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Now


She recognized the pungent odor of blood.


It was the first thing to which Amy’s senses reacted when she opened her eyes. Everything else was a blur—her vision, certainly, and also her ability to think straight. Her mouth was dry, and it hurt to swallow. The room was spinning, and she was nauseated.


The smell, though, that she immediately knew. Amy Redmond had worked as an assistant to a hospital administrator during her college years. Her uncle had wanted her to have experience in the medical profession before joining the family business. She had spent many nights helping to oversee a Chicago ER, and there was no better place to become familiar with blood.


Eventually, she managed to rise from the bed, stride unsteadily over an undulating floor, and stumble into the bathroom, where she was violently sick.


After the visit to the toilet, Amy reentered the suite and surveyed the horror show in front of her. She was obviously still in the Drake Hotel. She had attended the EirePharma marketing event earlier that night in the Camellia Room, and she had purposefully avoided drinking much of the well-stocked liquor that her company had provided to the guests. But although she had tried, Amy couldn’t avoid the celebratory champagne. She remembered talking to the various investors and to her attorney, Paul Baker.


Trembling, she sat in a chair by the dresser, now dressed in one of the hotel’s terrycloth robes she’d found in the bathroom. Prior to that she had been completely naked, lying in the bed with . . . with . . .


Amy began hyperventilating, aware that she was going into shock. But then her upper body slumped over the top of the dresser. All of her senses went blank.


Pounding . . . knocking . . .


“Amy? Amy, are you in there? Open up!”


The door. Someone was at the door.


Her eyes opened and she managed to raise herself into a sitting position. She forced herself to concentrate. To try to stay calm. Breathe.


What the hell happened?


A man was lying in a pool of blood on the king-sized bed. A knife protruded from his chest.


Her knife.


The one with the pink, gem-encrusted handle that she carried in her purse for protection whenever she had to be in the mean streets of Chicago.


Amy didn’t remember a damned thing.


I was drugged . . . I was drugged . . .


That had to be it.


But how the hell did she end up in bed with him? And why had he been stabbed?


It didn’t make sense.


Or . . . did it?


“Amy! Open the door!”


More pounding.


“Oh, God,” she whispered.


The police would clearly consider Amy the top suspect in the victim’s death.


Not death . . . murder!


“Oh, no, please, no . . . what have I done?” she whispered to the corpse in the bed.
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Four Months Earlier: February 2024


Nick “Deke” Deketomis sighed as he gazed out the window of his office and wondered when the rain would end. While winter in Spanish Trace, Florida, was usually always moderately warm—a perfect destination for snowbirds from the north—for some reason, the rain had been relentless for three days. He was dying to take the Jurisprudence out into the Gulf. The yacht had been docked too long. Deke and his pal, Robin, were itching to spend a couple of days spearfishing.


Accepting that “it is what it is,” he turned away from the gray late-morning skies outside and focused on the piles of paperwork on his desk. That was something that never ended, too. The bureaucracy associated with law work was enough to drive most attorneys out of the business. Luckily, the Bergman-Deketomis firm had a diligent and professional staff that could take care of much of the tedious labor.


At least the stacks of paper were a reminder that the law firm was doing well. Deke and his partners had experienced some major successes in the past few years. The busting of a human trafficking ring by the Feds and Deke’s firm holding accountable hotel chains in the United States, and the recent case taking down a New York bank for allowing illegal wire transfers to overseas terrorist groups had given Bergman-Deketomis more publicity than Deke had ever expected. The workload was pouring in fast and furious, so much so that they were turning down more cases than he would have liked. Many would have created the kind of high-intensity adventures on which the lawyers in his firm thrived. But there were only so many hours in a day, so many employees in the firm, and so many years left of his life. Deke was approaching the big 6-0 milestone in June, and the dreaded “R-word”—retirement— loomed somewhere in the near future.


But not yet. Deke would probably work until he was in his seventies if his health held up. So far, thankfully, he was in pretty good shape.


The intercom buzzed, startling him out of his thoughts. He pushed the button. “Yes, Diana?”


“Deke, I hope I didn’t disturb your wallowing in the pool of melancholy.”


Deke laughed. The office administrator who doubled as his assistant, Diana Fernandez, could read him like a book.


“I wasn’t wallowing, Diana.”


“Yes, you were. You get all dreamy when it rains. I know these things.”


“I suppose you do. What’s up?”


“You have an unannounced visitor. Matt Redmond. He says he’s a friend of yours from ‘yesteryear.’”


Deke blinked. “Matt Redmond?”


“That’s what he said.”


“Holy cow, send him back!”


Deke leaned back in his chair in disbelief. He hadn’t heard from his old law school pal in years, maybe decades. For a good portion of their time at the Cumberland School of Law in Alabama, Deke and Matt Redmond had been inseparable, very near blood brothers. The guy had come from a wealthy family that was in the medical industry. Was it pharmaceuticals? Insurance? Deke couldn’t recall. Matt was also a lawyer who had spent part of his career until recently with a silk stocking firm, but his famous temper—which was legendary even back at Cumberland—put him at odds with the powers that be. Had he been fired? Blackballed in the corporate defense business? Again, Deke couldn’t remember, even though it was within the last year or so.


He stood, went around his desk to the office door, and looked into the hallway. Diana was leading Matt Redmond in his direction. The guy had a huge smile on his face, one that said, “Ha, ha, surprise, surprise!” The funny thing was that Deke might not have recognized him. Matt had put on weight since college, maybe a hundred pounds. The red hair had faded to whitish pink. The skin pallor and lightly crimson nose indicated what Deke recognized as an alcohol problem.


