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PRAISE FOR SCORES


“A fascinating, funny, and, at times, frightening tale of strippers, money, and the mob by one of the FBI’s most unlikely informants ever!”


— Anderson Cooper


“Scores is a compelling true crime book that takes readers on a wild ride. This book has it all—mobsters, strippers, extortion, G-men, and one unlikely FBI informant. Michael Blutrich has told a riveting tale that will keep readers entertained and enthralled.”


— Miles Corwin, author of Homicide Special


“In Scores, we finally have the definitive insider memoir of the club that changed New York City nightlife forever. The book is a blockbuster ride revealing secrets held close since the 1990s.”


— Harvey Osher, Scores Owner, 1998–2008


“Michael’s story is a riveting window into the secret world of FBI undercover cooperation by a prominent NYC lawyer against the Mafia. As Michael’s lawyer, I was present for many of the events he describes, and, unbelievable as it may seem, his story is true. His case is like no other I’ve encountered in my 40-year career, and his book will become an instant classic. Even knowing how it would end, I couldn’t put the book down until the final page.”


— Morris “Sandy” Weinberg, Jr., partner, Zuckerman Spaeder LLP, Tampa,
FL, former AUSA in the Southern District of New York, chair-elect of
the ABA Criminal Justice Section


“Michael Blutrich, a smart lawyer from Brooklyn, was feeling pretty good when his new Upper East Side strip club became a must-visit destination for everyone from Leonardo DiCaprio to Donald Trump. Then Blutrich found out he had partners he hadn’t known about: John Gotti’s crime family. An irrepressible wiseacre, Blutrich’s first thought was that he’d seen nothing about that in the lease. Then a couple of hoods whacked two employees and things got very real, very fast. Soon, Blutrich became the least likely undercover agent the FBI ever had, wearing a wire against Gotham’s biggest gangsters. But he kept his eyes open and his sense of humor and the result is this great read.”


— Tom Robbins, investigative reporter and coauthor of Mob Boss
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For my family, who in the darkest of life’s times taught me the meaning of
unqualified loyalty, unshakable faith, and selfless dedication.


For my dear and true old friends, who never withdrew their love, confidence,
or support, even when my own dreams had fled and my hope deserted me.


For the special old friends who welcomed me back into their hearts and lives,
and patiently helped me to rediscover a place in a new world. And for the
amazing new friends who accepted and healed a bruised and battered spirit.


I have finally learned that a loving family and true friends are the only
requirements for a life worth living. With this revelation, coming late in my life,
I view myself as the luckiest man in the world.
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PROLOGUE
Murders That Shocked the Big Apple


Scores. The first and most notorious upscale gentlemen’s club in New York City. After opening to the derision of its neighborhood residents on Manhattan’s fashionable Upper East Side on Halloween night 1991, Scores grew into an unrelenting cauldron of celebrity, publicity, controversy, and profitability.


Unlike any New York club before it, except perhaps Studio 54, Scores’ regular patrons included film and television superstars, sports figures, major recording artists, fashion models, comedians, politicians, billionaire businesspersons, infamous mafiosos, and every horny New Yorker or tourist with cash or plastic assets. In a city that reveled in its secret adoration of celebrities, Scores was the singular stop where stargazing was matter-of-fact.


The first club of its kind to feature topless lap dancing, Scores attracted the fierce and perverse loyalty of the self-proclaimed “King of All Media,” Howard Stern. Tales of Stern’s star-studded parties at the club, replete with lurid lesbian exhibitions, were described daily and in excruciating detail on his radio and television programs; Stern’s personal endorsement served to vault Scores’ reputation into the national and international arenas. The club further attracted the unsolicited and costly “protection” of the Gambino crime family, which, over the years, seasoned its financial demands with every possible form of extortion, threatening beatings, arson, bombings, and even murder.




My name is Michael Blutrich, and I am the club’s founding owner. It’s very nice to meet you. I will be your guide through this tale: a gay lawyer who found himself owning the most successful den of heterosexuality in the history of the western world. It is a tale of laughter and tears, luck and betrayal—and the beginning of the end of my lifetime of successes began at the club on one warm night in June 1996.
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JUNE 22, 1996, SCORES, 4 AM


Scores was closed, the staff winding down from a typical Friday. Business had boomed and Willie Marshall, one of the club’s assigned mafia representatives, had acted as the evening’s manager. The stale stench of drying beer curdled the air, and ugly carpet stains were visible in the now brazenly overlit premises. Most of the club’s principals and senior executives were already with me in Atlantic City for a pay-per-view HBO boxing match between Macho Camacho and Roberto Durán, which I was co-promoting with Donald Trump at Trump’s Taj Mahal casino and arena.


Proving the adage, “while the cat’s away, the mice will play,” the absence of the club’s experienced supervisors had resulted in Simon and Victor Dedaj, a pair of Albanian brothers, being accorded unusual freedom to roam around. They were acquaintances of Marshall, and were known for causing serious problems whenever they partied at the club. In the past, Simon and Victor had fired handguns into the club’s floor during arguments, stolen tips from bartending staff, touched dancers inappropriately, and refused to pay for drinks and food. Marshall had been under strict directive to issue this duo a lifetime ban from the club and, at the very least, should have placed an immediate tight leash on them, but it was probably easier and less confrontational at that late hour to just let them alone and hope for the best.


One of the club’s most popular waiters, Jon Segal, a handsome and athletic college student, was packing up for the night when he began an innocent discussion with Simon about collegiate wrestling. When Jon mentioned he’d competed at school and won countless awards, Simon scoffed and grabbed the unsuspecting young man, quickly applying a dangerous choke hold.


Alarmed, the bar manager, Laurie, tried to diffuse the situation with humor. “Come on, Simon,” she said, “you got your hands all over that gorgeous guy. People are gonna think it’s like a fag thing.”




As Jon desperately struggled, his complexion began to turn a mottled blue. Laurie, now almost hysterical, screamed, “Simon, are you fucking crazy? Let him go, you’re killing him!”


Simon tossed Jon to the floor, and walked menacingly toward Laurie. Marshall positioned himself protectively between the two.


“Your girlfriend is a bitch! No one calls me a fag or crazy!” Simon screamed at Marshall, literally frothing at the mouth.


“Simon, calm down, you might’ve killed him. She saved us all from a big problem.”


As the confrontation settled, Segal rose from the carpet and began walking toward Marshall. In the same instant, Michael Greco, a new bouncer and one I’d never met, followed Segal toward the bar.


Marshall attempted to further calm things by separating everyone. “Jon, hit the vestibule, I’ll meet you there in a couple minutes.” Segal immediately changed direction, and Greco diverted to the far end of the bar.


