy about it.


Big Cyndi put on a fake British accent and said, “Will that be all, Mr. Bolitar? Perhaps a spot of tea?”


Myron resisted the urge to roll his eyes. “No, I think we’re good, thanks.”


Big Cyndi bowed and left.


Myron also sat and waited for the agents to speak. The only thing he knew about this visit was that the FBI wanted to talk to both him and Win about the high-profile Callister murders. He had no idea why—neither he nor Win knew anything about the Callisters or the case other than what they’d seen on the news—but they’d been assured that they were not suspects or persons of interest.


“Where’s Mr. Lockwood?” Agent Hawes asked.


“Present,” Win said in that haughty prep-school tone as he—to quote the opening lines of the Carly Simon song Win’s entire being emanated—walked into the party like he was walking onto a yacht. Win—aka the aforementioned Mr. Lockwood—was the dictionary definition of natty as he glided around Myron’s new conference table and took the seat next to him.


Myron spread his hands and offered up his most cooperative smile. “I understand you have questions for us?”


“We do,” Hawes said. And then without preamble, she dropped the bomb: “Where is Greg Downing?”


The question was a stunner. No other way around it. A stunner. Myron’s jaw dropped. He turned to Win. Win’s face, as usual, gave away nothing. Win was good at that, showing nothing.


The reason for Myron’s surprise was simple.


Greg Downing had been dead for three years.


“I thought you were here about the Callister murders,” Myron said.


“We are,” Special Agent Hawes countered. Then repeated the question. “Where is Greg Downing?”


“Are you joking?” Myron asked.


“Do I look like I’m joking?”


She did not. She looked, in fact, like she never ever joked.


Myron glanced at Win to gauge his reaction. Win looked a little bored.


“Greg Downing,” Myron said, “is dead.”


“Is that your story?”


Myron frowned. “My story?”


The young agent who looked like a beluga whale leaned forward a little and glared at Win. He spoke for the first time, his voice deeper than Myron expected. Or maybe Myron had expected a high-pitched whale call. “Is that your story too?”


Win almost yawned. “No comment.”


“You’re Greg Downing’s financial advisor,” Young Beluga continued, still trying to stare down Win; he would have had a better chance of staring down a duvet cover. “Is that correct?”


“No comment.”


“We can subpoena your records.”


“Gasp, now I’m terrified. Let me think on that one.” Win steepled his fingers and lowered his head as though in deep thought. Then: “Say it with me this time: No comment.”


Hawes and Young Beluga scowled some more. “And you.” Hawes swiveled back on Myron with a snarl. Myron guessed that Hawes had him, Young Beluga had Win. “You’re Downing’s, what, agent? Manager?”


“Correction,” Myron said. “I was his agent and manager.”


“When did you stop?”


“Three years ago. When Greg, you know, died.”


“You both attended his memorial service.”


Win stayed mum, so Myron said, “We did.”


“You even spoke, Mr. Bolitar. After all the bad blood between you two, I hear you gave a beautiful eulogy.”


Myron glanced at Win again. “Uh, thanks.”


“And you’re sticking with your story?”


Again with the story. Myron threw up his hands. “What are you talking about, story?”


Young Beluga shook his massive white head as though Myron’s answer was a total disappointment to him, which, he guessed, it was.


“Where do you think he is right now?” Hawes asked.


“Greg?”


“Stop jerking us around, jerkoff,” Young Beluga snapped. “Where is he?”


Myron was getting a little fed up with this. “In a mausoleum at Cedar Lawn Cemetery in Paterson.”


“That’s a lie,” Hawes countered. “Did you help him?”


Myron sat back. Their tone was growing increasingly hostile, but there was also the unmistakable whiff of desperation and thus truth in the air. Myron didn’t know what was going on here, and when that happened he had a habit of talking too much. Better to take a deep breath before continuing.


“I don’t understand,” Myron began. “What does Greg Downing have to do with the Callister murders? Didn’t the cops already arrest the husband?”


Now it was the two agents who exchanged a glance. “They released Mr. Himble this morning.”


“Why?”


No reply.


Here was what Myron knew about the murders: Cecelia Callister, age fifty-two, a semi-supermodel from the 1990s, and her thirty-year-old son, Clay, were found murdered in the mansion where they resided with Cecelia’s fourth husband, Lou Himble. Himble had recently been indicted on fraud charges related to his cryptocurrency startup.


“I thought the case was open and shut,” Myron continued. “The husband was having an affair, she found out, was going to turn state’s evidence on him, he had to silence her, the son walked in on them. Something like that.”


