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			Sixty miles south of Long Island Sound, late.

			“Would you like one?” Trenton Sidney asked, his hand hovering over the cigar box. “They’re Cuban. Picked them up myself last week.”

			“Tempting, but I’ll pass,” Stone Barrington said.

			Trenton pulled out a cigar, cut the end, and lit it.

			The two men were on the upper deck outside the dining room of Trenton’s new yacht, the Amanda Jae. He’d commissioned its construction two years ago and had finally taken possession of the boat a week earlier.

			Trenton had not been born to a wealthy family but had earned his fortune through hard work and keen instincts. The company he’d started had specialized in cloud storage, before cloud storage had become the norm. His focus on superior technology had translated into quick success, and it wasn’t long before the company had become an acquisition target for several of the big players. When all was said and done, Trenton had walked away with just under a billion dollars.

			He had since more than doubled that amount by becoming an angel investor in several successful start-ups.

			Stone was a partner at the prestigious law firm Woodman & Weld and had assisted Trenton with several legal matters, both business and personal. Through their dealings, they had developed a friendship. Which was why Trenton had invited Stone on the Amanda Jae’s maiden voyage. This was the second of two planned nights at sea, and they would be heading back to port in the morning.

			One of the crew members stepped onto the deck, carrying two glasses of cognac.

			“Ah, perfect timing,” Trenton said. “Is that the De Luze?”

			“Yes, sir,” the steward said and set the drinks on the table between the two men. “Will there be anything else?”

			“That’ll be all for now, thank you.” After the crew member left, Trenton said, “I don’t think I’ve told you this, but when I was a kid, my dream was to own a yacht like this.”

			Stone lifted his glass. “To a dream achieved.”

			They took a drink.

			As Stone set his cognac down, he was hit with a momentary spell of lightheadedness.

			“Are you okay?” Trenton asked.

			“Just a little tired, I think,” Stone said, then stood. “If you don’t mind, I’m going to call it a night.”

			“Not at all. I’ll see you at breakfast.”

			“Sounds good.”

			Stone headed inside to the lounge. He was halfway across the room when the dizziness returned with a vengeance. He pressed a hand against the wall and squeezed his eyes shut, hoping the spell would pass.

			“Do you need assistance, Mr. Barrington?”

			It took a moment for the question to register. He blinked and turned to the voice.

			The steward was hurrying toward him, looking concerned.

			“I’m not feeling too well,” Stone said, his voice suddenly weak.

			“Here,” the man said as he slipped an arm around Stone’s back. “Let me help you to your room.”

			Before Stone could even say thank you, everything went black.

			

			

			Stone opened his eyes, then immediately closed them again as a wave of pain rushed through his head.

			As it subsided, he became aware that he was lying on what seemed to be a bed.

			He felt like he’d had too much to drink but couldn’t remember having done so. Even if he had been drinking, it had been years since he’d had enough to black out. It just wasn’t something he did.

			Before he could guess what might have happened, his eyes shot open as the bed lurched, sending him tumbling to the floor.

			“What the hell?” he said.

			Gravity was trying to roll him toward the wall opposite his bed.

			His eyes whipped around the room in confusion.

			This wasn’t his bedroom in Turtle Bay, nor was it one in any of his other homes.

			It looked more like a room on—

			A boat.

			That’s right. He was on the Amanda Jae. But the Amanda Jae was not a sailboat, which would have explained the tilt.

			Stone struggled to his feet, then staggered to the door and out into the corridor. Water sloshed across the floor as more poured in from somewhere unseen.

			He stumbled to the stairs, then hurried up them and out onto the deck.

			The Amanda Jae was already listing so far to starboard that the edge of the deck was only a few hand lengths from the ocean’s surface.

			Stone looked around for Trenton and the crew, but the deck was deserted.

			His eyes alighted on a bench seat, below which was a sign that read: Life Vests.

			He wrenched the seat upward, grabbed one of the vests, and pulled it over his head. Once it was secured, he headed back to the stairwell, intending to alert anyone he could find.

