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Papa, I miss you. You are my guide every day. Your selfless leadership lives on forever, through all those you taught and influenced during your lifetime.





AUTHOR’S NOTE

IN WRITING THIS BOOK, THE protection of our clients and other victims was paramount. For that reason, several names have been changed to protect the identity of certain individuals who wish to remain anonymous. Additionally, we simply could not include all the meaningful histories of the many survivors we interviewed over the years. For those reasons, we have included composite characters in this book—namely, Allison, Savanah, and Seloh. Through each composite character, we were able to share the experiences of more than one survivor of Jeffrey Epstein in a way that both protects privacy and allows for a better understanding of the circumstances surrounding the breadth of Epstein’s abuse and the history of those he preyed upon.

Finally, with regard to the many conversations that occurred between Jeffrey Epstein and me that are detailed herein, the quotations represent the essence of the words spoken during such exchanges to the very best of my recollection.




PROLOGUE

MY PURSUIT OF JEFFREY EPSTEIN on behalf of his victims became my personal life’s mission. Jeffrey Epstein was an intellectually gifted sociopath with unlimited wealth who lived an unconventional and virtually unconstrained life. The rules he—and those in his fold—lived by were his own. The problem was that his rules didn’t account for laws.

Epstein had amassed extensive political and worldly connections. His friends included a former United States president, the current U.S. president, leaders of foreign countries, the greatest scientists on the planet, some of the wealthiest men in the world, and even a member of the British royal family.

But his wealth and connections weren’t what put him on my radar. It was his lifestyle that did. For decades he used his tremendous fortune to sexually exploit women and girls, some as young as fourteen years old. The more I learned, the more determined I was to bring his manipulation and abuse to an end. When he was finally discovered by law enforcement, his money and connections bought him out of serious trouble. He was able to negotiate an agreement with the United States government that essentially immunized him from the federal sex crimes he’d committed against dozens of children. Even more offensive, the government worked with Epstein to keep the immunity agreement concealed from the victims he had abused.

One victim, Courtney Wild, hired me as her lawyer to make sure her rights as a crime victim of Jeffrey Epstein were protected. At first, that sounded as if it should have been easy. It was anything but. Over the course of eleven years the investigation had taken me all over the United States and beyond. I had represented more than thirty victims in lawsuits and claims against Jeffrey Epstein, multiple personal lawsuits, and an unprecedented pro bono case that itself spanned more than a decade. In the end, however, justice was finally served. Epstein was arrested. He was incarcerated for only a month before he escaped responsibility once again, this time by committing suicide in a federal correctional institution in New York.

Had it not been for some very courageous women, there is little doubt Jeffrey Epstein would have continued to harm young girls on a massive scale while globetrotting with his dedicated followers. He was the master of his universe, ruling through manipulation and absolute control. After years of being pursued, fighting one legal battle after another, he was eventually captured. Still, he managed to stay in control—by choosing the way he left his universe behind.

Even though he died, the story of Jeffrey Epstein’s crimes should not. I believe I owe it to my clients, the brave women who came forward to seek justice, and the good people who risked their privacy and safety to help us hold Jeffrey Epstein accountable to share what really happened during this time in history.






ONE THE BEGINNING OF THE END


IT WAS SATURDAY, JULY 6, 2019. I was in Naples, Florida, with my wife, Terry, and our three sons, Blake, Cashton, and Austin, enjoying the Fourth of July holiday weekend with several other families from our hometown of Fort Lauderdale. We spent the day hanging out at the hotel pool and throwing a football around until suddenly black clouds came out of nowhere and filled the sky. Within minutes, a lightning bolt shot down and thunder drowned out the lifeguard whistles as everyone was asked to evacuate the pool area. We corralled the children and ushered them inside.

Cooped up in a hotel room, the kids were bouncing off the walls, and the adults wanted a break. One of the other dads and I volunteered to take all the kids somewhere to let them run off their energy. We loaded up two cars with ten children ranging from four to fourteen years old and went to the local bowling alley.

As soon as I parked, my phone rang. It was my law partner Stan Pottinger. Making a concerted effort not to let anything disrupt my family time, I didn’t answer and shoved my phone back in my pocket. It was still raining so hard you could barely see. The kids and I opened the car doors and made a run for it. We quickly realized we were not the only ones in town with this idea. The alley was packed. And loud. The kids immediately dashed to the counter. While I was trying to pay for the shoes and lanes, my phone kept ringing. Stan again. I thought to myself, This is strange He never does that. Still, I couldn’t answer at the moment.

“What size shoes do you need?” asked the clerk. Most of the kids, excited to get bowling, just started yelling out shoe sizes simultaneously.

“I don’t know what my shoe size is,” shouted my friend’s four-year-old daughter, Callie. I placed my phone faceup on the counter while lifting Callie in the air to show the clerk her foot so that he could take his best guess at her size.

“Your phone is ringing,” Callie said. I looked down. It was Stan again. This had to be important. After I helped Callie get her shoes on and find a lightweight bowling ball, I asked the other dad to watch the kids while I made a quick call.

Before I could dial, Stan called again. I ducked into the quieter bar area to answer. “Are you okay?” I asked as I pulled the phone to my ear.

Stan, in his typical very calm voice, said, “I just got a call from the FBI. He’s in handcuffs. They arrested him an hour ago coming off his jet from Paris.”

Jeffrey Epstein, infamous billionaire and my longtime archenemy, who until now had gotten away with international sexual abuse against hundreds of young women and girls, was in custody.

At that moment, a million thoughts shot through my mind. I didn’t say anything for a good five seconds, unable to figure out which one I wanted to turn into a question. “No kidding,” I finally replied. “Who arrested him? What did they charge him with? Have you seen the indictment? Has it been reported?”

Stan continued with what little information he had. “The indictment is sealed,” he explained. “I don’t know who the victims are, but he’s charged with sex trafficking. His first appearance hearing is Monday. Because some of our clients are known victims and may be witnesses, the FBI is trying to alert them to the arrest before it leaks to the press. Hopefully that won’t happen before we get to them, but you should call them as soon as you can.” He was right—bowling would have to wait. Our clients should get the news from us, and as soon as possible. I hung up with Stan and immediately called my associate attorney, Brittany Henderson, so that she could help me begin sharing the news with all of our clients.

The first client I called was Courtney Wild. “No way. I don’t believe you,” she said. After that, all I heard was crying, years of emotions pouring out. “I have to see him in handcuffs. I won’t believe it until I do. I want to be at the hearing on Monday. If I have to drive to New York, I will! We need to be there,” she exclaimed.

“One way or the other, we will be,” I assured her.

Before I could reach out to anyone else, I received an incoming call from another client and victim, Olivia. Her voice was shaking, “Jeffrey Epstein was arrested. The FBI just called me. I can’t believe this day has finally come.”

When the next call came, I figured it was a client, but it was a reporter from the New York Times, and within seconds, I discovered that he knew more than I did. “Why did they raid his New York mansion?” he asked. I didn’t know they had. I wasn’t interested in wasting time on the phone speculating, so I let all the other unidentified calls go to voice mail.

I spent the rest of the night talking with clients, one after another. For more than ten years, we had been through so much together. I was more than just their lawyer. By this point, I served in the role of trusted friend and oftentimes therapist. After hours of trying to answer as many questions as possible, I finished the last client call and sat on the hotel balcony, staring at the water and reflecting.

The day has finally come. Jeffrey Epstein is in custody. But this is not over. This is a world-class heavyweight fight and Jeffrey Epstein is not someone you can just sucker-punch and think you’ve won. The government has to keep swinging until they finish him off, because if he gets a second to recover, he will. And if he does, he will make them pay. He will make everyone who took this shot at him pay. Those thoughts made sleep impossible that night.



The next day, Sunday July 7, Courtney got on a plane from West Palm Beach, Florida, to New York City. I drove back from Naples to Fort Lauderdale and flew to New York Monday morning. We knew the courthouse would be crawling with reporters, which made Courtney nervous. As an Epstein victim, she’d been unfairly labeled and mischaracterized by certain members of the press, which meant that, unable to tell the good ones from the bad, she distrusted them all.

While we hoped to avoid the press altogether—at least until everyone got their bearings—we knew that was not going to be possible. Courtney rode in one car with Michelle Licata, another Epstein child sex abuse victim, whom Courtney had never met before that day. I went separately in another. We thought if we didn’t show up together, we could probably get into the courthouse without a media siege. To some extent, the strategy worked.

As I approached the lawyer’s entrance to the Daniel Patrick Moynihan United States Courthouse at 500 Pearl Street, I could see the sidewalk lined with cameras. It was raining, so I used my umbrella to shield my face as I scooted behind the reporters, who were waving their microphones while frantically scanning the perimeter of the building in search of victims or their attorneys.