Special Agent Monica Hawes and Special Agent Young Beluga Whale exchanged another glance. Then Hawes repeated in a careful voice, “Something like that.”


“So?”


Myron waited. Win waited.


“We have reason to believe,” Hawes said, still using the careful voice, “that Greg Downing is still alive. We have reason to believe your former client is involved in the murders.”


The two feds leaned forward to gauge the reaction. Myron did not disappoint. Even though this accusation should have seemed inevitable by now, Myron went slack-jawed when he heard it out loud.


Greg. Alive.


How did he process that? After all the years—their on-court rivalry, Greg stealing Myron’s first love, Myron’s awful payback for that, Greg’s even worse payback, the years of reconciliation—and Jeremy, dear sweet, wonderful Jeremy…


It made no sense. Every part of his face registered complete and utter bafflement.


And Win’s reaction? He was checking the time on his vintage Blancpain watch.


“Please excuse me,” Win said. “I have a pressing engagement. My, what a delight to have met you both.”


Win rose.


“Sit down,” Hawes demanded.


“I don’t think I will.”


“We aren’t finished.”


“You aren’t, are you?” Win gave them both his most winning smile. It was a good smile, even better than Myron’s cooperative one. “I, however, am. Have a most pleasant afternoon.”


Without so much as a backward glance, Win sauntered out of the office. Everyone, including Myron, stared at the door as Win vanished from sight.


Win’s full name is Windsor Horne Lockwood III. The skyscraper they currently sat atop was called the Lock-Horne Building. The italics are here to emphasize that the building was named for Win’s family and thus big bucks are involved. For many years, Myron’s sports agency MB Reps (the M for Myron, the B for Bolitar, the Reps because they represented people—Myron came up with that name on his own but remained humble) had been housed on the building’s fourth floor. A few years back, Myron stupidly sold his agency and moved out and now a law firm resided in that space. When Myron decided to come back two months ago, the top floor was the only available space.


Not that Myron was complaining. The pretty bitching view impressed clients, if not FBI agents.


Over the past two months, Myron had been working hard to woo back some of his old clients. He had overlooked Greg Downing for the simple reason that, well, the whole dead thing. Dead men make poor earning clients. Bad business.


The two agents were still staring at the door. When they finally realized that Win was not returning, Hawes turned her focus back on Myron. “Did you hear what I said, Mr. Bolitar?”


Myron nodded, got his bearings. “You claim a man who died of a heart attack—a man who had an obituary and a funeral and who, as you pointed out, I eulogized—is, in fact, still alive.”


“Yes.”


Myron looked back at the door where Win had just up and left. Yes, Win loved to play the aloof, elite, above-it-all snob because that was what he was, but Myron still found it hard to believe that Win would just walk out without reason. That made Myron pull up and try to take a more cautious route.


“Do you want to tell me about it?” Myron asked.


Young Beluga did not like that one. “What are you, a shrink?”


“Good one.”


“What?”


“The shrink line,” Myron said. “It’s very funny.”


Young Beluga’s narrow eyes narrowed even more. “You being a wiseass with me?”


Myron did not reply right away. Thoughts about Greg’s family swirled in Myron’s head. He fought hard to keep them at bay. Greg’s wife, Emily. Greg’s… man, it was hard to even think about it… his son, Jeremy. So much past. So much history. So much misery and joy. There are people we stumble across who change things forever. Some are obvious—family and partners—but in the end, when Myron looked at his own life’s journey and trajectory, nobody altered Myron’s more than Greg Downing.


For the better or the worse?


“You hear me, wiseass?”


“Loud and clear,” Myron said, fighting to keep focus. “Can you prove what you’re saying is true?”


“About?”


“About Greg being alive. Can you prove it?”


The two agents hesitated, exchanged yet another glance. Then Hawes said, “Greg Downing’s DNA was found at the Callister murder scene.”


“What sort of DNA?”


Young Beluga took that one with a side of relish: “Skin cells,” he said. “Your, uh, ‘dead’ client? His DNA was found under the victim’s fingernails.” He sat up a little straighter and lowered his voice à la a conspiratorial whisper. “You know, like when a helpless victim is desperately scratching and clawing to save their own life? Like that.”


Myron’s head reeled. This made no sense. Young Beluga smiled with teeth too small for his mouth, thus adding to his overall beluga appearance.


“Under which victim’s nails?” Myron asked.