“Hey, Deke! Surprise, surprise!”


“I knew you were going to say those very words. My God, Matt, it’s good to see you!”


The two men embraced and slapped each other on the backs.


Diana, grinning, said, “I’ll leave you two to it.”


“Thanks, Diana. Geez, Matt, how are you? What are you doing


here?”


“I’m fine, Deke. I happened to be in Pensacola and I thought, ‘You know, my old—and older—buddy from Professor Sennett’s class is not too far away in Spanish Trace. Maybe I should pop in and give him a shock.’”


“That’s right, you’re a couple of years younger than me. I’d forgotten that. Anyway, I’m glad you did surprise me. Come into my office, let’s catch up.”


The two men went into the comfy sitting area of Deke’s office and sat down. “Timing is perfect. You can join me for lunch,” Deke said.


“Why do you think I showed up around eleven? But listen, I’m buying.”


“Probably not, but you can try.”


Matt held up a finger and wiggled it. “No, no, this will be . . . well, this will be a business lunch. There’s something that I’d actually like to talk to you about.”


Deke raised his eyebrows. “Okay, you got my attention.”


“In due time, Deke. Over lunch. First tell me about yourself. I know you’re the big TV star lawyer who gets to be a talking head on news programs, and I’m well aware of the many successes you and your firm have had recently. Kudos, my friend, kudos.”


“Thank you, Matt. Yes, we’ve been fortunate. There’s a lot of wild luck that goes into it, too, as you know.”


“Or in my case, bad luck.”


Deke pursed his lips. “What happened, Matt?”


“What did you hear?”


“Only that you and your former employer parted ways. I don’t know why.”


“Ha! Well, I’m relieved to hear that they kept it quiet, like they promised. Deke, I assaulted a senior partner at the firm. Punched him and rearranged his nose just a tad. I’m not going to justify my actions because I know it was clearly crazy and wrong, but I’ll let you in on a secret.”


“What’s that?”


“The guy deserved it. He was an A-1 asshole. He had insulted the Redmond family, saying we were greedy bastards for allowing the price of insulin to go up so much, among other drugs. Never mind that we didn’t raise the prices. Never mind that I have nothing to do with EirePharma. Anyway, he went too far, and I punched him. I’d also had a couple of bourbons. Maybe three or four, I can’t remember.”


“Hm.”


Matt threw up his hands. “What can I tell you? My temper got the best of me. We worked it out, though. They basically told me if I resigned then he wouldn’t press charges. So I left. And you know what? Over the last year I couldn’t have been happier. The truth is I didn’t enjoy being a lawyer. I think there’s too much of my Uncle Andy’s blood in me. You remember my Uncle Andy?”


Deke did. “The rock star.”


“Yeah. The black sheep of the Redmond family. Now maybe I’m the second black sheep of the clan. Anyway, I don’t know if you heard. Uncle Andy died recently.”


“What? No, I hadn’t heard that.”


“It was in all the music and entertainment news.”


“I don’t pay much attention to that, Matt. I’m sorry to hear it. You have my condolences. I remember you were close to him.”


“I worshipped the guy, Deke. He was my idol. If I’d had any musical ability at all, I would have followed in his footsteps. Andy Redmond was the leader of the Red Drops, for Chrissake! He was a big deal back in the day.”


“I remember us going to see him perform in Gainesville when we were at college. It was great! We went backstage, and I met him. That was a fantastic night.”


Matt laughed. “It was. But, you know, that was the mid-eighties. It wasn’t the original Red Drops then. It was just Andy and some hired guns pretending to be the Red Drops. More like Andy Redmond and a cover band. By then Andy was just playing in small venues—clubs, college campuses like where we saw him, bowling alleys, and such. He was sort of a has-been then. His real heyday was the late sixties and the seventies.”


Deke shrugged. “I just recall really loving his music. What was that hit song about the fever?”


“That was ‘Face Fever!’” Matt began to sing a bit of the chorus, moving his upper body as if he were dancing. “Show me that face fever, baby, you know you got it bad, baby, face fever, baby, yeah . . . !” Both men laughed and Matt added, “I remember you made a comment about all the groupies around him!”


Deke smiled and nodded his head. “Yeah, that stands out in my mind, for sure. Your uncle, umm, had his hands full. Again, I’m sorry to hear that. You lost a dear friend, and the music business lost an icon.”


“Thanks. I’ll tell you more over lunch, because what I have to say also concerns him.”


“Okay. So, what are you doing now that you’re not practicing law, Matt?”


“Nothing. A big fat nothing. I retired early.” He shrugged. “I’m a Redmond, you know. I have . . . well, I have a nest egg. You knew that.”


“I understand. No judgment from me. Where’s home now?”


“I live in Chicago. I have two ex-wives and two children from the first one. A boy and a girl, both in their twenties. I’ve been divorced since 2012. So I’m what you call an ‘eligible divorcee,’ although my age and weight might put some qualifiers on the eligibility part.”


“Don’t you have a sister?” Deke asked.


“Yes. Good memory, Deke. Candace lives in France with her family.” He shrugged again. “We talk every now and then, but we’re not really close. She has nothing to do with the Redmond family business. Neither do I, for that matter. What about you, Deke? You still married?”


“I am. Teri and I celebrated our thirty-ninth anniversary a few months ago. We have two great kids—also a boy and a girl—both grown. Our daughter, Cara, is a lawyer who’s been working with the firm several years now. Our son Andrew is a chef at a Michelin star restaurant in Miami with job offers all over the world. It’s all good, Matt, all good.” He looked at his watch. “Hey, why don’t we grab a couple of umbrellas and run across the street for that lunch? I’m dying to hear what you have to tell me.”


