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 Prologue

			 

			 

			The last thing Adam and Amelia Dory expected was to become the richest family in the world. Having come from nothing, the eighteen-year-old twins were happy just to have a chance to escape the legacy of foster homes and small town drift. Now here they were, attending Stanford University on academic scholarships, with bright, happy futures ahead of them.

			It was the kind of thing you heard at graduation ceremonies, all heartfelt and misty-eyed while a marching band played “Pomp and Circumstance.” What you didn’t hear, though, were all the details that came with it: the envy, betrayal, theft, broken laws, backstabbing, misdirection, and seduction. This was Silicon Valley, a place where unbelievable fortunes were made—money that put Wall Street and Hollywood to shame—and for every twenty-two year old billionaire parking his Porsche on the front lawn of his mansion, hundreds of people schemed how to take it away from him. 

			Starting out back then, Adam and Amelia knew none of this. If you were to ask them, years later, if they still would have gone through with it, you might have gotten a surprising answer. That is, if you could find them… 

			

 Chapter 1

			The Prisoner’s Dilemma, v 2.0

			 

			If Adam Dory weren’t daydreaming, he would never have been punched in the face. He sat in the back of the lecture hall, absentmindedly studying a good-looking brunette one seat in front of him. Reading her IM conversation over her shoulder, he learned that last night at the Sigma Chi Derby Party the good-looking brunette cheated on her boyfriend, Ron, with his best friend, Tim. Of course, Adam didn’t know any of those people. 

			“Mr. Dory? Mr. Dory!”

			Adam looked up. One hundred pairs of his fellow students’ eyes darted between him and a very angry political science professor. Why would Tim do that to Ron? How could Ron not see them leave the party together? Was he cheating on her, too? While Adam’s head was swimming with strangers’ gossip, Professor Marsh continued to glare. 

			“Mr. Dory, I’m glad you could join us this morning. As you seem to be so riveted by today’s discussion, I was wondering if you might help me out. I described the Cold War’s arms race as the classic prisoner’s dilemma. Do you mind explaining the concept of the prisoner’s dilemma to the class?”

			Adam swallowed nervously. “Well, I… ”

			“Yes?”

			He took a deep breath. “The prisoner’s dilemma… has to do with trust and cooperation. Let’s say you have a boyfriend and girlfriend named… Brian and Bridget. They love each other, but one night at a frat party Bridget hooks up with Brian’s best friend Jim.”

			“A frat party?” Professor Marsh raised an eyebrow. 

			“Sure,” Adam replied nervously. “Like the Sigma Chi Derby Party.” The class broke out into laughter and some even applauded. Adam felt encouraged. “So, Bridget cheats on her boyfriend Brian with his best friend Jim. The next day, they are both scared out of their minds of getting caught. Before they have a chance to talk to each other, they each run into Brian. Bridget doesn’t know if Jim told Brian, and Jim doesn’t know if Bridget told Brian. If Jim told Brian what happened, it’ll make Bridget look like a slut. But if Bridget told Brian, then it will make Jim look like a bad friend. Of course, if they both keep their mouths shut, then neither of them looks bad… but they can’t trust the other one not to tell.”

			Professor Marsh smiled. “And why can’t they trust each other?”

			“Because they’re both cheaters. They know what the other person is capable of. That’s the point of the hook up—I mean the prisoner’s dilemma. Even though the two should cooperate to win, they can’t trust each other, so they both get caught.” 

			One hundred eyes turned anxiously to Professor Marsh, who paused before saying anything. An imposing old man with broad shoulders and a shock of white hair, this suit-wearing seventy-year-old was rumored to be a former CIA operative. His calm willingness to humiliate students made him one of the more infamous professors at Stanford. Everyone expected Adam Dory to get torn apart in front of the class, but Professor Marsh only nodded. “That’s correct, Mr. Dory. A very… titillating example, but a very good one.” 

			Professor Marsh held up his hand and stared for a moment at Adam before continuing. “Additionally, for your extraordinary disrespect in class earlier, I’d like three hundred words on what you’d rather be doing with your life than sitting in my political science class.”

			When class ended, Adam walked sheepishly past Professor Marsh who placed a brief, comforting hand on Adam’s shoulder. The moment of unexpected kindness was quickly interrupted when the attractive brunette accosted Adam.

			“What the hell is wrong with you?” she said. “You like reading over my shoulder?” Adam froze, hoping to God that by not moving he would turn invisible. “You sick little geek. No wonder you don’t have any friends.” 

			Then she punched Adam in the face and stormed off. Adam recoiled, more from the embarrassment than the pain. A moment later, either by divine intervention or pity, his phone rang. It was an unknown number.

			“Hello?”

			“Hello, is this Adam?”

			“Yes, this is Adam. Who’s this?”

			A woman’s rushed voice came through the phone. “I’m Margaret. I got your number from Brett who thought you might be able to sub in for one of our bartenders tonight at a party in Atherton. Are you free? You’d need to be there at five.”