“None of your business.” It was Hawes this time. “You and Greg Downing go way back, don’t you? Basketball rivals. High school. College. Both of you were drafted in the NBA’s first round. Downing had a great pro career. Became a beloved coach after he retired.” Hawes put on a sarcastic pity pout. “You, on the other hand…”


“… have a cool-ass office with a pretty bitching view?”


Quick backstory: Not long after the draft, during Myron’s first preseason game as a twenty-one-year-old Boston Celtics rookie, an opposing player named Big Burt Wesson slammed into Myron, twisting his knee in a way no joint should ever be twisted.


Bye-bye, basketball.


Hawes and Beluga thought this still bothered Myron, that it would be a good way to needle him and get under his skin.


They were two decades late for that.


Hawes’s gaze met Myron’s. “Let’s stop with the games, Mr. Bolitar. Where is Greg Downing?”


“I’m going to have to ask you to leave now.”


“You don’t want to cooperate?”


“If you’re telling me the truth—”


“We are.”


“If you’re telling me the truth,” Myron started again, “if Greg is alive—I can’t talk.”


“Why not?”


“Attorney-client privilege.”


“I thought you were his agent.”


“That too.”


“I’m not following.”


When young Myron realized that his knee would never heal properly, when he realized his playing days were over, he doubled down on “moving on.” He had been a good student at Duke. He channeled his basketball focus into studying for the LSAT, aced it, got accepted to Harvard Law School, graduated with honors. After he passed the bar, he opened MB Reps (then called MB SportsReps because—try to follow with help from the italics—at first, he only represented athletes or people in sports). By being a true bar-associated attorney, Myron was able to offer his clients the fullest protection under the law.


It helped, especially when a client had a legal issue.


Like now, he guessed.


“We were told you’d cooperate, Mr. Bolitar.”


“That was before I knew what this was about,” Myron said. “Please leave. Now.”


They both took their time standing up.


“One more thing,” Myron said. “If you find Mr. Downing, I don’t want him questioned without my presence.”


Young Beluga’s reply was a scoffing sound. Hawes stayed silent.


Myron sat there as they started to circle around the table. Greg. Alive. Forget the murders for a moment. How the hell can Greg be alive?


Young Beluga stopped and bent down over Myron. “This isn’t over, asshole.”


He had no idea how right he was.
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Win’s office was one floor below Myron’s.


When Myron got off the elevator, he still auto-braced for the hustle and bustle and pure volume of screaming traders shouting out buy-sell orders for stocks and bonds and investments, and, uh, financial stuff like that. Myron wasn’t good with monetary instruments and the like, and he was okay with that. Win handled all money matters for the clients. Myron handled the agenting work—negotiating with owners and executives, soliciting endorsement deals, increasing a client’s social-media compensation, branding, upping appearance fees, taking care of life’s mundanities, whatever.


In short: maximizing earning potential.


Myron’s job involved bringing in the money; Win’s job was to invest and grow it.


The lack of workplace cacophony had something to do with how trades were made online or via computers nowadays. There was still the occasional shout across the room, but for the most part, every head was down, every eye was on a screen. It was creepy.


Win’s private corner office was, not surprisingly, the largest. It faced both Park Avenue and uptown. There was the pretty bitching view, but there was also dark wood paneling and period art and the feel of a nineteenth-century men’s club in central London.


“You know something,” Myron said.


“I know lots of somethings.”


“You’re being coy. You’re never coy.”


“Sometimes I’m coy with the ladies,” Win said. Then: “No, wait, I mean coquettish.”


“Did you know Greg was alive?”


Win considered that. He spun toward the windows and looked out at his view. This too was something he almost never did. Then Win said, “A columbarium.”


“What now?”


“You told the agents that Greg Downing was in a mausoleum.”


“Right.”


“A mausoleum is designed to hold a corpse,” Win said. “A columbarium houses cremated remains.”


“I stand corrected. Thanks for the vocabulary seminar.”


Win spread his hands. “I give and I give.”


“You do. Your point is, Greg was cremated.”


“Correct.”


“And, what, that makes it easier to fake a death?”


“Let’s run the timeline, shall we?”


Myron nodded for Win to continue.


“Five years ago, Greg Downing was fired as head coach of the Milwaukee Bucks. At the time, Greg was immensely popular with a winning record for three different NBA franchises. It would be fair to say he was still very much in demand, correct?”


Myron nodded. “The Knicks and Heat both wanted to talk to him.”


“But instead of fielding those offers, Greg, who was still a young man—”


“Our age,” Myron added.