			He was but a few steps away when the yacht lurched again. His hand ripped free from the railing, and he somersaulted through the air and into the ocean.

			For several seconds, he had no idea which way was up. When his head finally broke the surface, the yacht was at least a dozen yards away and drifting farther from him.

			His immediate instinct was to try to get back to it, but he stopped himself. The starboard edge of the main deck was now below water, and it wouldn’t be long before the entire boat was consumed. If he was anywhere near it when that happened, he might get pulled under with it.

			So instead of returning to the yacht, he swam in the other direction, until he felt he was far enough away.

			From there, a short time later, he watched the Amanda Jae disappear into the deep, dark sea.
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			Not long after four a.m., Andre Parker guided the small Zodiac boat down the Long Island coast, checking his phone every few minutes. On its screen was a map, upon which a red dot flashed, marking his destination.

			He moved closer to shore and grinned when the private pier came into view.

			The summer house to which the pier belonged was owned by a wealthy, elderly couple who hadn’t used the place in several years, making it perfect for Andre’s needs.

			The couple also owned an Ocean Sport 30 motorboat that they had used in their more active days.

			Normally, it was kept in an onshore boathouse, next to the dock. But a week prior, the company that provided a caretaking service for the property had been notified that a guest of the owners would be staying at the house for a few weeks. The company had been instructed to put the vessel into the water, so that the guest could use it whenever they wanted.

			Which was why the Ocean Sport was currently floating beside the dock.

			Andre guided the smaller Zodiac to the pier and tied it to the larger boat. After he moved onto the Ocean Sport, he released its mooring lines and motored back to sea with the Zodiac in tow.

			Once he determined he was far enough from shore, and the radar showed no other vessels nearby, he released the ropes connecting the two boats, pressed the remote in his pocket, and watched the Zodiac sink into the Atlantic Ocean.

			He returned to the dock and resecured the Ocean Sport in the exact spot it had been in when he’d arrived. Then, even though he’d been wearing gloves, he wiped down every surface he had touched.

			People in his profession could never be too careful.

			Tomorrow, the caretakers would receive an email informing them that the guest’s plans had changed, and no one would be using the house after all. The company would be asked to return the Ocean Sport to the boathouse, and not a soul would know that Andre had been there.

			Andre made his way to the property’s stand-alone garage, behind which was the stolen sedan he’d left there a few days ago. He’d equipped the vehicle with motion activated cameras, so he already knew that no one had stumbled upon it.

			Two hours later, he used a stolen badge to let himself into the airline employee parking lot at JFK. He parked the sedan in an empty spot, knowing it would probably be days before anyone noticed the unauthorized vehicle.

			Next came the part of his plan he’d been looking forward to the least: the long walk to the AirTrain, which he would take to Jamaica Station, and from there the subway home.

			As he started to make his way, he retrieved a throwaway phone from his bag and called the number he’d memorized.

			“Yes?” a voice answered.

			“It’s done,” Andre said, then hung up.

			He popped out the SIM card and broke it in two, then he broke the phone apart and disposed of the pieces one by one.
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			Stone grabbed a padded seat from one of the yacht’s lounge chairs as it floated by. It wasn’t sturdy enough to use as a raft, but it helped him keep his head above water.

			Sometime after, he thought he heard distant voices. He scanned around but saw nothing in the dim starlight. Then the voices stopped, and he wondered if they’d been the result of wishful thinking.

			He had no idea how long he’d been clinging to his makeshift float when a rhythmic whooshing sound began echoing off the water. It was low at first, and he wondered if the noise was another delusion. Instead of going away, however, the sound only grew louder and louder.

			A light in the sky flared to life and began sweeping across the surface until it landed on Stone.

			Something splashed into the water nearby, and the next thing he knew, a pair of men in diving suits appeared beside him.

			“You’re going to be okay, sir,” one of them said. “We’re here to help.”

			“Are you hurt?” the other asked.

			“W-w-what?” Stone said, teeth chattering and mind teetering on the edge of delirium.