I made it all the way to the courthouse steps unnoticed before a member of the crew working on an Epstein-related Netflix series recognized me. “Brad, where are your clients?” he called out. I ignored the question and made my way up the courthouse steps. Just then, at least twenty reporters who had covered the Epstein saga over the years started shouting my name, all following with different questions. When I didn’t answer, one called out, “Come on, Brad, give us something. Are you relieved that he is in custody?” I turned to the crowd and responded to the calls for comment with one line: “Better late than never.”

Once inside the federal courthouse, I called Courtney and told her where to enter to avoid reporters. With most of the press standing guard at the front, Courtney and Michelle were able to enter through a side door. Both were smiling from ear to ear as they waited in the security line, which I could see through a glass-plated window inside.

After moving through security, Courtney walked up to me and gave me a hug. Reporters noticed us and approached, although they were respectful when I waved them off and walked with Courtney and Michelle toward the elevator.

We got off on the seventeenth floor. The hall was filled with people. It was standing room only in the courtroom, and a long line had formed outside where the bailiff was deciding who was going to get in and who was not. “Will we be able to get in?” Courtney asked.

“Yes,” I told her, “because of you, we will get in. You won’t be denied your right to be at this hearing.” She smiled, realizing the truth in that statement. The Crime Victims’ Rights Act (CVRA), a federal law Courtney and I had litigated for years to enforce, explicitly gave her that right.

We walked to the courtroom door and the bailiff asked that we go to the end of the line that extended the length of the hall. I told him, “I represent these two victims.” The bailiff responded, “Right this way,” and escorted us into the courtroom, where he sat us in the special row designated for victims and their attorneys.

Members of the press comprised most of the gallery; they turned around, staring at us. Some of the reporters were friendly, familiar faces, like investigative journalists Julie Brown of the Miami Herald and Vicky Ward. Others, I had never met. Regardless, any reporter who was able to make eye contact asked if we would stick around afterward for an interview. We ignored all of the inquiries. The thought of Jeffrey Epstein walking into the room in handcuffs was so unbelievable that none of us could think past that.

Courtney, nervous, looked around the courtroom, trying to take it in. While a first appearance hearing is not usually terribly exciting, she had been waiting for this scene for almost fifteen years. Her abuser was in custody. Even though his arrest was not directly for crimes he had committed against her, this day was evidence that her voice, long disregarded, finally mattered.

After a half-hour wait, Judge Henry Pitman entered, and everyone stood. The tension in the room thickened. As the court came to order, the surreal nature of the moment set in. It was like no other feeling I had ever experienced, in or out of a courtroom, and I could tell Courtney felt the same way. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion.

After the judge took the bench and we all sat, Courtney whispered to ask who everyone was. At the table for the United States were prosecutors Alex Rossmiller and Alison Moe, along with two FBI case agents, all of whom Courtney had previously met. At the defense table sat nationally renowned white-collar criminal defense lawyers Marty Weinberg, Reid Weingarten, and Marc Fernich. The gallery was full, and the jury box was packed with additional press members and courtroom artists (no cameras are allowed in federal court, so artistic sketches are the only images released to the public). Everyone was in position, motionless. There was complete silence as the United States marshals walked to the side door of the courtroom that connected to the inmate holding cell.

All eyes were fixed on the door. Federal officers opened it and walked in first. Then came the moment everyone had been waiting for. Dressed in a navy blue federal prison uniform, Jeffrey Epstein entered the courtroom.

He looked reasonably fresh, considering that he had spent the last forty-eight hours in a jail cell. As he approached his table, he still had his typical confident air, although his normal strut was slightly less arrogant than usual. But still, something about him, even in a jail uniform, made him seem more important than everyone else in the room.

As he sat down at the table with his attorneys, he scanned the courtroom. Based on what had led up to this moment, I had to wonder if he was looking for me, suspecting that I was the person behind his arrest. In any event, given our long history, he no doubt knew I would not have missed this hearing for anything. But at the moment, he had more important problems. He never looked back again.

Within seconds of sitting down, Epstein turned to Marty Weinberg, his counsel, and appeared to whisper one of his typical wisecracks. I’d seen that facial expression too many times to miss its nature—it was the one he made just before unleashing a perfectly executed one-liner that reset the mood of everyone in the room. I could only guess at this one, probably something about how his prison cook did not quite measure up to the five-star traveling chef he employed.

The hearing was short. It was only an arraignment—a reading of the government’s charges to the defendant, which is a right the Constitution affords all people charged with a crime. As it ended, Judge Pitman informed the attentive audience that the next hearing would be held immediately in Judge Richard M. Berman’s nearby courtroom. Eager to learn whether Epstein would be let out on bail, our small group left the courtroom and stayed together, steering clear of reporters who were trying to corner us.

I ran into Marty in the hallway. “Brad, why are you here?” he asked.

“Why do you think?” I replied. We exchanged respectful smiles and walked in opposite directions.

A row near the back of the gallery in Judge Berman’s courtroom had been cleared for the victims and their lawyers, so we took our seats. Soon, the U.S. marshals turned toward the side door, and all eyes followed. So did utter silence. As in the other courtroom, Epstein, unshackled, walked in seeming as though he was still on top of the world. But knowing him as well as I did, I could sense his irritation.

Jeffrey Epstein, accustomed to sitting on his throne, hated nothing more than having a room filled with people whom he considered to be insignificant staring at him like some type of caged animal at the zoo. He was a lion who, when free, would be king of his jungle, with a hit list including all of those people in the audience who now dared to look at him. But he was also an actor on his best behavior, with one objective: to impress the federal judge who would determine his fate and consequently the fates of many others.

Judge Berman heard from the prosecution first. Assistant U.S. Attorney Alex Rossmiller revealed that hundreds, if not over a thousand, photographs of nude young women had been confiscated from a secret vault in Epstein’s mansion—a vault that had been sawed open by the FBI after its court-approved search. This was the first indication I had gotten that Epstein had no idea his arrest was coming. When a search warrant had been executed on his Florida mansion fourteen years earlier, he had been tipped off and had sanitized his house before the FBI could find much of value. There was no way he would have left behind those photos for the FBI to snag if he knew they were coming for him.

Rather than proceed with the bail hearing, Epstein’s attorneys requested a postponement so that they could more thoroughly prepare their argument for why their client deserved to be released. The court agreed to a few days’ delay, and with that, Mr. Epstein was escorted out the side door of the courtroom, back to his cell.

Courtney had seen what she thought she would never see—Jeffrey Epstein in a prison uniform. “It still doesn’t feel real,” she kept saying as we moved from the courtroom to the courthouse lobby.

When Courtney, Michelle, and I tried to leave the building, we realized that there was no way to get to our car without encountering the press. As soon as we exited, cameras were put in our faces and questions started flying fast, at all three of us: “How do you feel now that he’s in custody? Do you think he’ll stay? Will the government let him off again this time? Don’t you think he’ll buy his way out of this? Brad, how did you finally get him arrested?”

We had a plan to get to our car, which was parked around the corner. Courtney and Michelle walked ahead of me while I stayed back answering as many questions as I could while walking. The reporters and cameramen, moving backward in front of me, occasionally tripping, were frustrated that I didn’t hold a press conference and brief everyone. Some, of course, were downright mad. Reporters continued stacking up in front of me, still walking backward while I walked faster, trying to make it to our getaway driver. One reporter backed into a light pole and fell down, and like dominos, two cameramen fell on top of him, cameras and mics flying. Once I saw that no one was hurt, I used the pileup as my chance to get to our SUV, now waiting at the corner.

In the ensuing hours after getting away, we got constant media calls and emails demanding our reaction. Rightfully so. The public had a legitimate interest in the case. It was crucial to us that everyone understood the importance of the event. At the same time, Courtney and Michelle did not want their privacy invaded. We decided to do a brief interview with ABC News, to be aired on Good Morning America and World News Tonight. It was the right idea because it gave Courtney and Michelle a long-awaited chance to share their feelings with the public on their own terms.

Courtney was happy with the day’s events, and seeing her finally feel some satisfaction made me happy, too. On somewhat of a high, she agreed to do one live interview the next day, this one with Gayle King on CBS This Morning, a show she loved watching.

After the ABC taping, Courtney and I got into the SUV and went back to the hotel. The day was a whirlwind, so this was the first time we really got to talk. I explained that, in reality, nothing eventful had actually happened. Epstein appeared in court, but the issue of whether he would get bail and be released was yet to be resolved. There would be another hearing where the court would make that determination, and I thought the likelihood of bail was a close call.