Simon continued staring down Marshall, and Marshall walked to the end of the bar near Greco, away from Laurie. “Keep talking to me like that, Willie,” Simon said, “and I promise I’ll kill you or someone else here tonight!”


“You’re not gonna kill anyone, Simon.”


Just then, Simon’s brother Victor approached. The two brothers whispered in Albanian, and Marshall had the sinking feeling he was losing control.


When the whispering between the brothers stopped, Simon brandished a gun and, without warning or provocation, shot Greco between the eyes. The bouncer silently crumpled to the floor and never stirred.


As Greco fell, the brothers ran down the nearby stairs toward the entrance to the street. Segal was in the vestibule and, without missing a step, Simon raised his gun and shot the young man four times in the chest. Victor laughed as he pulled a knife from his waistband and stabbed Jon repeatedly.


And then the perpetrators were gone. The club was silent, only the acrid smell of gunpowder left to hang in the air. It was over in a matter of seconds. Stunned and in shock, Willie picked up a phone and called Andrew Pearlstein, one of my partners.













PART ONE
Please Stop Bugging Me!













CHAPTER ONE
Coping with Murder


JUNE 22, 1996, 5:30 AM—ATLANTIC CITY, NEW JERSEY
LEONARDO da VINCI PENTHOUSE SUITE, TAJ MAHAL
HOTEL AND CASINO


Deep in sleep, I was abruptly driven to conscious clarity when an unexpected ringing erupted. I grabbed at the delicate Victorian telephone on the nearby nightstand, and roared into its receiver, “Why are you calling me? I blocked this phone until 8 AM!”


“Our apologies,” the hotel operator replied in sugarcoated tones. “Is this Mr. Blutrich? Because I have an emergency call for him from Andrew Pearlstein. Will you accept?”


“Yes I will, sorry. Please put him through.”


“Michael. It’s me. Just got home.”


“I take it this is not good news.”


“Nope. Willie Marshall ran the place tonight. Seems two of those Albanian lunatics got drunk, pulled a gun over something stupid, and murdered two of our people.”


As the information registered, I realized I was now standing, with no memory of getting out of bed. “Who was killed?”




“Jon Segal, the waiter, and a bouncer who started tonight. Their bodies were still in the club when I got there, as were tons of police. I had to step over puddles of blood . . .”


Andrew continued to describe the scene, but I was no longer listening. Jon was my friend; we’d recently shared dinner at Japonica on University Avenue. The amazingly handsome kid had just done a television commercial for Abflex, and now Andrew was stepping in his blood?


I realized there was silence in the earpiece. “Are you OK?” I asked.


“Yeah, shaken but fine. I haven’t slept. I have a lot more damage control to do. The press is out in force; they were actually climbing the Fifty-Ninth Street Bridge to get pictures of the victims . . . ”


I interrupted him, desperately turning my brain to business mode in the hope of calming down. “Listen Andrew. The cops are gonna want to putz around in the club forever with crime scene shit. Do whatever it takes, call who you need to call, but get them out. We have to open tonight or we may never open again.”


“I’ll go back to the club. The radio and cable news are continuously playing the story. They announced one dead and one in surgery, but he’s not making it either.”


I sat down on the bed and put a pillow in my lap. “I hear you. We need to get word out that we will be open tonight, and get our PR staff massaging the media.”


“OK,” Andrew answered. “Do we want to brief Howard Stern’s people? Get them to downplay it on the air?”


“I just don’t know yet, Andrew; we’ll play it by ear.”


“Whatever you say. Anyway, go back to bed. I’ll be there for the fight. Save me some extra ringside seats.”


“Yeah, you’re dreaming. I just had to ‘create’ two seats with folding chairs for a high roller from TropWorld. Bring opera glasses.”
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“Go back to bed. Who is he kidding?” I said to myself after I hung up.


I drew a rattled breath. Dismayed and unraveling, I wandered from the master bedroom into the suite’s massive living room. My mind was exploding in eerie contrast to the dark and silent world peeking through the hotel windows. Not a hint of breaking sunlight, I poured myself the remainder of



a leftover bottle of Perrier sitting atop a piano and walked past the butler’s station toward a row of bedrooms.


My two guests from Montreal were soundly asleep, one of the men snoring laboriously. I really wanted to wake them; I needed some physical comfort. But, I silently mused, my broken French probably wasn’t adequate to make them understand either what had happened or what might lie ahead. I considered that it might be prudent to find them other accommodations in case the day became hairy with press or police. Leaning my head against the nearest wall, and pondering for the millionth time the endless ironies and secrets of my existence, I wearily mumbled softly, “You know what, fuck it.”


I walked back to the main sitting area and struggled for something—anything—to occupy my thoughts. I needed to retreat to a comfortable place in my mind.


“Goddamn Willie,” I shouted at the indifferent ceiling. “You swore there’d be no more crazy mafiosos allowed in the club. So much for mob protection.”


I plopped myself onto a large sectional couch and sank deeply into its folds. I started to feel drowsy and my thoughts turned to the very first time I was personally confronted with a potentially violent and threatening situation, at a most tender age.
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It was sixth grade, at PS 209 in South Brooklyn. Our teacher was enthusiastically showing slides of her recent vacation to Italy. The few Italian kids in the class—the school had a 97 percent Jewish student body—were gloating over all the unusual attention being heaped on their ancestral land. In reaction, I unthinkingly started cracking a few jokes about the naked statues on the slides, and one of the Italian bullies, Nicholas Spano, got all bent out of shape by this perceived offense to all of Italy emanating from one small Jewish kid. In a show of Brooklyn bravado learned from the generations preceding him, Nick vowed in front of the entire class to pummel me into snot after school.


I was terrified. Nobody ever taught me how to fight. My parents thought playing the accordion was macho. I slept in a tiny room with my Aunt Edythe and my aging goldfish. Physical confrontation was the stuff of movies, not real life at PS 209. But I was in trouble. I’d been called out—even the words gave me an exhilarating chill—and not by some soft, nearsighted Hebrew



scholar angered over a Torah interpretation. This was to be a fight to the death with Italian Nick, a boy who probably had pubic hair.


What to do? In an unmitigated panic, I requested a sit-down with Lora Nuzzo, indisputably the toughest girl in the world. I knew she liked me, something in her Amazon-like smiles told me so, and I shared with her the reason for my impending, pre–Bar Mitzvah doom.