“Very young then.” Win gave a small smile. “He instead pled burnout and claimed that he wanted out of the rat race. Did you buy that?”


Myron shrugged. “I’ve seen it before.”


“Now who’s being coy?”


“It was out of character,” Myron conceded. “Greg had always been hypercompetitive.”


“Game knows game,” Win said.


“Meaning?”


“You were rivals for so long because you are both hypercompetitive. It led to great battles on the court. It led to great catastrophes off it.”


Myron had no reply to that one.


“Did you and Greg discuss his decision?” Win asked.


“No. You know this.”


“Just reviewing the facts. Greg simply took off. Ran away. Disappeared. He sent you an email.”


“Yes.”


“Do you remember what the email said?”


“I can find it if you want, but it just said something about needing a change in his life, looking to start his next chapter. He said he wanted to travel alone and find himself.”


“Find himself,” Win repeated with a disgusted shake of the head. “God, I hope he didn’t use that wording.”


“He did,” Myron said. “Anyway, he started off in a monastery in Laos.”


“And we know that how?”


“He told me.” Myron considered that. “Why would he lie?”


Win didn’t answer. “When did you next hear from Greg?”


“I don’t know. I figured he needed to recharge the battery. That he’d be back pretty soon. But a week became a month then two months. He texted every once in a while. He said he was in Laos, then Thailand or Nepal, I don’t remember exactly. Then…”


“Two years pass, and we get word he’s dead.”


“Yes,” Myron said. Then: “What aren’t you telling me, Win?”


Win again ignored the question. “How hard would it have been to fake his own death? Let’s say you are Greg. You write your own obituary and put it in a newspaper. You say you died of a heart attack. You ship ashes—they can be burnt anything, really—in an urn. There’s a memorial service. We go to it.” Win held his palms to the sky. “Voilà, you’re dead.”


Myron frowned. “And then what, you sneak back into the country and murder Cecelia Callister and her son?”


Win stared out the window some more. That was when Myron saw it.


“Greg would have needed money,” Myron said.


Win still stared.


“All those years away. No matter how frugal he was being. He would need to access his bank accounts. Did you meet with him?”


More staring.


“Win?”


“We have a dilemma.”


“That being?”


“Client confidentiality.”


“You’re not an attorney.”


“My word should mean nothing then?” Win turned away from the window. “If a client requests confidentiality, I should still speak freely?”


“No,” Myron said, searching for a way around the impasse, “but in the specific case of Greg Downing, I am his agent, his manager, and his lawyer. Whatever he told you can be shared with me.”


“Unless,” Win said, holding up a finger, “the client told me not to tell anyone, including and specifically you.”


Myron took a step back. “Wow.”


“Indeed.”


“Are you saying you knew Greg was alive?”


“I’m not saying anything of the sort.”


“I sense a ‘but.’”


“But if I were to review his financial decisions with this fresh perspective, I could perhaps conclude that this isn’t the total shock for me that it is for you.”


Win didn’t have to give the details—Myron got the gist.


“So hypothetically,” Myron said, “before Greg ran overseas to, uh, find himself, he may have made some money moves. Opened offshore accounts, transferred assets into less traceable instruments, that kind of thing.”


“If he did,” Win said, “that’s the kind of thing that would remain confidential.”


“So Greg planned this.”


“Perhaps.”


Silence.


Then Myron said, “Greg never fired us.”


Win closed his eyes.


“If he is alive, he’s still our client.”


Win rubbed the closed eyes.


“You know where I’m going with this?” Myron asked.


“It would be hard not to guess without some form of fresh brain trauma,” Win said. “You want to help him.”


“Want doesn’t matter,” Myron said. “If Greg’s alive, we are obligated to help him.”


“Is this the part where I say, ‘Even if he’s a murderer?’”


“And then I nod sagely and reply, ‘Even if.’ Or maybe ‘Let’s cross that bridge when we get to it.’”


“‘Even if’ is the less hackneyed line,” Win said with a sigh. “Do I need to remind you that this will open a lot of old emotional wounds for you?”


“Not really.”


“Or that you’re not good with handling old emotional wounds.”


“I’m aware.”


“Your destructive ex. Your career-ending injury. Your biological son.”


“I get it, Win.”


“No, my dear friend, you don’t. You never do.” Win sighed, shrugged, slapped his hands on the table. “Okay, fine, let’s do it. The Lone Ranger and Tonto ride again.”


“More like Batman and Robin.”


“Sherlock and Watson.”