Matt slapped the arms of his chair. “Let’s do it.”


Ten minutes later they were at a table in a secluded corner of Colliers Fish House. It was always reserved for Deke. The law firm often entertained clients at the popular restaurant, and it didn’t hurt that the catches of the day had been swimming in the Gulf of Mexico earlier in the morning. The food was always superb.


Matt insisted that they eat before he started his story. They continued to catch up on events in their lives over the past few decades as they chowed down. Deke noticed, though, that Matt seemed nervous. The man kept looking over his shoulder, and he checked his cell phone for messages six times. He also drank two vodka martinis in the space of a half hour while Deke had stuck to water throughout the meal. When the dirty dishes were taken away and the waiter offered dessert menus, Matt actually said, “Maybe another martini.”


Deke quickly ordered coffee for himself, and then Matt got the message. “Yeah, scratch the martini,” he said to the waiter. “Bring me a cup of coffee, too. Black.”


When the waiter left, Deke asked, “Matt, what’s wrong? There’s something bothering you. I can tell.”


Matt looked at Deke for several seconds before replying. “Bad guys are watching me, Deke. Very dangerous bad guys.”


“Bad guys?” Deke cocked his head. “Tell me more, Matt. It’s okay, nobody can hear us. My table here is isolated from the rest of the restaurant by design.”


Matt sat back and appeared to relax a bit. “All right. So . . . just to refresh your memory, the Redmond family business is a company called EirePharma. Nice Irish name, huh?”


Deke smiled. “I remember now.”


“EirePharma is now one of the biggest PBMs in the country. You know what that is?”


“I do. It stands for pharmacy benefit manager. As I understand it, a PBM is the go-between that connects drug manufacturers to medical insurance companies, retail pharmacies, and consumers.”


“That’s correct. My father, Terrence Redmond, ran EirePharma until he passed away. Then my Uncle Charles took over the company. He’s now deceased, too, and I’ll tell you that story in a minute. Anyway, my Uncle Andy never wanted to be in the family business. In fact, he was a high school dropout—fitting for a future rock star. He was famous for a while until the Red Drops broke up in the late seventies and Uncle Andy tried to go solo. It didn’t work out, and he sank deeper into drugs and alcohol. He remained in that hippie culture lifestyle for the rest of his life. Uncle Andy died last year of myocardial infarction due to diabetes mellitus, which is what the medical examiner said, but we all know it was caused by decades of drug addiction and alcohol abuse. And I have to say that I believe the high cost of insulin was a big, big factor here.”


Deke shook his head.


Matt waved his hand. “It was bound to happen sooner or later. So, enter my cousin, Amy Redmond. Did you ever meet Amy?”


“I don’t think so, no.”


“Amy is Uncle Andy’s daughter. Uncle Andy got a groupie pregnant in the early eighties. They had a kid, and this was Amy.”


“So Amy is, what, fifteen years younger than you?” Deke asked.


“About that. Fourteen. She’s forty-four. So, Amy’s mother died in an accident a year or so after she was born and my Uncle Andy couldn’t handle taking care of her. My grandparents took her in as an infant, but then Uncle Charles and his wife Mary stepped up and legally adopted her themselves when she was four because they never had, or couldn’t have, children of their own. But this was all good for Amy, who grew up in a nice home and is now in the family business, and in fact she’s now the president of EirePharma. She’s smart, beautiful, driven, and an incredible businessperson.”


“That’s terrific.”


“Yeah. Anyway, Amy came to me not long ago with a remarkable story. She had become closer to her father, my Uncle Andy, after he had moved back to Illinois about twenty years ago when he was pushing sixty. I started seeing him every now and then, too. He lived in one of the outlying northern suburbs of Chicago in a dilapidated, old house. His only income was royalties from his music—which after a few decades wasn’t much—and once he turned sixty-five, Social Security. Then he got to be in his seventies, in poor health, and he had a lot of trouble paying for insulin. Medicare covers it in Illinois and, in fact, our governor signed a bill that kicks in next year that caps a thirty-day supply at $35 for most insured people and there are discount plans for uninsured folks.”


Deke interrupted him. “That might work, but we’re finding that insurance companies and pharmacy benefit managers have ways of working around laws like that. But do go on.”


“You’re right,” Matt said, “but anyway, with Medicare, Uncle Andy really should have been able to afford it, but I think he didn’t keep up his monthly premiums. I imagine he was spending his money on shit like heroin instead. I don’t know. Deke, I’m sure you’re aware that insulin manufacturers have raised the cost of the drug. A lot. It’s ridiculous how expensive it is, and if your insurance doesn’t cover much of the cost, or if you don’t have insurance, the cost of insulin could bankrupt a diabetic.”


“I know,” Deke said. “As a matter of fact, my firm has been looking into some of these class action lawsuits that are going after insulin manufacturers, as well as the PBMs that work with them.”


“Have you taken on any of those cases?”


“Not yet. We’re still evaluating if they’re winnable, and we think they are.”


“Well. Anyway, all this background on my Uncle Andy leads us to the real crux of the matter. I hate to say it, but EirePharma is conspiring with at least one drug manufacturer to keep the costs of insulin extremely high, and EirePharma is receiving kickback money while doing it. Amy came to me and told me this. She’s going through . . . I don’t know, she’s in a difficult situation. She’s the only Redmond still at EirePharma and she tells me that the company is doing potentially illegal things. She’s not sure what to do about it.”