			“I actually have a study—”

			“The tips should be excellent and we’ll pay you double whatever your normal hourly rate is. This is a very important client; we’ve got 376 guests and one of my bartenders just got food poisoning. I’m a little desperate.”

			“Yeah, okay. Sure, I can make it. Where do I go?”

			“I’ll e-mail you the address. Park at the elementary school down the street.”

			“I don’t have a car.”

			She paused. “Then how do you intend to get there?”

			“I’ll ride my bike.”

			“Fine. Just be here on time. And make sure no one sees you.”

			“Will do, Margaret. See you at five.”

			So much for tonight’s homework, Adam thought. He sent his sister, Amelia, a text: “Hafta cancel dinner 2night—just got gig in Atherton. They’re paying double! Will steal fancy dessert for you. (-:”

			

 Chapter 2

			The Stanford 
Freshman Roommate 
Policy in Action

			 

			Across campus, Amelia Dory was sound asleep at the desk in her dorm room when her roommate, Patty, entered, loudly chattering on her cell phone.

			“Oh my God, did you see her? She was so drunk and throwing herself all over Mark Landry. And I’m sorry, but that skirt was totally not the right size. I mean, if you’re going to gain your freshman fifteen at least try to hide it. So embarrassing. I am so, so glad we decided to go DG. Can you imagine if we’d had to pledge with her? Anyway, are you going to the SAE party tonight? I’ve got a family friend’s graduation party but definitely want to stop by after. No, it should be fun. It’s for T. J. Bristol. Yeah, I know. He’s super hot. I think of him like a brother but could def set you up. I know graduation is in three weeks. I guess his dad’s going to be out of town for it so they’re throwing him a party early. Anyway, just a lot of Atherton families, but it will be a fun pre-party to SAE. Fab! See you tonight, love! Kisses!”

			“Oh my God, were you asleep?” Patty turned to see Amelia for the first time. “Oh my God, Amel, I am so, so sorry!”

			Patty Hawkins was tall and fit. She’d been a swimmer most of her life but quit her senior year of high school; she told her parents it was because she didn’t want the pressure of being a college athlete, but really she’d read an article about how excessive exposure to chlorine could irreversibly destroy a woman’s hair follicles. Still, she had broad shoulders and, though slim, commanded a lot of space. Her blond hair fell to the middle of her back and her tanned face was always made up with mascara and pink lip gloss. 

			“No, no, I needed to get up,” Amelia answered groggily, trying to piece together when she’d fallen asleep last night. She looked down to see that she was still in her clothes from the day before. “What time is it anyway? I think I slept through class.” 

			“Is this what happens when I don’t come home at night? I swear to God, Amelia, if it weren’t for me you’d do nothing but code and sleep at your desk!” Patty teased her with a twinge of judgment.

			Amelia was her roommate’s antithesis. Together, they were an impeccable example of Stanford University’s policy of pairing freshman roommates according to different backgrounds. Where Patty’s parents were trustees of the University, Amelia and her twin brother, Adam, were first-generation college scholarship kids. While they both often stayed out all night, Patty was passed out at frat parties while Amelia lost track of time in the computer science lab. Where Patty obsessively worked out at the campus gym to burn off her vodka-cranberry-lemonade cocktails, Amelia’s exercise consisted of walking to and from class; she’d tasted a beer once.

			Nevertheless, the two girls were friendly with one another. They’d accommodated one another’s quirks and never had an argument. Both knew they probably wouldn’t see each other after this year, when Patty would move into the Delta Gamma sorority house and Amelia would stay in the dorms. 

			“Ugh. I think my English teacher is going to fail me,” Amelia moaned, gathering her school bag and jacket and searching for her keys.

			“Please. You are, like, the smartest person at this school. You couldn’t fail if you tried.” Patty slipped into her silk bathrobe and shower shoes. “But, my God, Amelia, at least change clothes!”

			“You’re right, you’re right.” Amelia laughed. “Oh, I’m just so close on this one code pattern. It’s completely taking over my life. Maybe I should just go to the lab and work it out so it’s off my mind.”

			“You sound totally exhausted.” Patty stood in the corner of her room, fumbling in her sock drawer. Her hand found the small orange bottle of pills that her childhood doctor still prescribed to help her stay focused in school. “Here, take one of these if you want to get your stuff done quickly.” She placed the bottle on Amelia’s desk. “I’m sleeping at my parents’ house tonight but I’ll see you tomorrow,” Patty said as she left the room for the shower. “Good luck with your coding!”

			Amelia changed into a clean pair of denim shorts and a plaid shirt and slipped on three-dollar rubber flip-flops from Walgreens. She was five feet and six inches tall, but her slight frame made her seem much smaller, as did the fact that her shoulders sloped forward from hours in front of the computer. Her straight blond hair was always pulled into a ponytail, which unintentionally accentuated her high cheekbones. She wore plastic frame glasses over her green eyes and occasionally slathered on ChapStick when she met with a professor. 