“Green Hornet and Kato.”


“Starsky and Hutch.”


“Cagney and Lacey.”


“McMillan and Wife.”


“Scarecrow and Mrs. King.”


“Simon and Simon.”


“Turner and Hooch.”


Win gasped. “Don’t we wish?” Then he snapped his fingers. “Tango and Cash.”


“Ooo, good one.” Then: “Michael Knight and KITT.”


“KITT, the talking car?”


“Yes,” Myron said. “Plus, it has to be the Hoff playing Michael. None of these crappy reboots.”


“Michael and KITT,” Win repeated. “Which one of us is which?”


“Does it matter?”


“It does not,” Win said. “So first steps?”


“Follow the money trail from the offshore accounts.”


“Negative,” Win said.


“Why not?”


“We won’t be able to trace the money,” Win said. “I’m that good.”


“Then look at the Callister murders maybe.”


“On it already. And you? Where do you go?”


Myron thought about it. “To my destructive ex.”















CHAPTER THREE
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Emily Downing, the destructive ex, answered the door of her apartment on Fifth Avenue with a wide smile. “Well, well, well. If it isn’t the good one I let get away.”


“You use that line every time you see me.”


“It’s what always comes to mind. How long has it been, Myron?”


“Three years. Greg’s funeral.”


Emily knew that, of course. For a moment they just stood there and let the history wash over them. They didn’t try to stop it or pretend that it wasn’t happening. They’d met in the Perkins Library at Duke University the first month of their freshman year. Emily met Myron’s eye and gave him a crooked smile from across the study table. Boom, Myron was a goner. They were both eighteen, both away from home for the first time, both inexperienced in the ways that teenagers pretend they aren’t.


They fell in love.


Or at least, he did.


Standing in front of him now, all these years later, Emily said, “You don’t really think Greg’s alive, do you?”


“Do you?”


She gnawed on her lower lip, and boom again, Myron fell back to those cooling autumn nights in her dorm room, the lights low, the moon in the window over the quad. After almost four years of college dating, Myron broached the subject of marriage toward the end of their senior year.


Emily’s response?


She took Myron’s hands in hers, looked him straight in the eye, and said, “I’m not sure I love you.”


Yet another boom. A very different kind of boom.


“Greg alive,” Emily said in amazement. A strand of hair fell across her eye. Myron almost reached out and pushed it away. “It’s too weird.”


“You think?”


She gave him the crooked smile again. No boom this time. Barely a nostalgic pang. “Still a sarcastic wiseass.”


“I gotta be me.”


“Don’t I know it. But all of it was weird. Starting with you taking on Greg as a client.”


“Greg was a solid source of income.”


“More sarcasm?”


“No.”


“I never understood it,” Emily said. “Why did you work with him? And don’t tell me it was just about money.”


Myron decided to go with the truth. “Greg had hurt me. I had hurt him.”


“So you two were even?”


“Let’s just say we both wanted to move past it.”


“Greg liked you, Myron.”


He said nothing.


“It’s why I asked you to give the eulogy. I think it’s what Greg would have wanted.”


Myron and Greg’s basketball rivalry started in sixth grade, moved to AAU when they were thirteen, then high school, then the ACC where Myron’s Duke battled Greg’s UNC. There were rumors of bad blood between the two superstars, but that was just hyperbole. On the court, they both battled with the type of zeal only the hypercompetitive could comprehend. Off the court, they barely knew each other.


Until Emily.


“Did you tell”—Myron took a deep breath—“Jeremy?”


Just saying the name hushed the room.


“I mean about Greg being alive—”


“Don’t,” she said.


“Don’t what?”


“Jeremy’s still stationed overseas.”


“I know that.”


“There’s no reason to tell him.”


“You don’t think he has the right to know that…”—Myron didn’t know what term to use so he used the one that Jeremy would have—“… that his father may still be alive?”


“Jeremy’s work is dangerous. He needs to focus. It can wait until we know for certain.”


Fair point. And really, it wasn’t Myron’s business. Jeremy had made that clear. This was a distraction and not a good one. Myron kept making the mistake of veering off track. Win had warned him. There was too much history here.


“By the way,” Emily continued, knocking him back to the present, “I didn’t tell the cops this, but Greg knew Cecelia Callister.”


That made Myron pull up. “Wait, what?”