“Does it matter whether he gets out on bail?” she asked. “They’re putting the case together anyway. And he had so many victims—the government can’t lose.” As the words were coming out of her mouth, I could see the wheels turning in another direction. She was, rightfully, second-guessing that thought.

I finished it for her: “Bail is a make-or-break decision for the case. His ability to do what he has done for so long is contingent on his ability to control everyone around him. He has this immense, nearly absolute control over his victims, his employees, his co-conspirators, and his friends, many of whom are rich and powerful. Everyone is afraid of him. If he stays in jail, he loses his control. He’ll be as powerless as you or me. More victims will come forward and the case will get stronger. His employees and co-conspirators will turn on him so they can stay out of jail. His friends will distance themselves and likely help the prosecution. Stripping him of his freedom deprives him of his greatest asset: his total control of everyone. Plus, if he gets out and sees that things aren’t going his way, he’ll escape from New York one way or the other. One thing I can tell you for sure: he will never go to trial.”

She was concerned. As she thought more, for some reason she had second thoughts about doing the Gayle King show. “Do I have to do it? I thought it was a good idea, but I really don’t want to now,” she said.

I told her, “It’s your choice. If an interview helps get something done you want to accomplish and you feel comfortable with it, then do it. Otherwise, don’t.”

Despite her affinity for Gayle, she decided not to go on, so I canceled. The producer was not happy with this, to say the least, and asked if I would go on alone.

I thought it through. Epstein is in jail, but maybe not for much longer. Once he’s out, everyone is going to hide. We need the case to get stronger, and fast. More victims need to come forward. I need to invite them to call the FBI. I called the producer back and said, “Okay, I’ll do it.”

The next morning, I was live on CBS This Morning with Gayle King, Anthony Mason, and Tony Dokoupil. It was the right show for the task at hand. I got four minutes on air to lay the case out generally and call for other victims to come forward, which resulted in many more victims almost immediately contacting the FBI.

When I got back to Florida that night, Courtney called and said, “I want to go to the bail hearing. When is it?”

“It’s Monday, July fifteenth. Brittany and I will fly back up to New York with you,” I told her. Brittany Henderson had been working with me on Epstein cases for five years.



The scene at the courthouse in Manhattan on the fifteenth was similar to the scene a week earlier. The media presence was maybe even greater. I sat between Courtney and Annie Farmer, a victim who was represented by David Boies. During the hearing, the government revealed that another safe they had opened inside Epstein’s New York mansion contained loose diamonds, stacks of cash, and an expired Austrian passport with Mr. Epstein’s photo but a false name and Saudi Arabian address. This was a bombshell. When that was announced, I happened to look over to the reporters in the jury box and saw one mouth, Holy shit, recognizing that this was evidence that Epstein had a decades-long, premeditated getaway plan.

Epstein was offering to put up $500 million as collateral, which he claimed was his entire net worth, although those of us who knew him believed that amount was grossly understated. Regardless, it was a lot of money and a sign that he desperately wanted out. There was only one known circumstance in life he couldn’t cope with, and this was it. Extended time in prison for him was impossible. He knew that this bail decision by the court was a matter of life or death.

The hearing was coming to an end and Judge Berman asked if any victims were in the courtroom and wanted to speak. Courtney and Annie, who had never met before that moment, briefly conferred across me, only a few feet behind the chair where Epstein sat. They both decided this was their time to speak. In fact, each saw it as her duty. Neither had come to the hearing to say something, but they both stood up. Epstein didn’t turn around. He had effectively silenced his victims for decades. And now, when he had no control over them, and no warning, they were about to give the court their opinions on whether he should be released.

Annie spoke first. She leaned in and explained that she “had the misfortune” of meeting Jeffrey Epstein when she was very young, alluding to his assault on her at his New Mexico ranch. Her message was clear and powerful. She told the judge that Epstein needed to stay in jail because his wealth, privilege, and notoriety would make it difficult for other victims to come forward if he was free.

Then I introduced Courtney. As I stepped up to the podium, I glanced at Epstein. He stared straight ahead.

Courtney came forward next and was even more direct: “I was sexually abused by Jeffrey Epstein starting at the age of fourteen. It’s a public case, and he’s a scary person to have walking the streets.” She urged the judge to keep him in prison “for the safety of any other girls.”

Judge Berman did not rule on bail that day, which indicated to us that he needed to carefully deliberate on the decision.

We walked out of the courthouse and were mobbed by reporters. David Boies and I approached the microphones staged on the steps of the courthouse. We answered questions while Courtney, Annie, Brittany, and Stan stood behind us. One of the photographs that would be most widely circulated in the days to come was one of all six of us at that short press conference. Brittany, who was roughly the same age as Courtney, was even mislabeled as an Epstein victim rather than a lawyer for the victims.

After a few minutes, we walked down the steps, hoping our impromptu press availability would stave off a swarm. It didn’t. Courtney had not come to New York to appear before a distrusted media. She was there to see that justice was served, and in that respect, she had already done her part. She and Brittany pushed through the crowd of reporters and Brittany hailed a cab. We all essentially dove inside. Because we had just dodged a huge crowd of paparazzi who were still calling out to us and surrounding the car, the taxi driver just assumed that we had to be important, maybe even famous. He spent the entire drive back to the hotel asking questions and trying to take selfies with us to text to his family and friends.

By the time we got back, my email inbox was full. Each television network was pushing for us to appear. Going on one would mean the others would get offended. After all, that’s what had happened the week before, when Courtney only spoke with ABC.

Stan said, “You guys have been fighting this thing for ten years and nobody in the press wanted to listen. These events have turned that around. You can’t complain that they don’t get the facts right when you are the team who has the facts, but you don’t want to make the media rounds. I understand your philosophy about not wanting unnecessary publicity, but we are at a crossroads here. The case either gets stronger now or it weakens. The press is key. If you hold a press conference and invite the media in general, you can satisfy everyone at once.” His words were convincing—now that Jeffrey Epstein was behind bars, we had a real shot at getting victims to contact the government and help them win their case. It finally felt like the right time for the world to be told about the journey we had taken over the past decade.

I agreed to a one-hour press conference the next day at the Andaz 5th Avenue hotel in midtown Manhattan. The room was wall-to-wall reporters. “Just be careful what you say, Brad,” Stan warned. “Talk about what you know. The press can be tricky.”

I said, “I’m just going to try and answer their questions.”

There was no script. Brittany, Stan, Courtney, and I sat at a table. I then spent more than an hour laying out the summary of the history of the case, dispelling false rumors, setting the record straight on certain commonly reported mistakes regarding the current case, and making a plea to the public to call the FBI with any information. The press, accustomed to lawyers speaking in meaningless sound bites and avoiding answering real questions at all costs, seemed pleasantly surprised by our candid and thorough presentation. Before we left, Courtney read a letter she had written to other victims, again urging them to call the FBI. It could not have gone better. We, as a team, did our part.



In the same way people remember where they were when JFK was shot or when the planes hit the Twin Towers on 9/11, I will never forget my exact location when the court ruled on Jeffrey Epstein’s bail. On July 18, two days after our press conference, Brittany and I were sitting at the Starbucks on Glades Road in Boca Raton, where on more than one occasion I had secretly met with Jeffrey Epstein. Knowing that the judge would be making his ruling any second, we were anxiously going back and forth with predictions until finally the first article popped up on our phones. Epstein’s bail had been denied. It was a surreal moment. Throughout the years, we had become conditioned to the wrong decisions being made, in favor of Epstein.

In making his ruling, the judge cited, among other things, the heartfelt testimony given a week earlier by Courtney and Annie. Epstein would be in jail until trial, which would be at least a year away. But I knew he’d be in jail much longer—and, more important, I knew he knew that, too. Epstein was never getting out.

When the hearing ended, we were still sitting at the table when Stan called to debrief us on the reaction from the courtroom. I put him on speaker, and he asked us, “What do you think?”

In that moment, I reflected on what many victims had told us about the importance of sex to Epstein’s survival. As one of those victims, Johanna, had said, “He needed to have three orgasms a day. It was biological, like eating.”

I knew the answer immediately: “He’s dead.”

Three weeks later, he actually was.






TWO THE HEARING HEARD ’ROUND THE WORLD


ON JULY 23, 2019, I was on a Disney cruise in Alaska with my family when I got a series of text messages from Brittany telling me it was urgent that I call her back. I did. She had just received a call from a trusted source of ours that Jeffrey Epstein was found in his cell, semiconscious, with injuries to his neck. “He [speaking of our source] is saying either Epstein attempted suicide or his cell mate tried to kill him,” Brittany told me.

“What’s his cell mate saying?” I asked.