“Like what kinds of things?”


“Better for Amy to explain it to you. I’d like you to talk to her.”


“What happened to your Uncle Charles?” Deke asked.


“Oh,” Matt rolled his eyes. “I lost both uncles within a few months of each other. Uncle Charles jumped off a high-rise in Chicago eleven months ago. He allegedly killed himself.”


“My God! Why? Did he have issues with depression?”


“Well, he did jump off a building! The police said it was straight up suicide, but Amy isn’t sure, and neither am I. You’d think someone would have to be pretty depressed to do that, but my Aunt Mary, his widow, says ‘no.’ It’s a big frikkin’ mystery. Amy and I . . . Well, we think he may have been murdered.”


“Murdered?”


Matt nodded slowly. “Now we get to the very dangerous bad guys I mentioned earlier. Around the time that Uncle Charles did the swan dive, EirePharma was taken over by an entrepreneur named Connor Devlin. Have you ever heard of him?”


“I don’t think so.”


“Very flashy guy, very wealthy. He’s in his fifties, very handsome. Looks like a movie star. An unscrupulous businessman with incredibly strong ties in Ireland. I don’t know how he did it, but he got Uncle Charles to sell his shares of EirePharma to him. The sale actually occurred after Charles made that leap off the building. Amy works for Devlin, who’s now the CEO. And it’s Devlin who’s running a long string of unethical and, from what I can see, illegal hustles with the insulin manufacturers. As I hear more about what is going on, I would go as far as saying it sounds like the equivalent of the Irish mob moving into the insulin sales business. Amy says she needs to do something about it but her hands are tied, obviously. She’s one of the damned faces of the company! Deke, I think this guy Devlin is a highly educated deep-pockets criminal. He runs the business like a mobster disguised as a Harvard-educated MBA. There are a lot of shady things about him. Maybe other murders. And I think the goons he surrounds himself with, who are dressed up in Brooks Brothers suits, do the dirty work for him. Big muscular henchmen who are ‘assistants’ in name but are really bodyguards and musclemen. I think they’re watching me. In fact, I know they are; I’ve caught one or two of them sitting outside of or driving by my house. Amy believes that Devlin knows she came to me with this information. She’s freaking out now, because they’re watching her, too.”


“Damn, Matt. None of that sounds good.”


Matt sighed. “There’s something else that complicates the matter.”


“What’s that?”


“Amy is engaged to Connor Devlin. They’ve been in a relationship for a year. For months I think she was completely bamboozled by the romance, but now she’s starting to wise up. Deke, I think this man Devlin has been gaslighting my cousin. He’s been using his charm and good looks and wealth to fool a woman who, after a divorce some years ago, might have been, and I don’t know because I’m speculating and don’t want to make her out to be a cliché, but maybe she was starved for affection at the time. Or he simply showered her with sudden wealth, fame, and good times, and she fell for it. They became a couple in the Chicago society pages, and for a while that was a high for her that she’d never experienced. But now she’s finally seeing the light. She continues to live with Devlin in order to spy on the guy. Deke, she’s trying to gather evidence against him, and, frankly, I believe she’s in danger.”


“I see.”


“Deke, I’m here to ask if you and your law firm would sue the hell out of Connor Devlin and get to the bottom of what happened to my Uncle Charles. And, you know, what happened to my Uncle Andy is also a consequence! This insulin thing is a big problem in our country, and it’s guys like Devlin who are making it happen. It’s not just the disgusting overpricing of insulin I’m talking about that needs your attention, but we need to expose Devlin’s criminal activities and at the same time save Amy.”


Deke said nothing, obviously mulling over what Matt had told him. He finally chuckled slightly. “Matt, this reunion of ours, decades in the making, has unloaded much more onto my plate than I could have ever thought. My first take on what you are telling me is that we can look at several civil case angles surrounding the insulin pricing issues. Most of the time in the big pharma cases we handle we uncover blatant criminal conduct that is virtually ignored by both regulators and the Department of Justice. You worked in the corporate defense business long enough to have seen that firsthand, I’m sure. Nevertheless, our most logical way in to shine a light on this guy Devlin is to file, probably, an antitrust case and peel back Devlin’s disguise with insanely aggressive discovery and hit-and-run court hearings. But at some point the feds will have to get involved, and that is not something we can predictably count on. They have no guts where it comes to white-collar crime, even when the case is handed to them on a plate.”


“Deke, I will admit my ask is not exactly a simple one. First protect Amy, uncover the truth about this bastard, and if you can get my family’s pharma business back intact, that would be an extraordinary result.”


Deke was silent for a few seconds. He looked out the window near their table and saw that the rain was still coming down. Could the rain be a message? Could this be a “rainmaker” case or an ugly and deadly supercell thunderstorm?


“Matt, we’d need a lot more information than what you’ve told me here. I have some top-notch investigators. One of my associates, Michael Carey, is a former military guy who now practices law with me, and he’d be perfect for something like this. I can’t promise anything, but why don’t we do some preliminary work, do a little investigating, come to Chicago and talk to your cousin Amy, and see what all the edges of this case look like? I don’t like to take on anything that I don’t think I can possibly win, especially when a dear friend is asking. I would never want to disappoint you.”


“I understand, Deke. I know this won’t be a cakewalk. All I’m asking is that you take your best shot, nothing more.” He held out his palm.