“Not well. He probably met Cecelia two, maybe three times. Back in the day, we used to hang out. Cecelia and I, I mean. We were friends when we summered out in the Hamptons right after we both got married. I know we went out once as couples—me and Greg, Cecelia and her first husband, a nice guy named Ben Staples. Or maybe Ben was her second. I can’t remember. Anyway, it was a million years ago.”


Myron tried to take this in and see what it meant. “Could they have been more?”


“You mean like lovers?”


“Like anything.”


“Greg and Cecelia,” Emily mused. “Who knows?”


Myron tried another avenue. “When was the last time you heard from Greg?”


“When he ran off for Cambodia or wherever.”


“Laos. That was five years ago.”


“Something like that.”


“And not a word after that?”


“No,” she said softly. “Not a word.”


He couldn’t tell whether that bothered her or not.


“Look, Myron, Greg and I… it was a strange relationship. We got divorced years ago after, well”—she gestured with her hand in Myron’s direction—“you know.”


He did.


“But Jeremy was still a sick kid, even after the transplant, and whatever issues Greg had… has?… damn, which is it? Whichever, he loved that boy, even after…”


And there it was.


After Myron’s clumsy senior-year proposal, Emily dumped Myron for, you guessed it, Greg Downing. To raise the heartache to the tenth power, she and Greg fell so hard for one another that they got engaged four months later.


That was where it got messy.


Put simply, the night before the wedding, Emily asked Myron to come over. He went. They had sex. The result—though Myron wouldn’t know this until some fourteen years later—was a son, Jeremy, who Greg unwittingly raised as his own.


Yep, a mess.


Myron had always blamed Emily. Just as he had started to move on from the pain of losing her, she had been the one to call him that night. She had provided and encouraged the alcohol and made the first move. She had a plan of sorts, destructive as all get-out, and he was just a pawn in it. That was what he’d spent years telling himself. But now, with more distance and objective hindsight, Myron realized that his thinking was old-fashioned. He’d wanted to paint himself the good guy and ultimately the victim. Classic self-rationalization.


Man can justify anything if he puts his mind to it.


“Myron?”


It was Emily. Present-Day Emily. Boy, Win had warned him about letting old trauma back into his life, hadn’t he?


“So you two divorced,” Myron said, pushing away the past. “But then years later, you got back together, right? You even got remarried.”


Emily didn’t reply.


“And then, what, Greg just up and ran overseas without explanation?”


“There’s more to it.”


“I’m all ears, Emily.”


She did the lip gnaw again. “I didn’t tell the police this. Just so we are clear. I wasn’t trying to hide anything. It’s not their business. None of this is.”


“Okay.”


“It’s not your business either.”


“Okay.”


“Greg and I had an arrangement.”


Myron waited for her to say more. When she didn’t, he asked, “What kind of arrangement?”


“A transactional one.”


Most arrangements are, Myron knew, but instead of raising that, he went again with: “Okay.”


“Greg was rich.”


“Right.”


“You know this better than anyone.”


“Okay.”


“Stop saying okay,” she snapped. “Anyway, he promised to take care of me.”


“Financially?” Myron asked.


“Yes. It’s how I can afford to live here. Greg set up a generous trust for me. For Jeremy too, of course. Win helped him set all that up.”


“Seems normal,” Myron said.


“It wasn’t. I mean, our relationship…” Emily stopped.


“Are you saying you weren’t really married?”


“Yes. Well, no. We were legally married. But I mean, what is marriage anyway? Greg spent his life on the road with basketball. That’s always been the case. During the off-season, he mostly hung out in South Beach. He only stayed with me when he visited New York, which was, I don’t know, maybe a month, six weeks every year.”


“And when he did stay, did you two—”


Myron motioned coming together with his hands, accordion style, wondering why he would ask a question like this in the first place. Did it matter?


“We had separate bedrooms,” Emily said, “though we sometimes hooked up. You know how it is. We’d go to a fancy dinner party or charity ball. We’re all dressed up, we’d have a bit to drink, we’d come home, we’d remember what it used to be like and it’s late and it’s too hard to find someone else…”


She met Myron’s eye. Myron said, “Got it. Go on.”


“What else is there?”


“For one thing, why did you want this arrangement?”


“I wanted financial stability.”


“And what about Greg?”


Emily turned away from him and headed toward a glass bar cart. “Drink?”


“No, thank you.” They were getting to the heart of it now. “Whose idea was this arrangement?”


“Greg’s,” she said, reaching for a glass with one hand and a bottle of Asbury Park gin. “This part is a little harder to explain.”


“Take your time.”


“I’m also not sure it’s relevant.”