“He’s apparently saying he never touched Jeff and that he just tried to help him when he saw that he was hurt,” she explained.

“Tell me about the cell mate,” I inquired, wanting to know more before I could form an opinion with the little information we had available.

“He was a cop. Arrested on charges of kidnapping and killing four people during a drug deal he was involved in,” she explained, exhausting the details she had been told.

“Sounds like a suicide attempt to me. If he tried to kill him, Jeff would be dead. At the very least, it would be obvious that there was an attempted murder. The biggest threat to Jeff is himself. If everyone lets him use this cop roommate of his as a decoy, he’ll be gone before we know it.”  I paused between thoughts. “Jeff isn’t going to make it in there. He doesn’t want to,” I reasoned. “Has it been reported yet?”

“No, but it will be any minute,” she said, repeating what our source had told her.

Shortly after we hung up, the reports came in, with mixed suspicions of suicide and an attack by this muscle-bound dirty cop. Epstein was being placed on suicide watch where he would be monitored around the clock, further confirmation of my belief that he tried to kill himself.

I called Brittany back. “He’s already made up his mind. It’s just a matter of when he will try again. He’ll make sure he doesn’t fail twice. But he’s going to have to wait until he gets off suicide watch, which could be never.”

On August 10, 2019, the same source called me as I was stepping onto an early-morning flight home from New Jersey. I answered and he didn’t even bother with hello.

“He was just found hanging in his cell, he’s gone,” he said in a melancholy tone.

“You’re kidding. How did this happen? I thought he was on suicide watch,” I came back.

“I don’t know the details. I’ll let you know when I hear more. It won’t be reported for another hour or so,” he finished before we hung up and I boarded my plane.

It turned out that Jeffrey convinced a psychologist to let him off suicide watch. Of course he did. He could convince anyone of anything, although this one was tough to swallow. He was the most notorious child molester on the planet. He had fallen overnight from a jet-setting billionaire who controlled everyone around him to a caged animal at the mercy of prison guards and lowlife inmates. All signs indicated a high risk for suicide. And if the circumstantial evidence was not enough, seventeen days after his arrival at the Manhattan Correctional Center, and five days after he was denied bail, he allegedly attempted suicide. Yet, just two weeks later, he was found hanging in his cell with a bed sheet tied around his neck.

How was I going to explain this to my clients? I called Courtney. She was as in shock as I was. It was a short conversation, as I was taking off. “How did they let this happen?” she asked over and over.

I sat back in my seat, trying to think back to the many conversations I had with Epstein. Many emotions came over me. Sadness was one. Anger was another—at him and at the correctional facility. They had one job; keep him alive. How difficult is that? I thought. My clients had been robbed of justice. Again. This is not how it was supposed to end. It took eleven years to get here, and one month for him to escape, this time forever.

On the plane, I hooked up to Wi-Fi and around mid-flight the articles starting coming in.

Rumors began to fly almost immediately about whether he was murdered or committed suicide. The general public was quick to call foul, stating the obvious in news articles, blog posts, and tweets. As more information poured out about Jeffrey Epstein every day, it became increasingly clear that Epstein’s many powerful friends might be at risk and would have had reason to off him. There were even memes of Hillary Clinton dressed as a prison guard sneaking in to “check on” Mr. Epstein, implying that the Clintons played a role in silencing him. That particular theme got increased traction when it was revealed that among the items found during the search of Epstein’s New York mansion were a large painting of President Clinton wearing “the blue dress” and red heels and a personalized note from Clinton to Epstein. Still, the autopsy concluded Epstein’s death was a suicide.

The debate didn’t end there, though. Epstein’s brother, Mark, hired a private medical examiner to provide an opinion, who concluded that Epstein’s injuries were more consistent with murder. Epstein’s lawyers highlighted some suspicious evidence, such as the video cameras that should have captured those going in and out of his cell, which just so happened to not work on the day Epstein died. The security guards were allegedly both “asleep” and therefore neither heard nor saw anything.

Did some powerful person have Epstein murdered to avoid Epstein using whatever blackmail information he had accumulated over the years to lighten what was sure to be a hefty prison sentence? Or was he killed by intelligence agencies to prevent him from revealing top secret spy information?

During Epstein’s one month in jail, he had become known throughout the country and well beyond as the most notorious of pedophiles ever to live. No pedophile is safe in prison, so to say he was not too popular with other prisoners would likely be a huge understatement. If being a pedophile were not bad enough, Epstein also pulled a trick similar to the one he had perfected during his Florida jail time. He hustled lawyers in to visit him all day long, occupying one of the few private meeting rooms most of the day and apparently emptying out the snack machine during these extended visits. Money was no issue for Epstein, so he could pay for lawyers to visit around the clock. I can’t imagine that behavior increased his popularity. It was later reported that even the guards were unhappy with his entitled conduct. They, in turn, reportedly threw his meals on the cell floor.

Every day a new article would go to print, and the conspiracies multiplied. As Epstein’s alleged connections to former presidents, Middle Eastern dignitaries, the British royal family, other billionaires, the CIA, and Mossad became known, his brother and lawyers made clear they believed it was murder, and that many people had motives. I personally believe he killed himself. He was a selfish, manipulative control freak who was never going to let the world ridicule him. When Jeffrey made up his mind to do something, he did it. He’d made up his mind weeks earlier, when he’d first attempted suicide. He was not going to fail the second time.

With Epstein dead, the United States Attorney’s Office was left with no choice but to file a motion to dismiss the criminal charges against him. Judge Berman issued an order setting the hearing for August 27, 2019, and, recognizing the rights of crime victims to be present at these important events, he ended his notice of the hearing by stating, “Counsel for the victims and the victims will also be heard, if they wish to be.”

I called Courtney, who was feeling robbed over the fact that Epstein had escaped justice again. I told her that victims and their counsel would be allowed at the hearing. “I’m going, and I want to make sure everyone who wants to be there gets to be there this time,” she insisted.

I then began calling all my other clients before telling prosecutors Alison Moe and Maurene Comey (daughter of former FBI director James Comey) that I had many clients who wanted a chance to address the court at the hearing. “All of the victims who want to come should be able to come. The hearing is being held on such short notice, though, and it’s very expensive to travel. Can you ask the government to pay for all who want to come?” I pleaded.

“The government has never done that before. But we will ask,” responded the lead prosecutor.

“This case is not typical,” I explained. “We fought eleven years for these victims and for the opportunity for them to address the court. This is the last hearing. The last chance. It will go a long way in making up for the injustice done in the past. It’s the right thing to do.”

Within the hour, I got a call back: “Please tell your clients that the government has agreed to pay for the travel and hotels of all Epstein victims who wish to attend.” Courtney was ecstatic when I told her the news.

Brittany was on a family vacation with her fiancé, Jose, in Greece. When she got to her next port, she checked in, and I gave her the news. “I’m going,” she said.

“It’s in five days—you’ll still be on your cruise,” I reminded her.

She hung up the phone. A few hours later she called back. “I’m getting off in Croatia. I’m flying to Germany and then from Germany to New York. With the time change, I can make it. I’ll fly back and meet my family in Greece after the hearing.”

I paused for a moment. Sensing that this meant I thought that she was crazy, she said, “Give me a break, Brad. You wouldn’t miss this for anything in the world. You’ve worked for these girls for more than ten years to give them this chance, and I’ve worked my entire legal career for it. There’s no way I am missing this. I’ll be there.” She was right. I would have done the same thing.



There was already so much media attention that the day before the hearing the location was moved from Judge Berman’s usual courtroom to the oversize ceremonial courtroom at the Foley Square courthouse. The change in location made the media suspicious that this would be more than a mundane dismissal of criminal charges. Since an objective for most of our clients was to be a part of the hearing without being cornered by the media, I ignored the hundreds of media inquiries about whether any victims were showing up.

On August 26, I arrived in New York and got to the hotel where Jay Howell, an attorney known in many circles as the godfather of crime victim advocates and a close friend who had also represented Epstein victims for years, was already waiting for me. Brittany arrived soon after, and the three of us started fielding calls from Epstein victims flying in from all over the world. They had concerns, most of which dealt with their fear of being filmed or photographed before or after the hearing.

That night, Jay, Brittany, and I went to the U.S. Attorney’s Office and spoke with the prosecutor about allowing the victims to enter and exit the courtroom without having to encounter the press outside. She agreed and we mapped out a plan. We would just need to get everyone to the U.S. Attorney’s Office without being seen and they could take the interior bridge over to the courtroom, avoiding the public altogether.