“Let’s go back to the office and draw up an agreement,” Deke said as he reached over and clasped his friend’s hand.
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The corporate headquarters of EirePharma in Deerfield, Illinois, sat on a thirty-acre campus that consisted of a two-story, airy, modern building of 650,000 square feet, a parking lot with spaces for eight hundred vehicles, and an expansive manicured lawn with a small pond. A hangar attached to the structure stored a platform dolly holding a Sikorsky S-76 twin-engine corporate helicopter. The dolly acted as a mobile flatbed trailer, from which the chopper can take off or land. Approximately 160 employees occupied the offices within the headquarters, and there was room for 160 more. A cafeteria and private art gallery took up a quarter of the place. Architectural critics praised the site’s design as one of the most eye-friendly and functional business properties in the Chicago area.


While it was raining in Spanish Trace, Florida, Chicagoland was blanketed with snow and more was on the way. In Deerfield, a northwest suburb about thirty miles from the Windy City, snowplows were working overtime and salt trucks were right behind them. The sun had broken through the clouds, though, and Amy Redmond stood at the wide picture window of her office on the second floor of EirePharma to allow the midday rays to bathe her face. Her red shoulder-length hair visibly reflected in the glass, but her pale skin disappeared against the frosty tableau outside. Despite her current anxiety, she appreciated the aching beauty of the ice-covered pond and undisturbed snow on the field surrounding the headquarters; it all sparkled in the sunshine, reminding her of sledding on a hill behind her uncle and aunt’s home in Highland Park when she was a child.


That thought was a prompt that she needed to visit her Aunt Mary. She had unintentionally allowed too many weeks to lapse since the last time she’d seen the woman who was essentially her mother. Aunt Mary was all alone in that big house, except for the caretaker who helped her out.


Her Uncle Charles, too, for all intents and purposes, had been her father. His mysterious death had been devastating to them all. Suicide, the police said. But was it? She didn’t know what to believe, but she did know that she missed him terribly. These feelings, though, didn’t preclude her affection for her biological father—Andy Redmond.


She had lost them both less than a year apart. First Uncle Charles, and then her father.


Amy turned away from the window and went back to her desk. There was so much work to do, but she had recently lost the motivation to do it. She picked up her cell phone to check for a message from her cousin, Matt, but there was nothing yet. She now regretted saying anything to him. Matt had gone to Florida to talk to some lawyer he knew. At first, Amy thought it was a good idea. Now, not so much.


The truth was that she was frightened. An hour earlier, she had received a text from Connor saying that he wanted to see her immediately upon his return from his trip out west. What about? Perhaps it was nothing. Maybe she was worrying for no reason.


Actually, though, she had plenty of cause to be concerned.


The desk phone buzzed. It was her secretary, Madeline.


Amy pressed the speaker button. “Yes?”


“Amy, the reporter from the Tribune is here. I’ve put her in the conference room on your floor.”


“I’ll be right there. See that she gets coffee or whatever she wants.”


Damn, she thought. The last thing I want to do is an interview for the business section of the Chicago Tribune.


But Amy Redmond was a consummate professional. She went to the full-length mirror on the wall next to the door to her private bathroom and checked her suit and makeup. Yes, she looked like a million bucks, as Connor liked to say, even though she didn’t feel that way. Never mind, she was ready.


Before leaving the office, she glanced up at the portrait of Reginald Redmond that hung over the couch in the sitting area. Her grandfather.


She wondered what the patriarch and founder of EirePharma would think of how his company was being managed today.


* * *


The woman from the Tribune appeared to be younger than Amy had expected. She introduced herself as Martha Bishop. Amy shook her hand and switched on the charm and charisma for which she was known. Uncle Charles had called it her “happy face.”


“Welcome to EirePharma! I can’t believe you drove out in this weather,” she said. “Did you have any trouble?”


“Oh, I drive in all sorts of nonsense outside,” the reporter answered. “The roads are pretty clear now. You know Chicago. They’re pretty good at plowing that stuff away quickly. It’s not snowing now, but I think we’re getting more tonight. No worries.” They sat and began. “Ms. Redmond, I—”


“Call me Amy, please.”


“All right. Amy, I think my assistant told you that we’re profiling you, along with nine other women, as examples of successful businesswomen in Chicago.”


“I was flattered and honored to be chosen.”


“We were pleased that you accepted our proposal. My, this is such a gorgeous building!”


“You already got a tour, right?”


“I did. I’m very impressed by the art in your gallery. There are some real treasures there. A Picasso, a Klimt, and even a Warhol. Who was the curator?”


“That would have been my Uncle Terrence. He had a love of fine art.”


“I see. Well, let’s begin with some basics. You’re a successful woman in your forties. I don’t mean to be personal, but it’s relevant, I think, for the article. You were married once, I believe?”


Amy rolled her eyes. “Yes. He was someone I’d met in college. It lasted four years. The divorce was in 2010. Since then, well, you know. There were some dates.” She laughed and added, “The less said about them, the better. No, I enjoy being single. It goes better with being a workaholic.”


“But you’re in a serious relationship now, if I’m not mistaken? Engaged, even?” Amy merely smiled and shrugged a little. Bishop chuckled and said, “Okay, we’ll get to him in a bit. You were born in Chicago?”


“Uhm, no, I was born in California. In fact, it’s not exactly clear where I was born. My father and mother were on the road somewhere.”


“Oh, pardon me, of course. The rock star. Andy Redmond. My condolences to you. It’s just been a few months, hasn’t it?”


“Yes. We’re all pretty torn up about it. About all of it. His death, and my Uncle Charles’s death just a few months before that.”


“That was such a tragedy. I’m so sorry.”


“Thank you.”