“Your ‘dead’ husband is being accused of double murder,” Myron said. “It’s relevant. Why the arrangement, Emily?”


She stared at the bottle, but she didn’t pour. “At first, I wasn’t sure myself. Greg and I still had Jeremy in common. Even after he grew up and joined the military. Jeremy is so strong and brave and heroic and all that, but he’s also… there’s something fragile about our son.” She turned and stared up at Myron. Our son. That’s what she said. Our son. And there were two ways to hear that. Emily started pouring. “Really, Greg and I had no real interest in one another. We were long, long over. But once his anger dissipated, you know from what we did to him…”


Myron felt the squeeze in his chest.


“… there was something else there. I don’t know what you’d call it. Friendship isn’t really accurate. He and I didn’t talk much or have a lot in common. But we had trust. And a bond.”


She took a sip. Myron finished the thought for her. “Jeremy.”


“Yeah, I guess. Whatever, I’m not telling this right. But one day Greg came to me and said that he wanted us to get remarried. He offered up a generous financial package. I took it.”


“And he never explained why?”


“He said something about appearances. He wanted to look committed to one woman and that it would be good for Jeremy.”


Myron mulled that over. “Did that make sense to you?”


“No. I figured that Greg had gotten himself in trouble.”


“What kind of trouble?”


“The kind of trouble where it would look good to be married and have a family. I don’t know exactly what, but Greg didn’t have great impulse control. I thought maybe he’d met an underage girl in some club. Or maybe he screwed someone’s wife again. Yeah, ironic, right? Greg was into that. Sleeping with married women. Lot of them. I told my shrink about it. He’s sure that Greg’s trauma was a byproduct of what we did to him.”


Myron stayed quiet.


“No reply?” she asked.


“No,” Myron said. “None.”


“Anyway, Greg just said he needed to be married. We would go to events together, play the part of the happy couple for the media, the great redemption story, and in exchange he would set up the trusts. I liked that for a lot of reasons. The money obviously. But socially too. Friends don’t invite you places when you’re single. Especially me. You once told me I gave off a sex vibe.”


“Emily, I was young and—”


“Oh, I’m not offended. Jesus. Everyone gets so weird about everything nowadays. I do give off that vibe. I always have. I know it. Anyway, married couples—well, the wives anyway—they don’t want that vibe around their husbands. Not when you’re a single woman, even though, ugh, zero interest on my part. Anyway, it worked. Greg and I Part Two. He did his thing, I did mine.”


Emily’s eyes were everywhere but on his. That wasn’t like her. Myron said, “You’re not telling me something.”


“I’m working up to it. It was Greg’s private business. I’m not in the mood to drag it out in the open.”


“It’s not ‘in the open.’ You’re only telling me.”


“That doesn’t make it better. You know that, right? But if Greg’s dead, what does it matter now? And if he’s not dead, if he’s somehow alive…” Emily chewed that over for a bit. Myron gave her space. “Let me show you something.”


Emily took out her mobile phone, her fingers dancing across the screen.


“As Greg got older, he got weirder. I don’t know how else to put it. More reclusive. More online.”


“Greg?”


“Yeah, I know. Doesn’t sound like him, does it? Anyway, so one day he leaves his phone out on the kitchen counter. He’d been on it nonstop the whole morning and I knew his passcode—he always used the same one for everything. So you can guess what I did.”


“Invaded his privacy.”


“Exactly. Anyway, I find he’s got Instagram. This is so foreign to me. Greg. Can you imagine? Greg has an Instagram account.”


“We set it up for him,” Myron said. “It helps with endorsement and branding.”


“No, not that one. I know about the public one. He never goes on that. Esperanza handles that for you, doesn’t she?”


Myron said nothing.


“This is another account. Greg had it under a pseudonym. Here. Take a look.”


Emily didn’t hand him the phone, so Myron went behind her and looked over her shoulder. Strange how the senses remember better than we do, especially smell. He wondered whether she still used the same shampoo, because for a moment he was back in her freshman dorm, her toweling off after a shower, wearing the raggedy old robe he’d brought from home. It didn’t mean anything. It wasn’t as though he wanted to act on it. But it was there and inescapable.


The Instagram profile picture had a University of North Carolina tar heel logo. Greg’s alma mater. The account’s name was UNCHoopsterFan7. UNCHoopsterFan7 followed 390 people—and was followed by twelve.


“It’s probably a sock puppet account,” Myron said.


“What’s that mean?”