I watched her ponder the situation before stridently declaring, “You know what, you and me, we leave school together today.” I thought about it for a moment, solely for dramatic effect, and moved my head slowly up and down with reverent vigor. I knew my problem had just been solved; Nick Spano, on the other hand, was happily ignorant of his impending crisis.


As the day’s closing bell sounded, I was absolutely prepared. If the theme to Rocky had yet been written, I would’ve insisted it be played. And with the stone faces of seasoned warriors, Lora and I descended the main school stairway. Halfway down, I spied Nick waiting below with a malevolent grin, surrounded by a crowd of blood-crazed spectators. There were shades of Spartacus running through my brain; only it was supposed to be a Christian fed to the lions—not the Jewish kid.


Suddenly Spano made his move to confront me and, with the grace of a gazelle, my angel stepped between us and said in full New York accent, “Hey Nick, tough guy. You wanna fight this little kid here? Maybe you wanna fight me instead, huh?”


Nick’s face was transformed into a mask of horror. And even I grew queasy as we all witnessed Lora Nuzzo beating the living shit out of Nicholas Spano—around and around the school yard fence they go. Nick was bleeding and crying and begging, and I was loving every minute of it. After all, I was winning my very first fight. Finally, and with gracious mercy, we let Nick run home to mommy.


The next day, I arrived at school to find a pink note resting neatly in the middle of my desk. The pit of my stomach already knew what was in it, but I opened it anyway. It was from Lora, and the tiny hairs on the back of my neck stood up as I read her words, “I love you. How do you feel about me?”


Talk about going from the frying pan to the fire. I probably neglected to mention Lora was not one of the brightest blooms of femininity ever created. She actually had to lift her nose to stuff food into her face. But I knew what I had to do—look what she did to Nick, and he hadn’t toyed with her tender



heart—so I quickly scrawled “I love you too” on the bottom of the note before sending it back to its maker.


Not to worry though. Luck was with me and we never married, never even dated. The very next day, a sad and apologetic Lora told me her father had nixed our budding union. Her exact words, delivered without a hint of potential offense, were, “My father says I can’t date no Jesus-killing fucking Jew bastard.” Who says anti-Semitism is always a bad thing? In any event, Lora and I returned to our usual roles of respectful boy and female ogre, and Nick Spano continued to flinch every time I looked at him.


I never had another fight after that, and I believe it’s probably a matter of projected aura. But sometimes I like to think that maybe, just maybe, it’s my reputation from my first fight preceding me.













CHAPTER TWO
Taking Control and Promoting the HBO Fight


JUNE 22, 1996, 9:30 AM


For the second time that morning, a ringing telephone jolted me into the real world.


The voice of Mark Yackow, one of the Scores partners, boomed through the receiver. “Have you seen the local morning paper?”


“I don’t need the paper. Andrew called me early this morning with details.”


“How the fuck would Andrew know about Roberto Durán’s interview?” Realizing Yackow and I were on different pages, I took a breath. “What are you talking about?”


“What are you talking about?”


“We had a shooting at the club last night. Two of our guys are dead including Jon Segal. I don’t know any other specifics; Andrew is trying to sort things out.”


“Oh my God,” Mark stammered. “I can’t believe it.”


“Me neither. But what are you calling about?”


“What?”


“Come on, Mark, you just said something about the morning paper.”




“Oh, right. It just doesn’t seem very important now. The lead story is that Durán is accusing us of breaching his contract for tonight’s bout with Camacho. It’s just stupidity.”


I laughed. “It’s beyond stupid and total bullshit. I’ll go read it, and why don’t you call home and find out the latest there? Please call me when you know more.”


“You got it. I’ll do it right now.”
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I hung up the phone and went straight to the suite’s front door. Opening it, I recovered the morning paper from the doorstep. The headline piece was a lengthy story about Durán’s claims that his contract had been breached as to rooms and food. The story actually made it sound as if Durán and his family were being starved and housed in an overcrowded slum.


Hearing it from Mark, it had been amusing; seeing it as a front-page newspaper story was less entertaining. I snapped, grabbed the nearest phone, and dialed Durán’s room.


When a child answered, I asked to speak to Roberto. Several minutes went by until he finally came to the phone.


“Roberto. It’s Blutrich. I just read the piece in the paper. Have you lost your mind? You’ve received everything you’re entitled to under your contract—more. And as to food, after luckily squeaking through that official weigh-in yesterday, you ate so many hot dogs, I thought your fight strategy was now to fart Macho into submission! How dare you?”


“Miguel, yo no entiendo lo que dices. Por qué estas molesto?”


“Roberto. Don’t start that Spanish crap with me. You understand every word I’m saying. Did someone tell you to say this nonsense? Was this a publicity stunt?”


“Espera, voy a poner alguien que habla mejor Inglés.”


“No, Roberto. Stay on the phone. Roberto. Roberto.”


The phone remained silent for a pregnant pause. Finally, a timid voice said, “Miguel. Roberto say he doesn’t know why you are angry with him.”


I pulled the receiver from my ear and shook my head. “OK. Just tell him I will come to the suite later. By the way, do you need me to bring food, blankets, and medical supplies, or are you doing all right with the unlimited room service?”










JUNE 22, 1996, 9 PM


Despite the incomprehensible events happening at Scores, I still had a fight to promote. As was the custom, I spent fight night fielding complaints about seat locations and rooms from friends and clients. I lost my own seat when I arrived to find Governor Christie Whitman of New Jersey parked on it. Trump arrived with Marla Maples plus entourage and secured his assigned front row of prime seats on the opposite side of the ring from my people.


Mike Tyson slayer, Buster Douglas, back from retirement, had beefed up public interest in a main event of aging champions past their primes, and fought an impressive match, knocking out his opponent. Camacho won a unanimous and obvious decision over Durán—probably the result of poor room conditions for Roberto’s family. Plainly, the spark was gone for Durán, the former “Hands of Stone,” and he was now just sadly fighting to satisfy old tax bills.


Happily, more than anticipated numbers of cable viewers bought the fight from HBO-TVKO, Trump’s arena had sold out, and my boxing company’s future was never brighter.
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Unknown to me, as I was packing my bags the following morning for the return to the city, Jack Karst and Bill Ready, two special agents of the FBI assigned to an Organized Crime Task Force investigating the Gambino crime family, were also packing their gear, in one of the smallest—and definitely the cheapest—rooms at the Taj. The accommodation was a far cry from the opulence of the Leonardo da Vinci Suite on the penthouse floor.


“Blutrich didn’t look too happy last night,” Karst mused.


“True,” Ready replied, “and we didn’t get much.”