The next morning, I walked close enough to the Foley Square courthouse to see the crowds gathering, and to locate where the press was camped out looking for victims and attorneys. I called Brittany and let her know that the route we’d mapped out the night before was clear. She and more than a dozen of our clients (and several other victims who were not our clients but whom we looked after that day) got to our meeting spot undetected. Once all of them were safely inside the U.S. Attorney’s Office, Brittany, Jay, Sigrid McCawley of Boies Schiller & Flexner, Stan, and I made our way toward the courthouse, periodically stopping to address questions from reporters who were lining the streets leading toward the entrance.

We met our clients inside and walked to the courtroom door. The hallway was crawling with people. We were immediately taken into the massive courtroom, where nearly an entire side of the room was reserved for victims and their attorneys. This experience would have been overwhelming and stressful for any one of the victims alone; however, the fact that they all walked over together and had each other’s support seemed to ease their nerves.

The judge’s law clerk expressed that Judge Berman had been concerned the courtroom was so large that there might be too much empty space. It was the opposite. There were people from wall to wall, and many in the hallway who could not get in because the courtroom was too crowded. This was the most powerful scene I had ever witnessed: dozens of victims of the same perpetrator, who had been abused in different parts of the world at different times, banded together as one strong, forceful voice.

I began to daydream for a second as I looked over to the table where Jeffrey Epstein’s defense team sat. I can’t believe he escaped before he faced this; it just isn’t fair, I thought. While this was not the way we had hoped to finally solidify the rights of our clients to be noticed, present, and heard at important criminal hearings, it was still a historic moment that would impact the victims’ movement forever.

Judge Berman took the bench. In his opening remarks he let everyone know that he was attuned to the importance of the rights of the victims. He addressed a New York Law Journal article that had been published the day before, written by Rebecca Roiphe, a New York Law School professor, and Bruce Green, an ethics professor at Fordham Law School. The authors expressed severe criticism of Judge Berman for inviting victims to the hearing, saying, “This is an odd moment for transparency in a criminal case” and not a time for victims to have a chance to speak. Of course, that was particularly offensive to me as a firm believer that without transparency, injustice is born.

Judge Berman voiced his opinion toward the authors. In addition to noting that the position in the article was insensitive to the victims as well as inconsistent with the law, Judge Berman also detected a possible hidden agenda. “It is my understanding that one of the authors of that article is himself counsel in one of the Epstein-related cases,” he stated. David Boies, an attorney for several victims, later elaborated on that point, explaining that Professor Green was an expert witness for Alan Dershowitz, who had been an attorney for Jeffrey Epstein.

In defending his legally sound and historic decision to stand for the enforcement of crime victims’ rights in this country, Judge Berman cited none other than my co-counsel, longtime friend, and former federal judge Paul Cassell, reasoning, “Then District Judge Paul G. Cassell—who is now a law professor at the University of Utah and is regarded to be a noted expert in victims’ rights—concluded that under the Crime Victims’ Rights Act, victims have broad rights that extend to a court’s decision whether to grant a government motion to dismiss under Rule 48. I completely share that viewpoint in these circumstances.… I believe it is the court’s responsibility, and manifestly within its purview, to ensure that the victims in this case are treated fairly and with dignity.”

Once the judge had set the stage, he turned to the United States, which was represented by prosecutors Comey and Moe. After the prosecutors announced their motion to dismiss, Marty Weinberg responded on behalf of the deceased defendant, Jeffrey Epstein. His argument had little to do with whether the case should be dismissed and more about his suspicion that Epstein had been murdered. Regardless of the cause of death, Marty argued that there needed to be an investigation into how the most high-profile inmate in the country could die like this.

Judge Berman called on me to approach on behalf of the victims. I approached first to address the court. Behind me stood a line of women, no longer teenagers, now ranging in age from twenty-five to forty-three years old. After expressing my regret for Jeffrey Epstein’s death and the negative effect it had on bringing complete closure for my clients, I provided the court with some history regarding the Crime Victims’ Rights Act case in which we had been fighting for the rights of Jeffrey Epstein’s victims for more than a decade. Then I got ready to introduce the victims, who would address the court with their individual and extraordinary survival stories. There was no doubt who should go first.

“The first client that I have who is going to address your Honor is the one who walked into my office in 2008 asking just to be heard, Courtney Wild.” I looked back from the podium and eleven years flashed through my mind as Courtney walked confidently toward the stand. Together we had sued and fought the U.S. government for violating her fundamental rights, and now she was finally able to exercise those rights.

Courtney spoke:


My name is Courtney Wild, and I’m a victim of Jeffrey Epstein. Jeffrey Epstein sexually abused me for years, robbing me of my innocence and mental health. Jeffrey Epstein has done nothing but manipulate our justice system, where he has never been held accountable for his actions, even to this day. Jeffrey Epstein robbed myself and all the other victims of our day in court to confront him one by one, and for that he is a coward. I want to thank the U.S. attorneys for seeking justice that has been long overdue, and most importantly, given us, the victims, our day in court to speak our peace and find some sort of closure. I feel very angry and sad that justice has never been served in this case. Thank you.



She set the right tone. Courtney perfectly paved the way for all twenty-three victims to get their chance to speak, and after hearing her, most of the victims who were on the fence about speaking decided to do so that day. While Epstein’s abuses took place over three decades, every victim in the room found some part of the others’ description relatable. There was an instant feeling of understanding among the victims. They were in this together.

After this meaningful event, we were escorted to the U.S. Attorney’s Office to meet with Geoffrey Berman, the U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York. He expressed his gratitude for the cooperation of all the victims in the criminal case, his admiration for the courage it took to speak, and his regret about the way in which the case against Jeffrey Epstein had ended. The feeling in the room was intense solidarity, like nothing I may ever see again. I looked at Courtney. She walked over and gave me a big hug. While it was not exactly how we wanted it to end when we started out, I had to believe she was proud knowing that what was happening in that room, and everything leading to that moment, could not have happened without her unwavering determination and commitment to bringing Jeffrey Epstein to justice.

That is how it ended, but how did we get there?






THREE WILD


IN JUNE 2008, I WAS thirty-two years old and had just started my own law firm in Hollywood, Florida. It was Friday, June 13, when I got a call from my mom’s boss, Jay Howell. Jay was an attorney in Jacksonville, Florida, where I grew up. As one of the original founders of the National Center for Missing and Exploited Children, he was someone who had taught me what it meant to be a lawyer. He asked me if I had heard of Jeffrey Epstein. I had not.

Jay explained that he had been contacted by a lawyer who represented crime victims on a pro bono basis. She had been contacted by someone with the FBI and she referred the matter to Jay because he was the leading victims’ rights attorney in Florida. Jay called me because the heart of the case was based in West Palm Beach and my office was nearby.

Jay said that he didn’t have much information, other than that there was a twenty-year-old girl who had been sexually assaulted by a powerful man in Palm Beach around six years earlier. It was a criminal matter and this young woman needed an attorney. He’d just gotten off the phone with her and had given her my number. Her name was Courtney Wild.

Courtney called me and said she did not want to tell her story over the phone. I told her that if she wanted someone to talk to, she could come by anytime. “Thanks,” she said before hanging up.

I had no idea whether she would show up or not. Less than an hour later, I heard, “Hi, I’m Courtney. I’m here to see Brad.” Shawn Gilbert, my paralegal, walked her to the conference room, then came into my office to let me know Courtney was there. I was unsure what to expect. As I entered the conference room, Courtney stood up and confidently extended her hand to shake mine. Her grip was strong, and her big green eyes fixed sternly straight ahead. We sat and she cut to the chase: “I’ve been trying to get someone to help me. I finally got hold of Jay, who was great, and he told me you could help.”

She wanted to start at the end. “I’m cooperating with the FBI against Jeffrey Epstein.”

“Whoa.” I stopped her. “Let’s start from the beginning.”

Courtney described her upbringing, unapologetically: “My dad wasn’t around, and my mom had a problem with drugs.” As a child, she would come home from middle school to find her parents and their friends strung out. Not feeling safe and not knowing what to do, she would often stay with friends. Yet she was determined to make it. When she was in eighth grade, she was in the school band, a cheerleader, and making excellent grades. But she had no money and as a result, not many clothes or personal belongings. Her only resource was sheer willpower, which she had in spades.

In 2002, when she was fourteen, Courtney was approached by one of her close friends, whom we will call Lynn, who told her that she could make two hundred dollars by giving a rich man a massage. That was more money than Courtney had ever seen. It was an easy decision, so she took a cab with Lynn over to the rich guy’s house.

Jeffrey Epstein’s house was on a cul-de-sac in the billionaire section of Palm Beach Island, not far from Donald Trump’s Mar-a-Lago Club. Courtney was mesmerized as she was led by a household staff member into the kitchen of this mansion. Sarah Kellen, one of Epstein’s trusted associates, then escorted the two girls upstairs into a bedroom where a massage table was set up.