			One of the men reached into the sky and suddenly had hold of a rope and harness.

			“Are you hurt?” the other man asked again, slower and louder this time.

			“I-I-I don’t know.”

			The one with the rope said, “That’s okay. We’re going to get you out of here.”

			“Out of here?” Stone asked. He was having a hard time grasping what the man meant.

			The two men maneuvered Stone into the harness.

			“You might feel a little jerk, but don’t panic,” one of them said. “Everything is going to be fine.”

			The next thing Stone knew, he was yanked into the air and pulled into a helicopter.

			A man and a woman, both wearing military-type jumpsuits, helped him out of his life jacket and onto a stretcher. The moment he lay down, exhaustion swept over him, and he could barely keep his eyelids open.

			“Sir, can you tell me your name?” the woman asked.

			“S-S-Stone B-B-Barrington.”

			“Thank you, Mr. Barrington. Are you hurting anywhere?”

			“I-I-I don’t know. I can’t f-f-feel anything.”

			“Not a problem. We’ll check you out.”

			As she draped a blanket over him, her companion strapped something around Stone’s bicep, and then whatever it was squeezed Stone’s arm.

			Numbers were shared between the two, and hands probed his limbs and torso. Words were spoken, but Stone didn’t understand what was said.

			He tried to focus, but his eyelids felt like they weighed a thousand pounds each.

			“You can rest, Mr. Barrington,” the woman said. “We’ll take care of you.”

			He wanted to stay awake and ask what was going on, but as if her words were the permission he’d been waiting for, his lids shut, and the world around him faded away.

			

			

			Stone woke to the sound of rhythmic beeping.

			He blinked several times, letting his eyes adjust to the bright ceiling light.

			“Well, look who’s decided to return to the land of the living.”

			Stone turned toward the voice.

			Dino Bacchetti stood by Stone’s bed, smirking. Dino was Stone’s best friend and the police commissioner of New York City.

			Stone tried to say something, but his throat was dry and it came out as an unintelligible croak.

			Dino held out a cup. “Here. Have some water.”

			Stone drank until it was all gone, then asked, “What are you doing here?”

			“I think the better question is: What are you doing here?”

			Stone looked around. “I don’t even know where here is.”

			“NYU Langone Hospital.”

			“What am I doing here?”

			“You don’t remember taking a swim in the middle of the ocean?”

			“A swim…” Stone’s voice trailed off as the memory of the Amanda Jae going down hit him.

			“Oh, shit.”

			“You do remember!”

			“I thought I was going to die.”

			“I’m told you have your life vest to thank for that not happening.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“It was equipped with an emergency beacon that activated when you went into the water. The Coast Guard picked it up when they neared the accident site.”

			The door opened and Mike Freeman entered, carrying two cups of coffee. He ran Strategic Services, which was one of the top security companies in the world, and he was also partners with Stone at both the Arrington Hotels Group and Triangle Investments.

			“He’s awake,” Mike said.

			“How long have you two been here?” Stone asked.

			Mike handed one of the coffees to Dino. “A couple hours for me. Dino’s been here since this morning, I think.”

			“And last night,” Dino said. “I want to make sure I get all the credit I can.”

			Stone’s face scrunched up. “How long have I been here?”

			Dino looked at his watch. “It’s almost four p.m., so about twenty-seven hours.”

			“Twenty-seven?”

			“Unless you meant since you were pulled out of the water. Then we’re talking more like thirty-six hours. The Coast Guard took you to NYU’s Long Island hospital before you were transferred here.”

			Stone had lost a day and a half.

			“There’s an investigator here from the Coast Guard who’s been waiting to talk to you,” Mike said. “Do you feel up to it? Or would you like me to tell her to come back tomorrow?”

			Stone shrugged. “Sure, I’ll talk to her.”

			“Be right back.”

			Mike stepped out and returned moments later with a woman probably in her late thirties, wearing a Coast Guard uniform. She had short black hair and did not look like someone on whose bad side you’d want to be.

			“Stone, this is Commander Julie Choi.”