“I know. But it’s just the beginning. And we just keep fishing.”
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Andrew and I flew back to the city by helicopter. By the time we landed, the police had already identified the perpetrators of the double homicide, and the Albanians were reportedly on the run. Pearlstein scheduled meetings with Marshall to talk things out with the mafia contingent, and a slew of calls from investigating police detectives were awaiting responses.


In the next month, revenues at Scores spiked by an unprecedented 30 percent. After a few well-placed calls to politicians in Albany, the State Liquor Authority never contacted us.













CHAPTER THREE
Scores-Style Softball


FIVE DAYS LATER: JUNE 27, 1996—NEW YORK CITY


Central Park was nothing less than spectacular as the summer day stretched toward its close. The air was refreshingly clean and crisp, and a strong breeze contained none of the agonizing humidity that would plague New York City in July and August.


Public shock over the lurid double homicide finally began to ebb, even as the local press continued to focus on the ongoing manhunt for the accused killers. For the owners of Scores, the decision to immediately cooperate with police had kept the club out of harm’s way. Employee eyewitnesses had been cajoled into furnishing investigators with details of the gruesome crime, and their cooperation had apparently satisfied police as to the club’s lack of culpability.


Despite the enormity of the crime and its crushing impact on every person affiliated with the club, there was nothing to be done except grieve and offer condolences. And it was Thursday—Scores’ day to compete in the city’s slow-pitch softball league, a reminder that life somehow goes on.
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When I arrived at the designated softball diamond in Central Park, the scene was practiced chaos. Hundreds of fans had taken their places in the stands and in an adjacent copse. Hot dog and pretzel vendors were maneuvering umbrella carts into position to accommodate sales, and players for both teams were tossing balls, stretching, and otherwise preparing themselves for combat. Scores’ cheerleaders, who otherwise plied their trade as topless dancers at the club, were busy posing for pictures with admiring fans, as clusters of police mingled and laughed loudly amidst the amiable throng. An unmistakable aroma of illegal herbs permeated the outdoor arena as the contest drew closer to the opening pitch.


Today’s lineup included yours truly as pitcher and Pearlstein as catcher. Scores’ house mom, Camille, would be at her usual shortstop position and, as the team’s leading hitter and captain, would bat cleanup. The Penthouse “Pet of the Quarter Century” and longtime club dancer, Tamara Seely, was assigned chores at second base.


To the team’s chagrin, this week’s opposing squad was composed of officers from one of the city’s large commercial banks. They were supercilious assholes who had voiced pointed disdain at Scores’ well-known on-field antics, which they viewed as “unbecoming” to a serious softball league. This would surely prove fun.


The lone umpire called the team’s representatives to the mound for the usual boring recitation of rules. Three players answered the call from the bank, each decked out in professional uniforms with numbers and names sewn along the back of their jerseys. Our squad made quite the dashing comparison. At 5’8”, 190 pounds (with about ninety of those pounds located in my breadbasket), and wearing a pair of old jeans, yellow sweatshirt, and sneakers, I looked more like a lost spectator in search of a pretzel than a player. Flanking my right was a recent Playboy centerfold model wearing a cutoff yellow halter top, draping her arm around an obviously contented Yackow, and to my left were two dancer-cheerleaders sporting skimpy T-shirts.


Our opponents went on immediate attack. “Listen, ump. We’re not gonna put up with this team’s legendary crap. If they can’t be serious, let them forfeit. No bullshit, we’re playing for a playoff berth. Oh yeah, and you all know what I mean, absolutely no tits!”


The umpire looked at me. “What’s he talking about?”


“I don’t know, but we’re playing with our tits no matter what he says.”


“Listen, I’m serious.” The opposing captain seethed.




“I’m sure you are.” I smiled back.


As we all departed the mound, I motioned to one of the opposing captains. “Hey listen, we know this is important to you guys, but we’re just looking for some fun. I’m sure you’ve read the papers and know we’ve had a hellish time lately. So look, we forfeit. We wanna play for ourselves and the fans, but you win no matter what. Deal?”


The banker agreed.
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On the very first pitch, the opposing batter hit a rocket over the right fielder’s head.


In New York City softball, when a lone umpire officiates from behind the pitcher, the catcher calls balls fair or foul. As was his established custom, Pearlstein immediately rose and judiciously yelled, “Foul ball, strike one.”


The bank team erupted and gathered on the mound en masse. “I warned you, ump. They cheat!”


The umpire stared at an obviously unconcerned Pearlstein. “I must tell you, sir, it’s hard to believe you honestly thought that ball was foul.”


As the Scores team waited around in suppressed laughter, Pearlstein looked up. “Well, I’m not positive. I usually just call every ball foul.”


The umpire overruled the call and declared a home run. Score: 1–0.
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The subdued crowd finally erupted in joyous bedlam in the third inning. The reason for the unusually large crowd was that each time Scores pushes runs across the plate, three or four cheerleaders prance around the bases flashing unobstructed views of their abundant upper region treasures. Harvey hit a massive inside-the-park homer and, as the cheerleaders fulfilled their duties, the spectators frenzied. Cameras clicked, beer was tossed in the air, and hundreds of transfixed eyes closely monitored every bob and weave of the exposed victory rewards. Indeed, only the presence of the NYPD preserved any semblance of restraint—and even some guardians of the peace appeared to be on the verge of breaking.


The game that afternoon held something for every attendee. The Scores team scored four times and that meant four trips around the bases for the enthusiastic and deeply appreciated cheerleaders. The fans were hoarse from expressing their adulation, the vendors sold out their wares, and all available marijuana was smoked.




At the end of the game, the cheerleaders mingled with their fans and, as part of a never-tiresome ritual, passed out complimentary passes to the club for that night only—a savings of the twenty-dollar door fee. Many of the recipients would, in fact, happily head to Scores that night to continue the “connection” they believed they’d forged with one of the cheerleaders. How many times has the world heard the same tired refrain, “No really, she liked me! Really, really liked me! Nothing to do with money. It was something special between just us.”


Even the miserable bank team seemed happy as they triumphed by a margin of 9–4. In fact, there were those in attendance who later speculated that Scores’ last two runs were the product of intentional errors by opposing players who just wanted the cheerleaders to keep on cheering.


How unusual to voluntarily receive high rates of interest from bankers.











CHAPTER FOUR
Hints of Future Problems Erupt


JULY 29, 1996—THREE PARK AVENUE, MANHATTAN


An unremarkable midtown commercial skyscraper, Three Park Avenue sits at the prestigious southeast corner of Park Avenue and East Thirty-Fourth Street. At the epicenter of Manhattan’s business district, the building’s upper floors feature impressive views of the city skyline. At night, office windows are filled with uncountable numbers of electric and neon lights burning and stretching as far as the eye can gaze in every direction, and first time viewers stand mesmerized in the wake of panoramic sensory overload. The thirty-eighth floor was home to my law firm, and the connected offices of Scores Entertainment.