“You would say that your Uncle Charles, though, was more like a father to you growing up, is that correct?”


“Oh, yes. Uncle Charles and Aunt Mary were my parents. I never knew my real mother. Louise Spindler—that was her name—died in a car accident the year after I was born. I lived with my grandparents until my grandfather died, and then Uncle Charles and Aunt Mary took me off my grieving grandmother’s hands and officially adopted me. I was four.”


“Did you ever become close to your father?”


“Andy? Yes, I did. He moved back to Illinois when I was in grad school and we slowly got to know each other. I never really thought of him as ‘Dad.’ He was always ‘Andy’ to me.”


“He was big stuff back in the day.”


“I guess he was.”


“I would bet that your birth drove a wedge further in Andy’s relationship with his parents? Did they disapprove of the situation in which it occurred? You know, rock star and a groupie, unmarried . . .”


Amy blinked and interrupted her. “It’s ancient history and irrelevant.”


Bishop made a slight nod to acknowledge that she should move on. “Your grandfather, Reginald Redmond, started EirePharma in the 1940s?”


“That’s correct. It was 1947. It was a simple pharmacy in Chicago, but over the next ten years it grew into a chain of pharmacies across the state and into Wisconsin, Minnesota, Iowa, and Indiana. He was an astute, charismatic businessman who already had one foot in the future. I’m sorry I didn’t really know him. He passed when I was three.”


“Your family is fascinating,” Bishop said. “Your grandfather had three sons—”


“Terrence, Andy, and Charles. Terrence was already a seven-year-old when EirePharma first began, and Andy was an infant. My grandfather divorced and remarried in 1951, and, boom, Charles joined the family in 1952.”


“We know that Andy Redmond didn’t enter the family business, but your two uncles did.”


“Yes. Uncle Terrence got into the business in the 1960s, and Charles did so in the 70s. After my grandfather’s death in 1983, Terrence became the CEO. He and Uncle Charles took the company to greater heights by expanding the retail chain.”


“Just to clarify, your grandmother is gone?”


“Yes, my grandmother died in 2001 at the age of ninety-one. My step-grandmother died in 2018. My Aunt Julia—Terrence’s wife—died of COVID in 2020. My only living relatives are my Aunt Mary and my two cousins, Matt and Candace, who are Terrence and Julia’s children.”


“Are your cousins in the family business?” Bishop asked.


“No. Matt is . . . he studied law.” Amy didn’t want to say that Matt had given up practicing as a lawyer. “Candace married a wonderful French man, and she and her family live in Nice. I don’t have any contact with her, but Matt and I are fairly close.”


Bishop wrote on her notepad and then took a breath. “I’m sorry to bring up the tragedy of what happened to your Uncle Charles, but I do think it’s important to our story.”


“I understand. Yes, it was heartbreaking.” God, can this please end?


“How did Charles become CEO of EirePharma?”


“My Uncle Terrence died of a heart attack in 2011. Charles immediately ascended to the throne.” She allowed herself to chuckle at that, as did Bishop. “That’s when we sold off all the retail pharmacies.”


“For a great deal of money.”


“Yes, there is that.”


“Charles completely reinvented EirePharma.”


“He did. We became a pharmacy benefit manager. With our experience in running retail pharmacies, we knew the ins and outs of how the medical industry works. As a PBM, EirePharma is now worth two billion dollars.”


“And now you’re the president. Did you always want to get into the family business?”


“Indeed. I imagine my uncle influenced my views on this as I was growing up, but I think I knew what I wanted to do by the time I graduated from high school. I went to Northwestern University, where I received a Bachelor of Science degree in Health Science. While I was in school, I also worked as an assistant to the administrator of the emergency room at NorthShore Evanston Hospital.”


“I’ll bet that was some intense experience.”


“Oh, it was. I was in the trenches, you might say. I then went to Cornell University and received my master’s in health administration. I immediately returned to Chicago and went to work for EirePharma in a starting position—my uncle didn’t give me special treatment! But I worked my way up to become one of the vice presidents, and that was, what, has it already been six years ago? And now I’m president.”


Bishop nodded and made more notes. Okay, that’s enough, Amy thought. Let’s end it there. But the reporter then brought up the topic Amy was dreading.


“That brings me to Connor Devlin, who is now CEO of your company. How did he manage to obtain control of EirePharma? Did you have no interest in being CEO?”


“Um, well, I—”


“And in light of the recently dismissed class action lawsuit last December, tell me more about EirePharma’s approach to pricing insulin. Am I right to say that your CEO, Mr. Devlin, is committed to raising the price so high that it will bankrupt many consumers who depend on the drug?”


Bishop’s tone and attitude had changed abruptly and dramatically. Suddenly, the interview had become a hit piece.


“We are well aware of the issues surrounding the pricing of insulin all over the country,” Amy managed to answer. “And we’re working to create equitable solutions.”


“What can you say about your biological father’s death? Was that anything to do with the cost of insulin?”


How the hell did she know Andy was a diabetic?


“Amy,” the woman continued, “the ‘serious relationship’ I referred to earlier . . . That’s with Connor Devlin, is it not? The CEO of EirePharma? The CEO and the president in a romantic relationship? The society pages are full of your photographs together at various events in the city. You’re engaged to be married, are you not?”


Bishop nodded at the quite visible large diamond ring. Amy involuntarily placed her right hand over it. She wanted to snap at the woman and tell her to get the hell out of the building.


Luckily, though, Madeline stuck her head in the conference room door. “Excuse me, pardon my interruption. Amy, you wanted me to tell you when Mr. Devlin’s helicopter arrived. They just set down on the helipad.”