			“Mr. Barrington, I’m glad to see you’re awake. How are you feeling?”

			“Like I spent a month in a washing machine,” Stone said honestly.

			“That doesn’t surprise me. You survived quite an ordeal.”

			“And not one I’m anxious to repeat.”

			“I’d feel the same,” she said. “I don’t know what Mr. Freeman might have mentioned, but I’m in charge of the investigation into why the Amanda Jae went down. Do you mind if I ask a few questions?”

			“Not at all. Though I’m not sure how much help I can be.”

			“You’d be surprised. Sometimes even the smallest details can prove crucial. May I record our conversation?”

			“Of course.”

			She pulled out her phone and started her voice recording app. “This is Commander Choi, interviewing Stone Barrington, concerning the sinking of the Amanda Jae. Mr. Barrington, what do you remember from the accident?”

			“Not much, I’m afraid.” He told her about waking up in his cabin to find the boat listing. “I went up to the deck but didn’t see anyone else. I was going to search for the others to make sure they got off, but the next thing I knew, I was in the water. After that everything is mostly a blur. I remember being pulled into the helicopter, but I have no idea how long I was in the ocean.”

			“I’m told you were floating there for approximately two hours.”

			“Please tell me I’m not the only one who made it off.”

			“Three members of the crew were able to get into a lifeboat,” she said. “And we recovered one body. Seven are missing and likely went down with the yacht.”

			“What about Trenton?”

			“I’m sorry, Mr. Barrington. The body that was found belonged to Mr. Sidney. He had a life jacket on, so it’s presumed he knew something was wrong before he died. How long were you on the yacht?”

			“It was our second night. Trenton had just taken possession of it, and this was its maiden voyage.”

			Choi cocked her head. “Maiden voyage?”

			“Well, maiden for Trenton. He did say the shipping company had taken it on a shakedown cruise a month earlier.”

			“And the company found no problems?”

			“You’d have to ask them, but I imagine Trenton wouldn’t have taken delivery if there were any issues.”

			“Were there any indications of trouble while you were on board?”

			“Other than when it sank, no.”

			“What about before you went to sleep that night? Did anything strike you as odd?”

			Stone frowned. “Honestly, Commander, I don’t remember what happened before I went to bed. I have the sense that Trenton and I may have overindulged.”

			“Is that so? Do you think it’s possible Mr. Sidney did something in that state that could have caused the accident?”

			“Even if he had wanted to, I’m sure the crew would have stopped him. But he loved the Amanda Jae too much to do anything that might harm it.”

			“What’s the last thing you remember?”

			Stone thought for a moment. “Trenton and I were on the bridge talking to the captain about the plans for the next day.”

			“What time was that?”

			“Four or five in the afternoon.”

			“Nothing after that?”

			Stone scoured his mind again, then shook his head. “Nothing. Do you have a theory as to what happened?”

			“Not yet. But if you have one, I’d love to hear it.”

			“I assume it was some kind of mechanical failure, but specifically what, I have no idea.”

			She nodded. “I have a feeling that’s where we’ll land in the end.”

			“What about sending someone down to investigate the wreck?”

			“If it had occurred closer to shore, maybe. But given where it is, doing so won’t be cheap. Unless we suspect it wasn’t just an accident, I doubt my superiors would allot the budget for that.” She stopped the recording. “I think that’s all I have for now. If I have more questions, may I contact you?”

			“Please do. I’d give you a business card, but I don’t seem to have one on me.”

			“I assume I can reach you through your firm?”

			Stone nodded. “Woodman & Weld.”

			“Thank you for your time, Mr. Barrington.” She nodded to Dino and Mike. “Gentlemen.”

			As soon as she was gone, Dino said, “It’s not like you to drink enough that you forget a whole evening.”

			“That bothers me, too,” Stone admitted.

			“Trauma-induced amnesia, most likely,” Mike said. “It will probably come back to you in a few days.”

			The door opened and Tamlyn Thompson hurried in. She was Strategic Services’ chief technological officer, and she and Stone had been seeing each other for the last few months.