A skinny young teen with braces, Courtney was sexually inexperienced. And she was nervous—very nervous. She had never seen, much less been inside, a house this big before. She had never been in the presence of someone as powerful as the man she was about to massage. For that matter, she had never given anyone a massage. She had never gotten a massage, either.

She didn’t even know what a massage was. All she knew was that an “old” man wanted one, and somehow Lynn got her this job that made so much money. All Courtney wanted now was to impress this man.

While she was standing beside the empty massage table next to her younger friend, an older graying man walked out of the shower wearing only a towel. He said, “I’m Jeffrey. What is your name? Nice to meet you.” His greeting was warm. He smiled before extending his hand to shake Courtney’s. She felt her anxiety disappear. He lay down face-first on the massage table.

During the massage, he instructed Courtney. “Rub my back. Work from the middle of the back up and the tops of the legs down. You always want the blood to circulate away from the heart.” Jeffrey was teaching her the art of massage. At the same time, he was asking her questions about her family, her life, her grades, her school, her boyfriends, her interests, what she wanted to be when she grew up, what kind of car she wanted to drive. He was listening.

Jeffrey told her he was a brain surgeon, and that he, too, had come from humble beginnings. He said that he had amassed enormous wealth, which made him friends with the most powerful people in the world. He assured her that he could help her be whatever she wanted to be. What a concept that was to a young girl from the wrong side of the tracks. Just knowing that she was in the presence of somebody who might get her somewhere in life made her want to make him happy more than anything in the world. She wanted him to like her answers to his questions. This was the first person in Courtney’s young life who had ever asked her any serious personal questions at all, much less who actually appeared to give a shit about her responses.

She thought that whatever this guy had done to get where he was in life, it must have been right. Within minutes of meeting him, she already felt like he cared about her and he wanted to help. That’s why she figured he was paying so much for a massage from someone who at the time wasn’t even sure if she was massaging him or just tickling him.

Halfway through the massage, Jeffrey instructed Lynn to leave the room, which she did. What Courtney didn’t know is that her friend was also receiving money—a finder’s fee for bringing another girl to the mansion. As soon as Lynn left, Jeffrey rolled over onto his back and removed his towel. She didn’t know what to do. She froze. But in his typically persuasive manner, Jeffrey told her not to worry, that this was normal, it was natural. He assured her that he was going to tell her exactly what to do, and that she didn’t have to do anything she didn’t want to. Courtney had nothing to compare this situation to, so she believed him. To the best of her understanding, it was normal that rich and powerful men got naked massages.

Jeffrey continued instructing her where to massage, starting with his chest. He closed his eyes and told her to pinch his nipples. Confused, Courtney complied. In an increasingly direct voice, Jeffrey kept telling her, “Harder, harder, harder.” Jeffrey then grabbed himself with his hand and began to touch himself while Courtney was standing there pinching him as directed. As soon as Jeffrey finished, he hopped up off the table. True to his word, he paid her two hundred dollars in cash, and then he left her to find her own way back down the staircase.

To Courtney’s dismay, Jeffrey’s house was like a labyrinth, with multiple stairways. As Courtney would soon learn, the stairway that was used to shuttle high school girls to and from Jeffrey’s bedroom was somewhat disguised. When she left his bedroom with money in her hand, she had no idea where Lynn was, so she scurried around the upstairs area, looking for the secret door to lead her back to where she had started.

There were so many doors up there, so many bedrooms; she didn’t know who else was in the house, and she didn’t want to overstep and walk in on what might be going on behind other doors. Still in shock from what she had just experienced, with self-preservation adrenaline rushing, she cracked open the door that was adjacent to a large painting of a little girl hanging in the hall outside the master bedroom. The girl in the painting appeared to be about four years old, looking back over her shoulder, wearing nothing but underwear that had been pulled down, exposing her untanned bottom. The painting had been made from a photograph of a girl Jeffrey would later claim was his goddaughter. Regardless, the nature of the painting combined with the “what the f***” kind of experience Courtney had just endured caused further confusion as she scrambled around looking for the door that would lead her out of the gigantic maze of a house.

As the seconds passed, she grew more conscious of her surroundings. She actually paid attention to the subjects of the many framed photographs lining the walls and sitting on every desk and dresser. Almost every frame contained a picture of a fully or partially naked young girl. There was one female figure, however, who was clearly older and appeared in many photographs, sometimes in the nude and other times with her clothes on. In the few photographs that did not contain naked females, this older woman appeared with Jeffrey alongside recognizably famous people. In fact, there was a photograph of Jeffrey, this woman, and the Pope sandwiched between two other picture frames containing the images of fully nude young women lounging by Epstein’s swimming pool.

Trying to calm herself, Courtney kept thinking about how nice this guy had been to her, how he cared about her, asked her about things that felt good to share with someone, how he had come from basically nothing to all this. Jeffrey could help her. She knew that he could help her. But he had flipped over on that table and masturbated while forcing her to pinch his nipples, and now she was lost in the upstairs of his mansion, wanting to find a way back down by herself, a way that wouldn’t require her to walk back into his bedroom and ask him for directions.

She realized that she wasn’t just lost, she was trapped. Courtney was in a panic. As she cracked the next door open, she heard a voice that sounded like her friend laughing with someone else. What could possibly be funny at this moment? Did Lynn know what was happening? Was her friend laughing at her? Had Courtney been set up? Did Lynn think this was good? Was this a good thing? Was Courtney just overreacting to momentary disorientation? Was this whole experience totally normal? After all, she had been paid two hundred dollars. She was richer than she had ever been.

Courtney opened the door wider and saw there were stairs. The laughter was coming from the bottom. There was no one chasing her. In fact, there was no one else around. But the idea of seeing Lynn after what had just happened freaked her out. Every step down the stairs ratcheted up her anxiety a bit more until she opened the door at the bottom to find Lynn sitting at the fifteen-seat kitchen island eating cereal and chatting with Jeffrey’s private chef about which was better, Froot Loops or Cheerios.

Courtney told her friend it was time to go. Before they could leave, Sarah Kellen walked in and asked Courtney for her telephone number. She told Courtney that Jeffrey liked her and wanted to see her again. The butler called for a taxicab to come pick up the girls. While they were waiting for it to show, the chef asked Courtney if she wanted a box of Froot Loops. Courtney said yes. Everyone had to know everything and the business-as-usual attitude convinced Courtney, at least for the moment, that Jeffrey was right. This was normal.

When the cab got there, the two girls walked down the long driveway past two Cadillac Escalades and a black Mercedes before hopping into the taxi. Courtney still had no idea what Lynn knew and didn’t know about this man. As soon as the girls got into the cab, Courtney saw her friend counting money. That was the moment she understood that not only had she been paid two hundred dollars for giving the massage, but that Lynn had been paid two hundred dollars for bringing Courtney to the house. Courtney asked Lynn if she had ever given Jeffrey a massage. Lynn confirmed that she had had similar experiences with him.

Lynn, who had spent some time with Jeffrey and had bought into his philosophy, told Courtney that it was all totally normal. “This is what rich people do. This is how you become successful,” Lynn explained. “They’re only trying to help a bunch of poor trailer park kids like us who need a break in life. Look around you.” To the untrained eye, she was right. Every house was bigger than the next. All of Palm Beach Island was filled with houses that had sprawling gated grand entrances, golden statues, and Bentleys in the driveways.

Lynn looked at her and continued, “Don’t be mad at me. You should thank me. You can bring him girls, too. Any time you need two hundred dollars, you can give him a massage, or whatever that is, and if you don’t want to do that, you can make two hundred dollars just by bringing him friends.”

The girls lived in the same trailer park, so the cab drove them across the bridge from Palm Beach before turning onto Okeechobee and going down streets with hourly motels, old town houses, and other trailers. When they arrived, Courtney and her friend got out of the cab and went their separate ways. Courtney walked the dirt road home to her broken-down single-wide trailer, kicking cigarette butts and crushed beer cans along the way. No one was home. Thank god, she thought.

Courtney sat for a few hours trying to think about her life, everything that she had and didn’t have, and everything that she had learned or seen in the last two hours. It was a lot to process for such a young kid. She reached in her pocket and pulled out the two crisp, folded hundred-dollar bills. She stared at the money. Maybe her friend was right. This was her chance. This was her opportunity. He seemed nice. What was the harm? She definitely didn’t want to live in this trailer for the rest of her life. She definitely didn’t want to be around her parents and their cracked-out friends.