At 10 AM, on Monday July 29th, I arrived to begin another workweek. I stepped out of the elevator onto the carpeted common area, taking a moment to decide which way to turn. To my left were the Scores offices and, to my right, my law practice. Since the maze of interior hallways in both entities led eventually to my private office, I could choose either entrance to reach my inner sanctum.


Each morning when presented with this choice, I was confronted with the frenetic split personalities with which I live my existence. Did I feel like being a lawyer or a businessman? Which came first that day: contracts and trials, or tits and ass?




Quickly deciding the morning’s action would best lie to my right with the law firm, I turned and opened the doors to the plush reception area. Noting that Lillian Montalvo, our longtime paralegal and receptionist, was busy on the phone, I just waved and turned left to pass through a second set of security doors.


“Michael, can you wait a moment, please?” Lillian called after me.


I reactively removed my hand from the doorknob. When Lillian disconnected her call, I said, “And how was your weekend?”


“Just fine thanks, but listen, Mr. Seavey asked that you drop by and see him the moment you arrive. He sounded worried.”


“Oh, OK.” I hesitated. “I might as well do that now before I get swamped.”


I diverted to a door directly behind Lillian’s desk. She reached under the lip of the desk for an internal release switch and, when I heard the electric buzzing tone, I pushed my way through the door into the anteroom beyond.


The “Seavey” section of the firm was physically isolated. All of the desks in the space were empty this day, signaling the staff hadn’t yet arrived or weren’t arriving at all. In fact, the entire wing seemed dark and deserted but for the unmistakable booming voice of Robert Seavey. I poked my head into his office and, when I caught his attention, he gestured for me to sit.


As I waited for him to conclude his call, I carefully watched the elderly bespectacled gentleman who’d been so much a part of my law firm’s glory days. Back in the early eighties, Bob Seavey had been firmly established as one of Manhattan’s true real estate moguls, quietly owning more residential apartment buildings and commercial properties than anyone suspected or he would ever admit. In the crowning moment of his civic service, he was appointed as chairman of the massive downtown Battery Park City housing project located across from the World Trade Center.


When my law firm was created, after Lieutenant Governor Mario Cuomo lost a gubernatorial primary to New York City Mayor Ed Koch, it was planned that Cuomo would join the new firm as its senior partner. But then, in a quirk of fate, Cuomo stunned the experts and was elected governor, leaving his new firm without its “rainmaker.” Some quick shuffling of partners took place and, with the governor’s blessing, his son Andrew soon joined the firm in his stead.


Concerned about the firm’s viability because of the disconcerting youth of its partners, Cuomo persuaded Seavey to resign from the Battery Park City appointment and become a part of the firm, or as Cuomo aptly put it, “to put some snow on the firm’s roof.” The arrangement had worked well for years, but now Seavey was the only remaining vestige of the Cuomo legacy.




As Seavey replaced the receiver on the phone, he stood up stiffly, grabbing his cane, and without a word, motioned for me to follow. The usually gracious and gregarious gentleman maintained silence, and I had a sinking feeling something was terribly wrong as I followed him out the front door. In all the years of our relationship, Seavey had never acted mysteriously.


Upon entering the outer hallway, he turned right for a few paces and then left into the service elevator loading area. He picked a spot and turned.


“Michael, so sorry about all this cloak-and-dagger stuff. When I arrived this morning, one of the maintenance guys pulled me over to a corner of the lobby. He told me that workmen were in our space one weekend in mid-June going into our ceilings with wires. They were very secretive and he didn’t recognize them. And worse, he never got authorizing paperwork from the landlord as he usually does. He couldn’t tell me before because I’ve been away. Do we know anything about this?”


I was, to put it mildly, stunned. Trying to appear composed and unconcerned, my mind started revolving with unhappy possibilities. Was this the FBI investigating my personal problems in Florida over an insurance fraud? Could it be the state police looking into mafia activities at Scores? Any chance it was just our own project? I made eye contact with Seavey. “This is news to me, Bob. I guess I’ll call the landlord and check out what they know.”


“I would. It’s just the maintenance guy seemed very antsy, almost like he knew more than he was saying but was afraid to speak his mind. Also, who would be working over a weekend for double-time union rates?”


I nodded. “All right. Let me call the landlord and check with Andrew. He did mention he was going to network the computers between the law firm and Scores. Maybe that’s all it was.”


“Michael,” Bob interrupted. “When you talk to the landlord, don’t mention our inside guy. Let’s keep the information flowing. I don’t like the way this smells for you guys.”
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When I finally reached my private office, I was surprised to find the secretarial station deserted. Opening the office door, I discovered my longtime secretary, Casey Crawford, seated behind my desk, busily reorganizing multiple piles of stacked papers. Despite the appearance of mountainous desktop madness, Casey and I had spent years creating an organizational flow that blended my



legal, business, and personal matters into a filing system only the two of us understood. It was ugly, but it worked.


“What’s up, kid?”


“Just the usual. Working on mail.”


“Anybody call yet?”


“Let’s see,” Casey feigned mulling for an answer. “Are you kidding? Everyone called. And of course, Mike Sergio called screaming about Andrew bouncing another Scores check to his son. He’s driving down for dinner to straighten it out.” Picking up a thick stack of telephone message slips, she added, “Here’s the whole pile.”


I frowned and, as was my wont at such times, gazed at the ceiling in an impotent cry for heavenly assistance. “Case, just leave it all; it’s gonna take me all day. Is Andrew here yet?”


“Haven’t seen him or heard any noises from the other side. Want me to check?”


“Nah. What you can do for me is call the landlord’s office. Ask them if they authorized or know anything about any construction or wiring work in our suites on a weekend in mid-June.”


Casey nodded and looked back quizzically as if expecting more information about the odd question. Receiving none, she simply retreated.
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Engrossed in reviewing the incoming mail and phone messages, I jumped when an unwrapped Cuban cigar landed in the middle of my desk. When I looked up, Andrew was sitting in one of the red leather chairs facing me. We each wore our customary variation in dress: I was in a Brioni suit, Brooks Brothers shirt, Hermès tie, and black wing-tipped shoes; Pearlstein in a striped button-down Polo shirt, tan Dockers, and suede penny loafers.


“I hear you bounced another check to Steve Sergio.”