			She took his hand. “I’m so glad you’re awake.”

			“Hello to you, too,” he said.

			“Sorry, hi. How are you feeling?”

			“Exhausted and sore all over.”

			She leaned down and kissed him. “Did that hurt?”

			“Unsure. You may need to try again. For science, of course.”

			“Of course,” she said and gave him another peck. “I’m sorry I couldn’t get here until now. I just got back into town an hour ago. But I’m here to take care of you now.”

			Stone raised an eyebrow. “Take care of me how, exactly?”

			“I think that’s our cue to leave,” Dino said to Mike.

			“Agreed,” Mike said.

			“Hurry up and get better,” Dino said to Stone. “I’m tired of going to dinner alone.”

			“What about your lovely wife?” Stone said.

			Dino pointed a thumb at Mike. “Ask him.”

			Dino’s wife, Viv, was Mike’s number two at Strategic Services.

			“I don’t plan her travel,” Mike said. “She does. But if you’re looking for someone to have dinner with tonight, I would be happy to join you.”

			“I guess you’ll do,” Dino said.

			They said their goodbyes and left.

			Tamlyn sat on the edge of Stone’s bed. “I really am sorry I wasn’t here sooner.”

			“I would have been asleep and not even known.”

			“It doesn’t matter if you were asleep.”

			He squeezed her hand. “It’s okay. You’re here now. That’s all that’s important.”

			She nodded but looked unconvinced. “Work has been very busy.”

			“Would you like me to have a conversation with Mike?”

			She frowned at him playfully. “I can talk to him myself, if needed, thank you very much.”

			“Previous suggestion retracted.”

			“Good. Besides, there’s no reason to talk to him. The job is exactly what I signed up for.”

			“And you’re still enjoying it?”

			“Immensely.”

			The door opened, and a doctor and two nurses entered.

			“Mr. Barrington, I’m Dr. Wright.”

			“I would hate it if you weren’t,” Stone said.

			“Believe me when I tell you, that’s not the first time I’ve heard that one.”

			One of the nurses checked Stone’s IV, while the other studied one of the machines to which he was attached.

			“Are you Mrs. Barrington?” the doctor asked Tamlyn.

			“Tamlyn Thompson,” she said, offering her hand. “I’m…a friend.”

			“My apologies,” he said as they shook. He turned to Stone. “How are you feeling, Mr. Barrington?”

			“Like I could sleep for a week. And please call me Stone.”

			“That doesn’t surprise me in the least. You were well on your way to hypothermia. Lucky for you it’s summer. If this had occurred in the winter, you wouldn’t have lasted a fraction of the time that you did.”

			“You say that as if I planned it. If that were the case, I would have been on shore when the boat went down.”

			The doctor spent a few minutes shining a light in Stone’s eyes and pressing the business end of his stethoscope against Stone’s chest.

			When he finished, he said, “You’re doing quite well, given the circumstances.”

			“Thanks, I think.”

			“You’re welcome.”

			“Does that mean I can go home now?”

			The doctor chuckled. “Oh, no. You’ll be with us a few more days, at least. Your body experienced quite a shock, and it would be best if we keep an eye on you.”

			“Is that really necessary?”

			Before the doctor could respond, Tamlyn squeezed Stone’s hand and said, “If I was the one in this bed, what would you tell me to do?”

			Stone grimaced. “Listen to your doctor.”

			“Exactly.” To the doctor, she said, “He’ll stay.”

			Dr. Wright glanced at Stone, an eyebrow raised.

			“I’ll stay,” Stone said.

			“If only more of my patients were so cooperative. Get some rest. I’ll check on you later.”

			He and the nurses left.

			Tamlyn’s phone buzzed. She checked the screen, sighed, and put the device away. She then leaned down and gave Stone a kiss. “I need to go.”

			“Work?” he asked.

			“Work.”

			“Maybe you’re the one who needs a few days of rest.”

			“Don’t tempt me.” She smiled. “I’ll come back as soon as I can.”