The next day, Sarah Kellen called Courtney and asked her if she wanted to “work.” Courtney knew what that meant. She told Sarah that she didn’t have money for a cab, so Sarah sent the butler to pick Courtney up in a fancy black town car. The driver was named Juan, although the kids called him John. He told her he had worked for Jeffrey for years. Courtney didn’t say a word, enjoying the nice new car on her way to beautiful Palm Beach Island.

On this trip, she paid close attention to everything. To Courtney, Palm Beach looked like it was out of a movie. The grass was greener than any grass she had ever seen. There were twenty-foot hedges lining the streets. Every car was nicer than the next and the people she saw were happy, wearing designer clothes while walking their well-groomed dogs. The teenagers were jogging or riding their shiny new bikes. And she noticed the half dozen landscaping trucks on the sides of the road with crews slaving away to serve the rich in the burning sun. These people, she thought in a flash, were the people who didn’t make something of their opportunity. She didn’t want to be one of them.

The slick black town car turned on El Brillo Way and headed west to the mansion’s cul-de-sac. The gate opened on the left and John pulled into the large driveway that already had nine other fancy cars parked in it. The house looked like a hotel, white with a wraparound balcony. The driveway and the walkway leading to the house were paved with huge stones. There were two entrances that Courtney could see: the side entrance to the kitchen, which was the way she’d entered the first time, and the beautiful, grand front door.

Courtney wanted to know what was behind that front door. It was the biggest door she had ever seen. But John led her from the car to the side entrance and with every step she took, the big door got farther and farther away. Trying to take in as much as she could, she looked back toward the yard and saw another house that wasn’t connected to the main house. She later learned that this was where the housekeepers and the butler stayed. Good lord, they had their own house! Even that house was five times bigger than the trailer Courtney shared with her parents and little brother. Even the “help” lived like kings. This is why you’re here, she told herself. You can live like this one day.

When they walked into the kitchen, Sarah greeted Courtney like she was an old friend. Courtney looked to the right and saw a refrigerator that had to be eight feet across with two huge stainless-steel doors. There was a large stove, and on the back side of the kitchen island, she could see an opening into a large great room. She was so curious about what was through that door that she started to walk toward it, pretending to be lost and unsure of how to get to Jeffrey’s sprawling bedroom. Sarah stopped her immediately and with a stern voice said, “This way.” Sarah led her up the same hidden stairway and into Jeffrey’s bedroom. After placing the massage oils on the table, Sarah said that Jeffrey would be there shortly. Then she left the room. Once again Courtney was alone.

This time Jeffrey came out of the shower naked, without even bothering to put the towel on. As he approached the table, he smiled at Courtney and gave her a little wink, signalling that it was nice to see her again. On the one hand, this felt strange and made her question what she was doing and everything that had led her to this moment. On the other hand, Jeffrey’s smile projected sincerity and friendliness, both of which disarmed her enough to calm her nerves. That and, of course, the money. The hope of entering this rich universe. The thought of getting out of the pathetic trailer park where she lived. The thought of living a different, and better, life.

Jeff immediately began peppering her with more questions about herself. She was ashamed of her answers, most of which dealt with her parents and poor childhood, so she shaded some of her responses. Jeffrey asked her where she went to school, and she told him John I. Leonard, which was a local high school. He said, “I like you. This time, when you give me my massage, take your top off, and take off your shorts, too. It’s a better massage experience for everyone. You’ll see.”

She knew that he was serious and complied. As she was massaging his back, she heard him begin to moan and thought, Is this also normal? Is this the same thing that happened the first time, but I didn’t realize it? Or am I hurting him? She asked him if she was doing it right and he told her not to talk. He rolled over and demanded that she pinch his nipples. He exclaimed, “Harder,” but she was pinching and squeezing as hard as she could. He kept saying “harder” over and over again, but she didn’t know what more to do. When he couldn’t get the force that he was looking for from her small fourteen-year-old body, Jeffrey reached down to touch himself and began to masturbate again.

This had happened last time. She was ready for it. It isn’t a big deal, she kept telling herself.

Just as she finished that thought, he reached up and placed his hand on her right breast. “Take off your bra, it will be fine,” he told her. She hardly needed a bra. She was nervous, but what choice did she really have? She was alone with one of the most powerful brain surgeons in the world, being paid in cash for just one hour of her time. She justified compliance—What harm could really come from removing my bra? She was embarrassed by her small A-cup breasts, but Jeffrey touched them softly and told her how nice they felt. As she describes it, Jeffrey Epstein was never mean to her.



There was more to the story, of course, and sitting in my office, she would let it slip out little by little during the interview. All in excruciating detail, yet it was necessary, both from her perspective as the client and mine as her lawyer. What was overwhelmingly clear was Epstein’s manipulation. The hardest part for me was to listen to how he was able to employ his diabolical tactics on such a young kid who was already barely surviving against incredible odds. I was deeply frustrated that a grown man would constantly compliment a child in ways that got her to do things to him not meant for a child to do. As she continued to talk, my blood pressure rose. I found myself emotionally back in my former office as an assistant state attorney, wanting to personally make sure that he was prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law. This man needed to be stopped.

Courtney recounted Jeffrey’s remarks telling her that her body was so pretty and that she had so much potential—not sexual potential, but human potential. The good stuff, the big stuff, the aspirational stuff. Coming from someone of his status and intelligence, those words boosted her confidence.

Courtney continued to describe how it began with Jeffrey, though she was defensive about how she could have been duped. Jeffrey had asked her very politely to remove her underwear. Before she knew it, he was inserting his finger inside of her with one hand, while touching himself with the other and telling her repeatedly to pinch his nipples harder. Is this still part of the massage?, she asked herself. She had never done anything like this before, but she found it easier to do as she was told, to comply with his wealth, power, and authority rather than to question it.

As soon as Jeffrey finished, he told Courtney to put on her clothes and walked toward the shower. When it was over, her money was always on the dresser. She never once had to ask.

I asked her to describe what she felt the second time after the massage. She took her money and put it into her ripped jean shorts pocket and walked out of Jeffrey’s bedroom. As strange as the experience still was to her, she felt more empowered this time. She didn’t feel trapped. She knew how to find the door to get out. She walked herself down the stairs, and this time it was she who struck up a conversation with the private chef. Courtney was important enough to have been in the room alone with the master of the house. She was important enough to ask for her own cereal, and to have it poured for her.

Moments later, Sarah walked in, and before she could say anything, Courtney announced, “I think I have a friend that Jeffrey would like. I was told that he would pay me if I brought them.” Sarah told her she was right and gave Courtney Jeffrey’s phone number to call when she confirmed the friend wanted to “work.” I’ve made it now, she thought. Everyone on Palm Beach Island was a businessman or businesswoman who had started somewhere. Courtney was only fourteen years old, and in that moment, she knew she was on her way. This was her beginning.

The day after her second massage, Courtney went to the mall with Lynn, who was the only person on the planet she could talk to about her new “business.” For the first time in her life, she could buy clothes. Up until this point, Courtney had relied on Goodwill or the Salvation Army, or, if she was lucky, hand-me-downs from other kids in the neighborhood. But that was a thing of the past as far as she was now concerned. Today, she could get her very own new clothes—anything she wanted. The same was true for Lynn, so the fact that they were experiencing this entreprenurial power together made each want it more.

As their business with Jeffrey continued, Courtney and Lynn compared notes, and oftentimes they found other girls together. The duo would approach girls at the mall, at school, in the park, at the beach, and anywhere else. Courtney’s grades were no longer important. School was no longer important. She had new clothes and a whole new attitude. What was school for, anyway? To get a good job one day, right? She already had one, and she was her own boss. So was Lynn. Every day that Jeffrey was in town, Courtney or Lynn would be called by his team and asked if she wanted to work, or if she had any girls who did. Courtney and Lynn were working virtually around the clock, asking other teenagers if they wanted to get paid two hundred dollars to give a rich man a massage at his mansion in Palm Beach. Almost universally, their prospects agreed.

Courtney would accompany each new girl to the mansion—just as Lynn had accompanied her—and walk her up the narrow staircase and into Jeffrey’s bedroom. Courtney wasn’t the same scared girl she was that first time. Now she had confidence, power, and influence. And once she dropped the girl off next to the massage table in Jeffrey’s bedroom, she had money.

Over the next two and a half years, Lynn delivered more than fifty girls between the ages of thirteen and seventeen to “work for Jeffrey,” and Courtney delivered more than thirty. Lynn even created a flyer at her high school with a line of tabs at the bottom including her telephone number so that kids could call her if they wanted to “make $200.” When Lynn or Courtney couldn’t find anyone, they would just go themselves. By this point Courtney had gone so many times that she knew exactly what to expect, until, finally, she didn’t.