“Not true,” Andrew countered laughingly. “I stopped his last check to drive him crazy. There’s plenty of cash in the account.”


“Why do you do this, Andrew? The guy’s father is the senior Gambino mobster assigned to Scores and now we’ll have him here for hours going nuts. Do we really need more aggravation?”


“It’s not aggravation, Michael, it’s fun. Just watch what I do. Someday you’ll come to understand there’s pleasure in sly, meaningful revenge. Also, if you bounce checks every once in a while, people are so happy when their checks clear, they never ask for a raise. In the meantime, let me enjoy myself.”




I stood up. “Whatever. You have fun and I have Mike Sergio in my face relishing the thought of ripping out your entrails. Deep down you must know you’re completely nuts. Take a walk with me.”


“Something wrong?”


“Maybe.”
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We silently walked through the small private bathroom that connected our offices, through Andrew’s office, and out the Scores reception area into the hallway. We made an immediate right turn and then a left through a metal fire door into a cavernous stairwell.


We assumed our normal positions: Andrew seated on an upward-bound stair, me pacing on the landing. Adopting attorney mode, I meticulously recounted my conversation with Seavey. Andrew responded that he knew absolutely nothing about wiring work in our ceiling over the past month.


“I think it’s a problem,” he quickly added. “Seavey’s right, it doesn’t pass the ‘smell test.’ But we need to find out.”


“I thought we could hire one of those spy stores on Lexington Avenue to check the offices for bugs.”


“I know someone in the business.”


“Great!”
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We lumbered back to Andrew’s office, and he dialed the number of his “debugger.” He placed the call on speakerphone and recounted the day’s disturbing surprises.


After listening to the tale, his friend, identified only as Daniel, commented, “I can’t believe there could be a legal wiretap of a law firm. Do you understand how rare that would be? How much proof it would take?”


“We agree with you, Daniel,” I quickly answered. “But it could also be an illegal intrusion.”


“Or it could be nothing,” Andrew added.


Nodding my head in hopeful agreement, I stood and picked up a phone in the corner of the office and dialed Casey’s extension. “Case, did you get through to the landlord?”


After listening to her reply, I hung up the phone, nervously placing my hands in my pockets. “Casey says the landlord claims to know nothing about



any recent work in our space.” I looked up and stared at Andrew. “So much for nothing.”


Daniel jumped back into the conversation. “I’ll get over there as soon as possible.”


“Not as soon as possible,” Andrew shot back. “Today.”
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By three in the afternoon, I’d plodded my way through the day’s barrage of phone emergencies and mail. I was about to place another call when my door opened and Andrew came bounding through followed by a man in a brown suit who was sweating profusely.


“Mike. Meet my buddy Daniel.”


As I extended my hand, Andrew continued as he took a seat, “I explained to Daniel what else we’ve learned and what we suspect. He was on another job but he came over without equipment just to take a look around for us.”


Daniel cleared his throat. “Andrew tells me the law firm space begins here in your private office, and the Scores space starts on the other side of the far wall. So let’s start here, in the direct middle. I’ll go up into the drop ceiling. Now I won’t find anything really small or well hidden, but if there’s something up there that obviously shouldn’t be, I’ll spot it. And if I find something, we’ll follow where it leads. And if I don’t, I’ll be back tomorrow with my men and electronics.”


“Sounds perfect,” Andrew said.


“OK, if you guys will leave, I’ll start poking into the ceiling and see what we got.”
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Less than fifteen minutes later, the conference room intercom speaker chirped with Casey’s voice. “Are you in there, Michael?”


“I am.”


“Well, I think you two better come here now.”


Reaching my office, I found Daniel standing on a desk in the middle of the room, his head hidden in the ceiling. Andrew and I gingerly walked around a black object, covered in tape, ominously dangling from a hole directly above the door.


As we formed a semicircle around the hanging package, Daniel jumped down from the chair. He was covered in sweat and dust.




“What is this?” I asked.


Daniel took a deep breath. “It’s a surveillance camera, the only one in the ceiling. I’ve also found at least three microphones up there. I can’t be 100 percent sure, but it looks like more microphones are running into the office on the other side of the wall.”


“This is unbelievable,” Andrew muttered in obvious shock. “How does it work?”


“Actually, it’s an old piece-of-shit camera nobody uses anymore. It needs electricity and, as far as I can tell, they’re tapping into the telephone system for power.” As he was speaking, Daniel stepped out of my office. “The camera wire and the telephone wires are running together down this hallway toward the firm’s front door. Probably running to the central telephone box. Where is that?”


“Follow me,” Andrew said as he set off down the blue-carpeted road.
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All the telephone wiring for the floor was gathered in a closet in the common area directly outside the law firm’s front door. As our group arrived at the closet, I stopped short. “Wait a second. The closet is always locked and only the landlord’s people have keys.”


“Not today,” Daniel said as he pulled the closet door fully open. Peering into the closet, he took on the air of a teacher on a field trip. “You guys see these wires here?” he asked, pointing to a group of batched wires entering the closet from the right side of the ceiling. “Those are the law office’s normal telephone connections. Now you see the thick blue wire coming along with the group? That’s the wire running from the camera in your ceiling.”


“Are they tapping the phones?” I asked.


“Nope. It seems like they just followed along the phone cables as a guide for power.”


Pearlstein stepped into the closet. “Daniel, where do the wires go from here?”


“Don’t know yet,” he answered. “Let’s look.” He studied the wires for a minute. “OK, they split off here and go into the wall there.” Daniel stepped out of the closet and pointed to a thick blue wire jutting out of a hole above the door. The wire snaked up the wall to where it intersected with the ceiling, and then headed around the corner toward the elevators. “We have to find out where that goes.”




The chase was on. With the air of a desperate scavenger hunt, the group followed the blue cable. It went past the elevators, around another corner to the fire stairwell, and disappeared through a hole above the stairwell door.


Andrew opened the door to the stairs and stepped onto the landing. “It tracks this way.”


Following Andrew through the door, we stood in silence staring at where the thick blue cable reappeared through the wall and tracked up the staircase toward the upper reaches of the building. Every twenty feet or so, the wire was tacked to the wall with plastic ties and nails.


I turned to Andrew. “Can you believe we were sitting in here this morning and didn’t notice any of this?”


“I noticed it. I just didn’t think about it.”
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Several floors later, panting and running on pure adrenaline, our group reached the end of the stairs at the apparent top floor of the building. The blue wire whisked through a punched hole at the top of the wall and Daniel opened the door to continue the hunt.