			She kissed him again, then hurried out, her phone already in her hand.
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			On Wednesday, a week later, Stone headed downstairs to his townhouse’s ground floor office. Today was his first day back at work since the accident.

			“You look almost normal again,” Joan said as he walked in. She was his longtime assistant.

			“I feel almost normal again.”

			“I suppose you want a coffee.”

			“If it’s not too much trouble.”

			Ash Williamson entered, carrying two cups of coffee. He’d recently joined Stone’s team as an associate attorney.

			“Now that’s what I call service,” Stone said.

			Ash stopped short at the sight of him. “You’re back.”

			“I’m glad to see your observation skills have not suffered in my absence.” Stone held out his hand for one of the cups.

			“Umm…”

			Instead of handing a coffee to Stone, Ash awkwardly scooted past him and placed a cup on Joan’s desk. “Did you want me to get you one, too?” he asked Stone.

			“Ash, don’t you dare!” Joan admonished. “That’s not part of your job description.”

			“He brought you a coffee,” Stone said.

			“That’s different.”

			“How?”

			“If you can’t figure that out, I’m not going to tell you.”

			Ten minutes later, Stone was ensconced at this desk, the coffee he had retrieved himself half empty.

			Though Joan had been monitoring his email while he’d been out, there were still a few dozen messages that needed his attention. He was slowly making his way through them when his phone rang.

			“Tamlyn on one,” Joan said.

			“Thanks.” He switched lines. “Good morning.”

			“Morning,” she said. “How’s the first day back at work?”

			“Too early to tell. Are you back?”

			She’d left on a business trip the day before he was released from the hospital and had been gone since.

			“Landed at six a.m.,” she said.

			“Welcome home. When can I see you?”

			“Are you free for dinner?”

			“I’m having dinner with Dino at P. J. Clarke’s. I could cancel.”

			“How about I join you?”

			“Even better. We’ll be there at seven.”

			“Perfect.”

			“See you then.”

			As soon as he hung up, Joan called again. “Dino on two.”

			Stone selected line two. “You’re not calling to cancel dinner, are you?”

			“I would never cancel a free meal.”

			“Free?”

			“You promised to pay, remember?”

			“When was this?”

			“I think your third day in the hospital, right before you fell asleep. You said something like, ‘When I get out of this, I’ll buy you dinner.’ ”

			“I think you’re making that up.”

			“When have I ever lied to you? Wait, don’t answer that. Are you going to buy me dinner or not?”

			“Fine. I’ll buy. Also, Tamlyn will be joining us.”

			“If you’d led with that, I might have offered to split the bill.”

			“Was there a reason you called beyond just trying to annoy me?”

			“Isn’t that reason enough?”

			“Goodbye, Dino.”

			“Wait. There was something.”

			“What?”

			After a pause, Dino said, “I can’t remember.”

			“See you at dinner.” Stone hung up.

			The phone rang again.

			“It’s Dino,” Joan said.

			Stone picked up the call. “Yes?”

			“I remembered,” Dino said. “Felicity called me while you were in the hospital. She heard about the accident and wanted to know how you were doing.”

			Dame Felicity Devonshire was the head of MI6 in the U.K.

			“She could have called me directly.”

			“Your phone is at the bottom of the ocean.”

			“Oh, right.” Stone hadn’t obtained a replacement until he left the hospital.

			“She was glad to hear you were okay. Said she owed you an explanation.”

			It took Stone a moment to realize what she’d meant by that. “She does, indeed.”

			“About her announcement?” Dino asked.

			“That would be it.”

			A few months earlier, Felicity had invited several people to a party at her countryside estate. At the affair, she dropped the surprising news that she would be retiring at the end of the year. She had promised to tell Stone the reason behind her decision but had yet to do so.

			“Did she happen to mention when we might be having that conversation?”

			“Who am I? Your appointment secretary?”

			“I’ll take that as a no.”

			Dino hesitated a moment before continuing, “She did say she might be in the area soon.”

			“So you are my appointment secretary.”