“A sort of pseudonym. People pretending they’re someone else. Sometimes they do it for marketing. Like they’ll be the owner of a restaurant and pretend they’re a customer and rave about it. Or political numbnuts who will post ‘Oh I’m super independent’ and then they’ll defend whatever malfeasance their particular candidate is into.”


“That’s not what this account is. Greg never posted or commented.”


“Okay. So maybe it’s just a way to look at other accounts and not have anyone know.”


“He was direct messaging with someone, Myron.”


Emily tapped with her thumb and brought up an account for a very toned, very muscled, very oiled-up male “Public Figure” and “Fitness Model” named Bo Storm.


Myron’s eyes narrowed.


Bo Storm had six thousand followers and followed nine hundred people. Emily glanced at Myron over her shoulder. She wanted to see his reaction. Bo was shirtless in nearly every post in what they used to call beefcake poses. He had a rippling six-pack and the kind of smooth skin that can only come from a serious waxing regimen. His face stubble had been carefully cultivated. His hair was long and frosted. In the top pinned photo, Bo Storm was dancing on what looked to be a nightclub stage in only a thong.


His profile quote read: “Living the rainbow dream in Vegas. Guys, sign up for my OnlyFans account to see more.”


Myron had no idea what to make of this.


“How old do you think he is?” Emily asked.


“Twenty-five-ish?”


“Yeah. A lot younger than Greg.”


Myron nodded, trying to sort through where Emily was going with this. “So this Bo and Greg were messaging?”


“Yes.”


“Did you read the messages?”


“Greg came back into the room, but I saw enough. Heart emojis. Future plans. Intimate stuff.”


Myron said nothing.


Emily asked, “Are you surprised?”


“Who cares if I am?”


“I guess it shouldn’t matter, should it? I mean, I get it. Or I try to get it. It’s a new world, and our generation is still trying to figure it all out. And maybe Greg’s constant womanizing was some kind of compensation or outlet or maybe he’s bi or pan or omni or I don’t know. I really don’t.”


“It doesn’t matter,” Myron said.


“Yeah, we can both keep saying that, but it’s still a shock, right?”


Myron said nothing.


“And you’re right. It doesn’t matter. Not in that way. But here’s where it gets weirder. Look at the last date this boy—I know this Bo Storm’s not a boy, but my God, he’s so young—look at the last day he posted.”


Myron took the phone from her now and scrolled. The most recent photo was Bo standing on a beach wearing tight bathing trunks and a black tuxedo jacket with no shirt under it. The caption read “Beach Formal for Larry and Craig’s Wedding,” followed by various emojis of hearts and flames and rainbows.


Myron looked at the date. “He hasn’t posted in five years.”


“He stopped two weeks before Greg ran off for Asia. And look before that. This Bo guy never went more than two or three days without posting. So, I mean, put it together. Greg is flirting with this young hot guy on Instagram. Suddenly Greg decides to run off. The hot young guy stops posting. So you tell me.”


The implication seemed obvious.


“After you read the messages,” Myron began, “did you confront Greg?”


“No. At the time… How to put this? I was surprised, sure. And part of me was devastated. But part of me… I loved Greg. I really did. But imagine how hard his life must have been, Myron—hiding who he really was so he could keep his life in sports.”


“It’s 2024,” Myron said.


“Seriously? Tell me—how many male coaches in pro sports have come out?”


Myron nodded. “Fair point. So you figured Greg ran off with this Bo guy?”


“What else would you conclude under the circumstances? Did you really buy the whole monastery-in-Laos stuff?”


“I guess not.”


“And in a way, I was happy for him. Greg was never at peace. Not his entire life. There was something always roiling inside of him. I lived with him and knew him better than anyone and yet I always felt that distance. So I let it go. I had the money. I had the perks of marriage, and I was already used to not having him around. It was all okay. Until he died. Jeremy was crushed.”


Myron remembered. That had been the last time Myron had seen his biological son—at Greg’s funeral crying over the death of his “real” father.


“We’re still missing big pieces,” Myron said.


“I know.”


“Let’s say Greg was attracted to Bo. Let’s say the two of them ran off together. How do we go from that to Greg, what, faking his own death?”


“I don’t know.”


“And then, what, he waited a few years and murdered Cecelia Callister and her son?”


“Well,” Emily said, “Cecelia was what I thought was his type—beautiful and married. But I don’t know what to think anymore. Was Greg gay? Was he into married women? Both? Neither? And now the FBI think he’s alive and murdered two people. I can’t see it, but people are full of secrets, Myron. You know that.”
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