When I stepped through, I was awed by the unexpected sight before me. The top floor was as large and expansive as an airplane hangar. Heavy equipment was everywhere, machines I’d never seen before, but not a soul to whom we could pose a question.


Our shoes echoed through the space, and we squinted to follow the wire as it reached high up into the indoor sky. After traveling at least seventy feet straight in the air, the suspended cable traveled to the center of the hangar, where it turned left and traversed the space on its way to an outer wall.


Sprinting to the end of the space, struggling to keep an eye on the blue cable dangling overhead, we ended up at the building wall, where the cable made a sharp downward spiral and disappeared through a hole above a munchkin-sized door.


“This is the final destination,” Daniel said, as he twisted the doorknob to reveal the truth. But the door didn’t budge and we all stared at a large padlock barring our entry.


“Let’s just break the door down,” I reacted.


“Not yet,” Andrew countered. “Daniel and I will go see the landlord. Michael, please wait here.”











CHAPTER FIVE
How Did I Wind Up Here?


Once I was alone, I realized I’d become disoriented and desperately tried to digest the day’s extraordinary events. My mind was spinning, and I hugged a wall to steady myself. I glanced at the locked door one last time and pulled a wooden crate over to sit down. The gravity of my situation had started to sink in. No matter who had covertly slipped into my life to spy, no matter the motive or the gambit, any sane man would have recognized life was never going to be the same; it had tilted beyond the skill of any healer. As I sat down on that filthy crate, a part of me had to have known control was slipping away. I was being carried against my will into unwelcome waters, waters that would bludgeon and dismantle my world. The obvious rush of reality dictated that the puppeteer had become the puppet, although it would take some time to discover who was now pulling the strings.


My remaining rational self wanted to begin focusing on crucial issues: Who’s doing this? What’s the best counter-strategy? Are we in a fight or is it time to turn and run? Can the mafia help us or are they responsible?


But I couldn’t bring a single one of these questions into focus. I was neither prepared to acknowledge the patent depths of my problems nor accept there would be no wiggle room to preserve the status quo. So instead of charging into the reasonable, my thoughts slipped into the comfortable, in this instance, how I’d ended up sitting there, waiting for someone to break down a locked miniature door so I could uncover our spy.
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My first law-related job was as a summer intern in the office of the Manhattan district attorney, but my dream of being a criminal lawyer and a part of our system of justice quickly died on the vine. I hated the work, hated the system more. Hundreds of cases each day on the calendars of dozens of courtrooms; thousands of faces; no time, no justice, no humanity. After a while, everyone seemed like a victim—even me. The thrill of personally knowing every arrested prostitute in Manhattan quickly began to lose novelty.


After graduation from Georgetown University Law Center the next year, I quickly changed direction and accepted employment with a small midtown law firm specializing in textiles and arbitration. To be honest, if someone had whispered to me I would be spending my life fighting over yarns and fabrics instead of changing the world, I probably would have applied to journalism school.
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One of the more exciting cases assigned to me was on behalf of hundreds of passengers of a well-known cruise ship who’d been food poisoned when the kitchen crew defrosted shrimp using bacteria-filled water from the ship’s fire system. The Centers for Disease Control out of Atlanta boarded the ship while still at sea, fearing plague or worse, and documented the factual cause for the vomiting, diarrhea, and dizziness suffered by every passenger who’d enjoyed a shrimp cocktail as a dinner appetizer.


The “big” question in the lawsuit was whether the district court would certify our case as a class action. Working alone, I drafted motion papers and was thrilled when the judge announced his decision allowing class status. It meant an impressively large payday for the firm.


Class certification resulted in a remarkably speedy settlement with the cruise line on the issue of liability. After all, the federal government had unintentionally acted as our private investigation team. All I was left to do was prepare for mini-trials before a special master to assess damages for each individual plaintiff in the class. This turned into endless meetings and telephone calls with clients, each anxious for their piece of the settlement.


One sunny day, a member of the class dropped by the firm without an appointment. Deciding to spend a few minutes, I asked my secretary to usher the tiny, elderly woman into my office. She declined my offer of coffee or tea, and stared at me with a discerning eye. With an air of conspiracy, she leaned forward and whispered, “I have the evidence to win the case!”




“Well,” I returned with a benign smile, “we’ve already won. The cruise line has agreed it’s guilty. All that’s left to do is award damages depending on how long and seriously each passenger suffered.”


Seeming not to hear me, she reached into her large carryall bag, drew out a plastic baggie containing what appeared to me to be dirt, and tossed it on my desk. “Here’s your evidence!” she roared.


I picked up the bag gingerly and asked, “What’s this?”


“It’s my diarrhea from the cruise. I’ve saved it all this time and now it’s yours.”


I dutifully thanked the proud woman and my secretary showed her the door at my request. I remember sitting and staring at the dried-out bag of shit atop my desk. I desperately needed to compose myself from a combination of dread, disgust, and sheer amusement, taking a few moments to again try to remember why I’d gone to law school in the first place.


When the wave passed, I hit the intercom and cheerily called to my secretary, “Would you mind helping me with a little something in here?”
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By late 1981, I had risen to partner, but was unhappy and unfulfilled. I already knew in my heart I needed a change when I unexpectedly received a call from the most important textile client assigned to my care, Bill Levin of Gold Mills. A secret luncheon invitation was extended, and I accepted without hesitation.


At lunch, Bill informed me that he was personally close with Mario Cuomo and intended to support him in becoming the next governor of New York. I knew precious little about Cuomo, other than the fact that he was the sitting lieutenant governor, had a well-publicized strained relationship with Governor Hugh Carey, and had earned minor legal celebrity as a lawyer from Queens who’d handled a housing dispute that garnered tons of media attention.


My reaction was confusion. I told Bill it was common political wisdom that New York City Mayor Ed Koch wanted to be the successor to Carey, and Cuomo stood very little chance of defeating the popular mayor in a Democratic primary.


“Exactly,” he retorted. “I said I was supporting Cuomo, not that I expected him to win.” He then explained he was bankrolling the formation of a new law firm in which Cuomo would become the senior partner after



losing the primary. The firm would consolidate all Levin’s legal needs under one roof, and he’d already arranged for rental of luxury offices.


Suppressing my normal inability to remain silent, I sat very still, waiting for him to continue. After several pronounced bites of his lunch, and fully aware I was being held spellbound by every crumb, Levin relished in my discomfort during the break in his storytelling.


Finally, after milking things as far as they could go, he leaned forward. “Here’s the rub. Mario’s chief counsel, Jerry Weiss, has already resigned from government and is at the new firm setting things up. When I gave the order at Gold Mills to fire your firm and move our files to Weiss, I had a fucking mutiny. My people want you to continue as their lawyer and, without the income from Gold Mills, I can’t guarantee the new firm will support itself waiting for Mario. So, I need you to become a partner in the new firm.”