As Jeffrey became more familiar with his girls, he pushed the sexual boundaries further. When Courtney was fifteen, she was jumped by some older girls in the trailer park and her braces got busted up. Her family had no money to fix them, and even though she had cash, she really didn’t want to spend her money on dental work. During one massage, while Courtney was pinching Jeffrey’s nipples as hard as she could, he took her head and forced it down on him. This was Courtney’s first oral sex experience and it did not last long. While Jeffrey was holding her head down and she was doing the best job that she could, her braces were apparently getting in the way of his good time. He lifted her head up and told her so. She was sorry for not being better at it and he said it was okay, she just needed to work a little harder and find some more girls for him.

Sarah continued calling and demanding she bring more girls. What began as a seemingly cordial request was now a command. Courtney was expected to bring girls. She was told that if she didn’t, she would disappoint Jeffrey, which was certainly not something she wanted to do. This, she understood, was not just an expectation but a threat. Courtney was desperate. She was looking anywhere and everywhere to find other young teenagers to bring to his house. Jeffrey had a particular type, though. The younger the better, he would say. White. No tattoos. No piercings. No pregnancies. The girls had to look “pure.”

Given these demands, Courtney was no longer regularly attending school. She was still living in the trailer park and was going to parties with older crowds. Innocent-looking fourteen-year-old girls who could keep a secret were not always easy for her to come by. On a few occasions, Courtney brought Jeffrey eighteen-year-olds. Without her even telling him their age, Jeffrey immediately told Courtney they were “too old” and turned them away. He had a keen sense of what he wanted and an equally keen sense of what he did not.

On one occasion, Courtney made a bigger mistake. Desperate for money, and not wanting to perform the sex acts herself, she brought an African American girl to his house. Sarah met them at the door and told them both to wait outside. Jeffrey came down himself. He took Courtney in the house and left the other girl outside. He handed Courtney two hundred dollars and said, “Do not ever do that again. Now get out of here.” He said nothing more.

As their relationship went on, Courtney felt indebted to Jeffrey. At this point, she was seventeen years old and had a long history with him. What began as something awkward that she had questioned as perhaps not right had become something that her maturity told her was wrong. The problem was she saw no way out—not just because of money, but because of the relationship she had formed with Jeffrey. She did not want to disappoint the man who had become her friend, father figure, employer, and master. Still, if she was going to stick with his program—and she was—there were other problems to cope with. By now, it wasn’t just her and Lynn who were bringing girls to Jeffrey.

Jeffrey’s tactic of presenting each girl who performed a massage with the “opportunity” to bring other girls had created a pyramid scheme, or a spiderweb, of young girls, all constantly searching for other girls to bring. While the eighteen- or nineteen-year-olds were too old for Jeffrey’s sexual appetite, they were not too old to recruit younger girls. With many girls in the area hungry for everything that Jeffrey had to offer, not least of which was the feeling of being important, there was abundant competition. To beat the competition, you had to do something special. And one day, that opportunity presented itself in a new way.

Jeffrey’s sexual appetite was extraordinary. When he was in town, he would typically have three or four of these massages a day, each time with a separate teenager. It was harder and harder for Courtney to do anything to set herself apart, and at seventeen she was close to aging out. Still, Jeffrey seemed to appreciate Courtney and their long relationship. If she had any doubts about that, they dissipated on this one particular day, when Jeffrey called for her to work at his house. This time, he asked her to come alone.

Courtney honestly thought that it was going to be a discussion about how the quality of girls that she was bringing was not up to par—not young enough or not pure enough. She arrived at the house and the butler told her to go to the front. It was finally happening. She was now important enough to enter through the front doors. She smiled as she strutted up and knocked.

Jeffrey opened the door himself, something that he had never done before. Courtney’s dreams were coming true, she thought.

She walked in to find a large lion sculpture, the highest ceilings that she had ever seen, a winding staircase, and a view of the swimming pool, where several young, tall, thin girls were sunbathing naked. Despite all she’d done in the last three years, she was shocked.

Jeffrey told her to follow him up the stairs, which she did. She entered the bedroom and on the bed she saw, for the first time, a beautiful young woman named Nadia. Nadia Marcinkova was a real model, and she looked the part. Jeffrey told Courtney that he had purchased Nadia from her family in Yugoslavia. She was part of his harem. After making introductions, Jeffrey got down to business.

He instructed Nadia to kiss Courtney and continued to direct all sorts of action between the two girls. He would push their heads together, tell them to undress each other, and while they were touching one another, he would touch himself next to them. Jeffrey told the girls to perform oral sex on each other in a sixty-nine position while he arranged himself above Courtney’s head to have sex with Nadia. He did that until he had finished, at which point Nadia got up and walked out of the room, leaving Jeffrey and Courtney behind.

“That was amazing. It’s just now hitting her what happened,” he said after Nadia was gone, talking about how he and Courtney had just made Nadia feel so good. Rather than hand Courtney money and kick her out of the house, as usual, Jeffrey told Courtney to follow him to the steam room. They sat together while Jeffrey told her how special she was and how special they had both made Nadia feel. Once again, Courtney was assured that what she was doing was not that bad. She knew better by now. But she also needed the money, not just to build a future life but to maintain the current lifestyle she’d gotten used to.

By this stage, Courtney was using drugs, in part, if not primarily, to dull the experiences that she was engaged in. Her once-promising high school career was long gone. Her life was spent sexually servicing an old man on Palm Beach Island or bringing others to do it in her place. Still, he had always been nice to her. He had always given her the impression that he was looking out for her, and whenever she was having second thoughts, he went the extra mile to make her feel special and convince her that what she was doing was right for herself.

Epstein’s manipulative control was strong, but as she got older and was of less use to him, he paid her less attention. She learned that she wasn’t all that important to him in the end. While she was still bringing him girls, when she could find those suitably young enough, she was back to entering only through the side door. Then she was contacted by law enforcement and realized that Epstein’s gig was up. In her heart, she knew what he had done to her and many others was wrong. Cooperating was her first step to do her part to make things right.



What I’d expected to be a thirty-minute meeting taken as a favor to a lawyer and friend had by now turned into a three-hour marathon of many interwoven tales. The patchwork of her young life was so incredible, all I could say when Courtney finished talking was “I want to help you in whatever way I can. What do you want to do?”

She told me that the FBI had approached her a year ago about their federal investigation of Jeffrey Epstein. She was cooperating with the United States Attorney’s Office through what seemed to be a very long process. Recently she had tried to get in touch with her victim advocate at the FBI, but she was having trouble getting any real information.

Courtney wanted answers. She wanted answers to questions that were basic, and certainly no different from those that the victims I used to represent at the state prosecutor’s office would ask. Was Epstein going to be prosecuted? Would he plead guilty? Would she have to testify at a trial? I told her that I could not imagine this case going to trial when she had described dozens of witnesses and victims who would inevitably also testify—a story that couldn’t possibly be dismissed as having been fabricated and could not be won by the defense. Epstein would eventually have to plead guilty.

Still, she seemed agitated about the state of the investigation and, more to the point, the lack of information about it. In any prosecution she would likely be a key witness, and she understood all that this entailed: the enormous time commitment, the huge expenditure of energy, the replacement of ongoing life with a public airing of her past, the reliving of events she preferred to put behind her.

Most of all, she knew it included facing the man whom she had known so well, who’d turned her life upside down. For Courtney, this case was a very big deal, and to be kept in the dark about it was frustrating. The silence had suspended her life. It had kept her in a state of constant self-questioning. It held her back from moving forward with steps she now knew were right and healthy. It kept her a prisoner of her past—and of him.

I asked her if she had any written communications from the government and she provided me with letters from January and May of 2008 informing her that she had rights under the Crime Victims’ Rights Act; that this was a long investigation; and that the FBI and U.S. Attorney’s Office appreciated her patience.

Courtney’s story was compelling. I felt for her. I told her I would help her. I really believed, as I explained to Courtney at the time, that it would be no problem for me to contact the U.S. Attorney’s Office to find out exactly what was going on in what had to be a major federal investigation and indictment. Courtney left that day with my word that what she was asking me to do was no big deal and that I would make sure that this miscommunication, or noncommunication, from the government would quickly be taken care of.

I thought that this would be nothing more than one telephone call to the U.S. Attorney’s Office. I mean, after all, why would the government be deliberately ignoring her? If it was true that they were, it was probably for a simple reason, like there were so many victims they just didn’t have time to keep informing each one of every step in the process. Or even more likely, because the crimes that Mr. Epstein had committed against these children could result in a life sentence, the government was negotiating how many consecutive life sentences to give him and couldn’t concern themselves with notifying the victims about a case that would never need to be tried because it would end in a guilty plea.
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