			“I’ll see you at dinner.” Dino hung up.

			

			

			At ten-fifteen, Joan knocked on the door to Stone’s office and stepped inside.

			“It’s time,” she said.

			“Time?”

			“Trenton Sidney’s funeral.”

			Stone looked at his watch, then pushed out of his chair. “Have Fred bring—”

			“He’s waiting out front.”

			Stone made his way through the office and out to the street, where his factotum, Fred Flicker, waited by Stone’s green Bentley Flying Spur.

			The car was only a few months old but looked identical to Stone’s previous vehicle, which had met an unfortunate end courtesy of an aggressive trash truck. The new Bentley had undergone the same security retrofit as the old one, thanks to Strategic Services, including the installation of bulletproof glass and armor throughout.

			“Good morning, Mr. Barrington,” Fred said as he opened the back passenger door. “How are you feeling?”

			“Fine, Fred. Thank you for asking.”

			After Stone ducked inside, Fred closed the door, walked around, and climbed in behind the wheel.

			Thirty minutes later, they pulled up in front of St. Paul the Apostle Church, on the edge of the Upper West Side, where several dozen people were slowly making their way in. Stone exited the car and joined the procession.

			When he finally entered the church, he heard someone call his name.

			Stone turned to find Charley Fox walking toward him. Charley was a former Goldman Sachs wunderkind who had partnered with Stone and Mike Freeman to form Triangle Investments, a company that had already more than doubled Stone’s fortune.

			They shook hands.

			“I didn’t realize you knew Trenton,” Stone said.

			“We did a summer internship together at Lehman Brothers, long before the company filed for bankruptcy. We became friends and stayed in touch since then.”

			“I’m sorry for your loss.”

			“Thanks. I heard you almost went down with the boat, too.”

			“We have the good people at the Coast Guard to thank for my continued existence.”

			“I’ll send them a basket of fruit.”

			“I’m sure they’d appreciate it.”

			“I don’t know if you know this…but Trenton had also invited me to come along on your voyage.”

			“I had no idea. Why didn’t you accept?”

			“I prefer to be on a plane at forty thousand feet when the ocean is below me, not on a boat.”

			“Fear of water?”

			“Water’s fine, it’s more what might be in the unknown depths below the surface that creeps me out.”

			“Probably good that you didn’t join us, then.”

			“I’d have to agree.”

			They made their way into the nave. Since they’d both arrived solo, they sat together during the service.

			The eulogy was given by Aaron Sidney, Trenton’s oldest son. While he listed off many of his father’s very impressive accomplishments, Stone sensed Aaron was not particularly moved by his father’s passing.

			As the service ended, Stone asked Charley, “Do you know Trenton’s sons?”

			“Aaron and Ryan? I’ve met them a couple of times, but we’ve never had any meaningful conversations.”

			“Would you mind introducing me?”

			“Not at all.”

			Stone shot Fred a text, telling him to pick him up in ten minutes, then followed Charley outside, where they found the Sidney brothers greeting the departing mourners.

			“Mr. Fox, good to see you again,” Aaron said, as Stone and Charley approached. “Well, I mean, not good, of course.”

			“My condolences,” Charley said. “To you, too, Ryan.”

			“Thanks, Mr. Fox,” Ryan said.

			Though younger than Aaron, he was the larger brother. And from his red-rimmed eyes and somber expression, he was clearly much more affected by their father’s death than his brother was.

			“This is my friend, Stone Barrington,” Charley said. “He was also a friend of your father’s.”

			“Trenton will be greatly missed,” Stone said.

			Aaron cocked his head at the mention of Stone’s name. “You were on the ship with him when it went down, weren’t you?”

			“Boat.”

			“What?”

			“A yacht is a boat, not a ship. Ships are larger.”

			“Okay, whatever. But you were one of the survivors.”

			“I was.”

			Ryan asked, “Did you see Dad when it went down?”

			Stone shook his head. “I’m sorry. I didn’t see anyone before I was thrown into the water.”

			“Do you have any idea how it happened?”