My mind silently raced. Did I have the balls to just resign and become partners with a group of strangers? Was Cuomo enough of a rainmaker to support a new firm? Would I get a raise?


As I sputtered to form a reply, Levin seized on my momentarily stunned state. “Listen, Michael, just take one baby step at a time until you get your mind around all of this. Just tell me you’re willing to go to the new place, meet the folks, and share with me what you think.”


I nodded in assent. As we parted outside the restaurant, I shook Bill’s hand and asked, “What happens to the firm if Cuomo wins?”


Levin roared with laughter and threw his head back while continuing to grasp my hand. “Michael, we should only be so lucky!”
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After meeting with the partners of the newly created law firm, I accepted their offer to join. To my delight, I immediately bonded with Jerry Weiss, a short, heavyset strawberry blond with an infectious sense of humor. He taught me everything I needed to know about insider politics and thoroughbred racing; we dined together regularly; we gambled together in Atlantic City; and we attended meetings with famous and infamous politicos and political reporters. It was a blast.


I was happily able to bring many of my clients from the old firm along with me to the new firm, and my practice proved busy and profitable. But our collective eyes were all targeted on the upcoming primary election that we anticipated would herald the coming of Mario Cuomo.




On an otherwise uneventful day, Jerry called me into his office, where he was sitting with a young man unknown to me. Both men rose as I entered the room and Jerry said, “Michael, say hello to Andrew Cuomo, Mario’s son. I just hired him as our law clerk.”


Andrew was tall, curly haired, handsome, athletic, and, above all else, charismatic. As I came to recognize, Andrew is one who disarms others by showing compelling interest in them. Before I knew it, over the next few weeks, I’d told Andrew almost everything there was to know about me, and he seemed impressed and fascinated by it all. In retrospect, I found myself clinging to Andrew because he made me feel that I was “special.” He began regularly referring to me as “brother.”


So, could life be any sweeter? My new best friend was my partner, Jerry Weiss. My new self-proclaimed “brother” was Andrew Cuomo, and Andrew was in love with our partner Lucille Falcone, my legal confidante at the firm. For me, the sun was shining and I could hardly wait for the arrival of our esteemed senior partner. The polls uniformly predicted Cuomo as a sure loser and, to me, that meant everything was right on track.
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It was finally primary eve. The headline on the New York Post’s front page that morning predicted a Koch landslide by double-digit percentages. It appeared the world would begin writing its newest chapter for me in about twenty-four hours.


After locking up the firm, I made my way downtown to Cuomo headquarters. Everyone had spent the day on campaign business while I held down the fort. When I arrived, the headquarters was empty except for a couple of volunteers, and I asked if Andrew or Jerry had arrived. Told they would be along shortly, I wandered to the back to find a place to wait.


Leafing through a discarded magazine, I looked up and, through a half-opened door, saw a small office with a man pacing inside. Upon closer scrutiny, I recognized the man to be candidate Cuomo. I walked through the door and found him now leaning against a corner file cabinet. I was always taken aback at how much larger-than-life he appeared in person compared to television, with chiseled features and the hands and feet of a virtual giant. His presence dominated every room he entered. But on this night, he looked tired and drawn, projecting loneliness. I quietly said, “Good evening, Lieutenant Governor.”




He slowly looked up and, without changing his expression, responded with a simple nod.


For me, this was a special moment. In looking at my new partner, my eyes saw a tired, intense, spent, and dispirited man. But in my heart, I somehow knew, and I mean really knew, he was going to beat the odds and win. Believe me, I’m neither psychic nor given to visions of the future, but I was somehow certain that this virtual stranger was never going to be part of the firm.


I inched closer to him, and he looked at me as if he’d forgotten I was there. I hesitated and quietly said, “Mario, you’re going to win tomorrow. I feel it in all my bones.”


He answered with a tired smile, “I hope you’re right, Michael. I really do.”


I could feel he wanted to be alone so I just turned and silently walked away. And I kept walking, forgetting about dinner with Jerry and Andrew. I didn’t want to discuss the vibrations overwhelming me.
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As soon as the polls closed on primary night, all the major networks unanimously revealed their startling projection that Cuomo had defeated Koch and would be the Democratic Party’s nominee for governor. Press poured in like rain, with all the politicians fleeing Koch headquarters and climbing the dais for Cuomo.


The joy for everyone in the firm was indescribable, but I wasn’t really part of it. Don’t get me wrong, I was happy for Mario and I wasn’t that concerned about my future, which had probably manifestly brightened. It was just that I had no one to party with. Everyone I knew—Jerry, Andrew, Lucille, even the office secretary—was gathered in a private suite on an upper floor of the hotel with the candidate and his family. I was the only “insider” who’d been inadvertently left off the guest list, and nobody was answering their phones to correct the oversight.


After a while, I just got bored. I left and drove home to enjoy the enormity of the unfolding political triumph on television. Ironically, my phone rang all night with congratulatory calls from friends.


When I arrived at the firm the next morning, Jerry was giddy. He was fielding calls from around the world and being interviewed by every reporter who’d ignored Cuomo until the upset victory. I received a hug and a kiss and was directed to a seat. Jerry asked where I’d been last night, and I just shrugged.




He locked his door, held all calls, and told me the success of the firm was now immeasurable. “Our relationship with the new governor will place us in a unique position of influence and power in the state, even more so than if Mario was here as a partner. We’re going to be New York’s newest legal and political powerhouse.”


I almost passed out.


The general election arrived quickly and Mario won in a squeaker. For reasons never explained to me, he decided he’d rather be governor than my law partner. I never saw that coming!


[image: image]


During that time, two other events dominated my life. First, we moved our offices from modest quarters on Lexington Avenue to spacious, luxurious footage at Two Park Avenue. We now all had large and impressive offices and furniture befitting political dynamos. Second, we all started playing an exciting new game called “Will Andrew Cuomo join our firm?”


Quite unexpectedly, Andrew had chosen not to continue working for our firm after his graduation from law school but, rather, became an assistant district attorney in Manhattan. After the election, Jerry kicked off the “Andrew” game by telling me the “governor’s son” was now considering becoming our partner. This began a bizarre process of wooing Andrew. Meetings. Dinners. Movies. More meetings. It bordered on the ridiculous. Andrew was dating Lucille and was still calling me “brother.” It became wearing as he seemingly couldn’t reach a decision. I didn’t fathom the problem.
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