Amy said, “Thank you, Madeline. I’m sorry, Martha, but I have to see Connor—Mr. Devlin—about something. Please forgive me. Do you mind if we take a half-hour break?”


Bishop’s attitude smoothly switched back to smiles and charm. “Not at all, I’ll be able to catch up on messages and emails. I’m impressed you have a helipad!”


“Mr. Devlin has a private jet in a hangar at O’Hare. He uses that to zoom around the country and to Europe. He then takes a helicopter from O’Hare to get here.”


“That’s one way to beat the traffic. Go on, don’t worry about me.”


“Thank you. I won’t be long.” With that, Amy got up and went out of the room.


As she walked down the chicly decorated hall of offices, Amy’s heart began to pound. She needed an excuse not to continue the interview. More worrying, though, was what did Connor want to see her about? Could it be about Matt? Did Connor know she’d been talking about him to Matt? Did Connor know Matt was talking to a lawyer?


Of course he would know. Connor manages to find out everything.


Outside the CEO’s office, Devlin’s executive secretary said, “Amy, he just walked in. He’s waiting for you.”


“Thanks, Charlotte.”


Amy steeled herself, opened the door, and prepared to greet the man for whom she worked.


And with whom she shared a bed.
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“Amy, dear, come in!”


Connor Devlin stood by the vintage mahogany desk that was the size of a pool table. He had his cell phone to his ear, but he beckoned her in with the other hand, and then he turned away to look out his broad picture window while he talked.


“Yeah, I agree,” he said with his subtle Irish accent. After a few drinks, that brogue could become much heavier. “Uh huh. Well, the man’s a fool. No, no, I’m not going to do business with him. He’s nothing. Forget it.” He listened for a few seconds as Amy closed the door behind her and stepped into the largest office in the building. “Right. Just do what you have to do.” He ended the call and turned back to her.


Even after all this time, Amy could still be struck by the man’s commanding presence. He oozed charisma and energy, rendering him extremely attractive to anyone—male or female—who came in close contact with him. At six-foot-seven-inches tall, broad-shouldered, and ridiculously fit, he might have been a former linebacker. For a man in his mid-fifties, he had a youthful face accented by clear blue eyes. His prematurely solid white hair matched the virgin snow outside, and its tasteful length reminded just about everyone who met him of Marlon Brando’s characterization of Superman’s father. In fact, some of his closest friends called him “Jor-El” to get his goat, and Devlin usually feigned annoyance at the nickname; internally, though, Amy knew that he liked it.


“How was your trip, Connor?” she asked, putting on a big smile.


“Amy, dear. Come here.” He held out his arms and she moved toward him. Devlin stepped forward and took her in his strong arms. The embrace was genuine and warm. He kissed her strongly on the mouth and then said, “I missed you.”


“Connor, you were only gone four days.”


“I can still miss you! Did you miss me?”


“Of course!”


He kissed her forehead and then released her. “The trip was good. I need a drink, though.” He walked over to the well-stocked bar in the sitting area of the office, retrieved a glass from the cabinet, plopped in three ice cubes from the fridge’s dispenser, and poured two inches of Absolut Elyx vodka into it. “Want one?”


“No, thanks,” Amy said with a slight laugh. “I haven’t had lunch yet, and I’m actually in the middle of an interview with the Chicago Tribune.”


“You are?”


“It’s that piece I told you about that they wanted to do on successful women in Chicago.”


“Oh, right! Well, you are indeed a successful woman. They picked a good subject for their article. I like that you’re keeping up the good face of the company.” He cocked his head at her. “Are you all right?”


“Sure. Just a bit tired, and I need to get back to that interview. I’m not sure I like the interviewer, though.”


He cocked his head at her. “Asking tough questions? Maybe about me?”


“Yes.”


“Just tell her you don’t comment on your personal life. Keep it focused on all the good things we’re doing here and how I’ve taken the company from the lowest profits it’s ever had to the highest. And, as president, you’re part of that success. Got it?”


“I can do that.” She exhaled and shifted gears. “Tell me about your trip.”


“Oh, it was fine. Those people I saw in Los Angeles will be caught in the EirePharma web within the month.”


“This was that rival PBM in Santa Monica?”


“Yes. All that bad press they got over the last several weeks really did a number on them. My spin doctors did a good job, no question about it. Their shareholders are jumping ship like drowning rats. The board has no choice but to sell the company. And guess who’s swooping in with the best—and only—offer! Isn’t that a big break?”


Amy’s smile faltered a little but she reminded herself to stay perky.


Spin doctors . . . bad press . . .


She made a mental note to jot down his words when she got back to her office. Something more to add to the material she was gathering.


“You sure know how to do these things, don’t you, Connor?”


“Oh, yeah! Pretty soon, the company will be another EirePharma outpost, and then they’ll turn around and start making money. Their outdated business plans just need a little tweaking.”


“That’s great, Connor.”


“Everything all right on the home front?”


She gave a little shrug. “As far as I can tell. We haven’t burned down the building or anything.”


He emitted a boisterous guffaw and then sipped his vodka.


Amy cleared her throat. “You texted that you wanted to see me when you got back?”


“I did? Oh, right, I did. I just wanted to see you! I missed you, like I said.”


She felt an immense amount of relief. “Oh! I thought it was . . .”


“Thought it was what?”


“I, uh, I thought you had something important to discuss. About your trip. Or whatever.”


“Nah, just wanted to see my number one girl!”