			“Give it a rest, Ryan,” his brother said. “It doesn’t matter why it went down. There’s nothing we can do about it now.”

			Ryan’s jaw tensed, and he muttered under his breath, “It’s important to me.”

			“Unfortunately, I have no idea,” Stone said. “The boat was already listing when I woke up.”

			“But it wasn’t when you went to sleep?”

			Aaron rolled his eyes but said nothing.

			“As far as I know,” Stone said, not feeling it was necessary to mention he didn’t remember going to sleep that night.

			Ryan was clearly disappointed, but he gave Stone a nod and said, “I’m sorry you had to go through all that, and I’m glad you survived.”

			“Thank you,” Stone said. “I know you both have a lot on your minds right now, but I wanted to let you know my assistant, Joan, will be contacting you about setting up a time for the reading of your father’s will.” He handed each man a business card. “If you have any questions, feel free to call me.”

			Aaron’s brow creased. “What are you talking about? I have our father’s will.”

			“Dated when?”

			“What do you mean?”

			“When was the will created?”

			“A few years ago, I think.”

			“I see the problem. Your father had me write a new will for him last month.”

			Aaron’s eyes narrowed. “Is that right? I want to see it.”

			“And you will. At the reading.”

			“Look, I’m his executor. I have every right to—”

			Stone held up a hand. “I’m not trying to argue with you. But in his new will, he named me as executor.”

			“Why would he—”

			Ryan grabbed his brother’s arm. “Aaron, if that’s what Dad wanted, then it’s okay.”

			Aaron yanked his arm from his brother’s grip. “How do we know this is even real?” He looked at Stone. “Maybe you’re some two-bit attorney trying to get in on our inheritance.”

			“Aaron,” Charley said, “before you put your foot any further into your mouth, you should know Stone is one of the most prominent lawyers in the country.”

			“Also, I am not a beneficiary of Trenton’s will,” Stone said.

			“That may be,” Aaron said, “but I’m sure your fees are going to be huge.”

			“My fees were prepaid. The only extra I could potentially earn would be from any issues that might drag out the settling of the estate. And those would likely be paid by whoever did the dragging.”

			Aaron scowled. “That shouldn’t be an issue, since everything will be split between me and my brother.”

			“You two are not the only beneficiaries.”

			“Oh, right. His alma mater, too.”

			“Not just the college.”

			“You’re saying there are others? Who?”

			“I’m afraid I can’t tell you that as divulging other beneficiaries prior to the reading would be an ethical violation.”

			“I don’t give a damn about your ethics!”

			“Good thing I do.”

			Before Aaron could say anything else, Ryan stepped in front of him. “Thank you for coming, Mr. Barrington. We’ll be at the reading.”

			“Again, sorry for your loss.” Stone nodded.

			He and Charley headed toward the street.

			“I’m guessing that didn’t go the way you thought it would,” Charley said.

			“Not exactly,” Stone said. “Is Aaron always like that?”

			“Like I said, I’ve barely talked to either of them before. All I know is what Trenton has told me. Aaron apparently has a bit of a temper. It’s the reason Trenton made him take a job with a friend of his, who he hoped would help Aaron learn how to control his anger. Trenton didn’t want to bring him into the family business until that happened.”

			“What about Ryan?”

			“Smart kid. Just finished law school. I believe he was supposed to start working for Trenton in the fall. I have the impression he gets overshadowed by his brother a lot.” Charley frowned. “Aaron sure didn’t seem happy to find out there are others in the will he wasn’t expecting.”

			“Only one other. And it’ll be interesting to see how he reacts when he finds out who.”

			“I don’t suppose your ethics would allow you to share that information with me.”

			“You suppose correctly.”

			They reached the curb, where Stone’s Bentley was waiting. Fred had already hopped out and had the rear door open.

			“Can we give you a ride to your office?” Stone asked Charley.

			“That would be great.”

			They climbed in, and as the vehicle pulled onto the street, Stone glanced out the window and saw Aaron staring daggers at him.
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