Amy played along. “Well, I hope there’s not a number two or three!”


That elicited another guffaw. “You always could make me laugh, Amy. There haven’t been many women in my life that could.”


She gave him a smile and then turned toward the window and the whiteness outside. Her past year dating Connor Devlin had been full of roller coaster ups and downs, to say the least. She had been caught in a sweeping Irish romance, unbelieving that such an eligible bachelor had eyes only for her. But like the weather slowly eating away at stone, the cracks were showing, especially in light of Amy’s recent discoveries.


Amy went to a mirror that was affixed to the wall near the door. She set her purse on the small table beneath it, opened it, and rummaged through the contents. “Kissing you messed up my lipstick, I need to reapply it. Where is it . . .” She pulled out, among other things, a knife with a pink handle that was encrusted with white gems.


“Ha! I see you’re still carrying your back-alley weapon of death!” he said with a laugh.


“You know I have it in my purse all the time.”


“Oh, I know. For ‘protection.’”


“Ah, here it is.” She removed the lipstick and applied it as she peered into the mirror.


“Say,” Devlin said, “I’ve been thinking. Have you noticed how Deamhan’s been acting lately?”


Deamhan was Devlin’s German shepherd that resided at their home in Kenilworth. The dog’s name was the Celtic word for “demon,” and it was pronounced “De-amhan.”


She finished with her makeup and threw the items she had removed back into her purse. Amy turned back around to him. “No, how is he acting?”


“He thinks you and I are going away on a vacation. Back to Ireland! He already misses us!”


Amy laughed. “He does? How do you know that?”


He winked at her. “I just do.”


“Maybe he just wants more treats.”


Devlin pointed a finger at her. “And you need to stop giving so many to him! I decide when to reward him.”


Amy allowed herself a wry laugh. “If you showed him a little more love he might not be such a scary dog. Anyway, we have no plans to return to Ireland.”


He let the barb about his dog go, and then he shrugged. “What do you say? Would you fancy a trip back to the Emerald Isle? I know you love it there. It’s time for another trip to the castle, don’t you think?”


Amy moved toward the bar, took a glass, and filled it with water from the sink. Her mouth had suddenly become dry. She took a swallow and then said, “Well, Connor, you know my Aunt Mary has been ill. I feel like I need to be nearby at all times. I don’t have much family left. After everything that’s happened—”


“Amy, dear, it’s been months,” he interrupted. “I know how you and your aunt feel, and I’m sorry your uncle is gone. But look how the company is thriving. I’m taking it into the stratosphere! And you’re riding that rocket ship with me. Surely that helps ease some of the pain? Some of the heartache? I really think your uncle’s spirit is up there sending his blessings down on you and the company.”


What an insensitive shit, she thought. “Of course, Connor.”


“Well, think about it. Ireland is beautiful in the springtime.”


“We’ll have to see, Connor. I must get back to the interview now.”


Devlin’s face abruptly lost its exuberance. His expression became something as icy as the drink he held. Amy had noted that this often happened when the man was displeased.


“All right, Amy. Better go, then. I’ll see you later.”


She turned and headed to the door.


“Amy?”


She stopped and turned back to him. “Yes, Connor?”


“How’s your cousin, Matt?”


There it was. She felt the chill from his eyes in her spine.


“Matt? Why do you ask?”


Devlin shrugged. “Just wondering. You were talking about family.”


Amy forced a smile and gave a little shrug. “As far as I know, he’s okay.”


“You haven’t spoken to him recently?”


Oh, dear God . . .


“Not for a few weeks,” she lied. “Why, should we invite him over for dinner?”


Devlin stared at her for a beat. Then he answered, “If you like, Amy, dear. If you like. Go on. You can’t keep the Chicago Tribune waiting.”


“I’ll see you at home later,” she said, and then she was out the door in a flash.
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March 2024


Flying in or out of Chicago’s O’Hare Airport was always iffy in March. The weather was unpredictable. It was almost guaranteed to be cold, but whether or not a blizzard would be shutting things down was a gamble. Luckily, while there was still dirty snow and ice covering the landscape, there were no inclement storms on the day that the flight from Pensacola carrying Deke and Michael Carey landed in Illinois.


After Matt Redmond’s visit to the Bergman-Deketomis law offices, Deke had called his team together to discuss the situation that his friend had painted. At the moment, they didn’t have much to go on except for Matt’s words. Deke set Sarah Mercer, the firm’s chief trial paralegal, on the task of looking into EirePharma’s history and studying the pharmacy benefit manager industry. One of the firm’s more mercurial but thorough lawyers, Gina Romano, volunteered to dig into the life of Connor Devlin to see what turned up. It was agreed, though, that the firm could not move forward without first informally interviewing Amy Redmond and hearing her story. Deke had not promised Matt anything, only that the team was willing to gather some preliminary information to see if there was a case.


Matt had suggested that they meet for lunch not too far from EirePharma’s Deerfield headquarters, so that Amy could slip away from work and not be gone too long, but also at a place that would be off Devlin’s radar. Matt settled on a small, strip mall eatery in Buffalo Grove that specialized in Greek dishes. Nothing fancy, just good food, and the place had a room containing legal video gaming machines that no one seemed to use. It was a joint Devlin and his minions would likely never set foot in, and the man would expect the same from Amy.


“Don’t get me wrong,” Matt had said, “they have the best gyros in town!”


Deke and Michael rented a car at the airport and, following Matt’s directions, Michael drove north on I-294/94 for twenty minutes toward Wisconsin until they reached the Deerfield exit. They passed EirePharma heading west.
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