			Amelia put the bottle of pills back on Patty’s side of the room. As she was leaving, her cell phone beeped with her brother’s text message. Quickly, she typed, “No worries… gonna be a long night at the computer lab. I’ll stop by your room tomorrow to collect my dessert. Have fun!”

			

 Chapter 3

			Macallan, Champagne, and 
Two Maraschino Cherries

			 

			Adam tried to play it cool as he punched in the code to the front gate of the Bristol estate, but he could hear his heart beating in his head. The family changed the code every day for security purposes, Margaret had told him, so there was no use trying to remember it after tonight. She’d told him the family was an “important client,” which he understood as code for “rich.” As the gate swung open he realized what “rich” actually meant. 

			The gate opened onto a circular drive that approached a sweeping, three-story, white mansion delicately draped with wisteria in full bloom. Two large sycamore trees provided shade over an eight-car garage. The circular drive enclosed a lawn that had been mowed to create a careful crisscrossing pattern on the grass, and a manicured rose garden lined the fence separating the house from the neighboring estate. Adam took a deep breath and, per Margaret’s instructions, headed toward the back entrance next to the garage, resisting the urge to peek inside to discover what automobiles were housed within it.

			“These people make serious money,” Adam thought to himself.

			The hour of preparation flew by as Adam filled crystal glasses with smoked almonds and blue-cheese-stuffed olives. Margaret gave him a starched white uniform and was kind enough to help him with his bowtie.

			Once he passed her inspection, she led him out the back kitchen door to his station for the evening. He visibly gasped when he saw the Bristol’s backyard. It started at the edge of a rose-enclosed patio adjoining the house and held a massive white tent that glittered with thousands of white Christmas-tree lights. Twenty round tables were draped with white tablecloths and showcased elaborate flower arrangements at their centers. At each table, ten places were set with three forks, two wine glasses and multiple porcelain plates. The tables surrounded a large wooden dance floor, on whose far side jazz music was coming from a DJ stand. A swimming pool glittered behind the DJ and, behind it, sat a mini version of the white mansion, which Adam realized must be the pool house. 

			“You have thirty minutes to figure out how to act like this is normal.” Margaret elbowed him with a smile. 

			The bar was set up on the patio, stocked entirely with top-shelf liquor. Beneath the bar, hidden by a white tablecloth, were cases of additional bottles. A nearby table was stacked with shining crystal glasses, organized by type, from martini glasses to bulbous red wine glasses to delicate champagne flutes. “You’ll run out of liquor and glasses quickly. Enrique is your bar-back, so make sure you let him know when you’re running low. Just keep pouring, and keep the drinks stiff. Fine to take tips, but put them away immediately—we don’t want anyone to feel pressured.” 

			Guests started arriving at six o’clock, and by six-thirty Adam had sent Enrique away with three cases of empty Grey Goose bottles. For all the glamour of the setting, he was struck by the casual attire of the party’s attendees. There wasn’t a suit in the crowd; the men were dressed mostly in dark denim or khakis, and most weren’t even wearing sport coats. Far from the elaborate cocktail dresses he’d expected, the women donned sundresses or white denim and sandals. College-aged guys and girls mingled naturally with their parents, who didn’t seem to mind the cocktail glasses they all had in hand. 

			“What type of Scotch have you got back there, bud?” asked a tanned gentleman with curly white hair and a sideways grin. He leaned his elbow on the bar and popped a handful of almonds into his mouth. 

			“Macallan, sir.”

			“How old?”

			“I’m sorry, sir?”

			“How old is the Macallan?”

			“Um, I… ” Adam had no idea. He quickly reached for the bottle, hoping it would provide an answer. “It’s, um… ”

			The gentleman took the bottle from him and looked at the label. “Ten,” he said as he showed Adam where the label indicated the year. “Bristol’s a cheap son of a bitch. I bet he’s got a bottle of twenty-five in the kitchen for himself.” He winked at Adam. “I’ll take a glass anyway. Got to get through this party somehow.”

			“Absolutely, sir.” Adam nodded and reached for a tumbler.

			“Know your Scotch if you’re going to serve this crowd,” the gentleman advised. “And your white wine. Get those two right and you’ll have everyone eating out of your hand.” He lifted his glass to Adam as he walked away. 

			Adam turned to face a tall slender girl with long blond curls twisted into a side ponytail. She was wearing a pink dress that hung delicately from her shoulders to her mid-thighs, revealing knockout legs accentuated by strappy gold heels. She was smiling warmly at him. “He always complains about these things, but deep down he loves them,” she said.

			Adam was speechless. A girl this pretty had never spoken to him before. He started to say something but couldn’t find his voice. The girl stuck out her hand. 

			“I’m Lisa.”

			He shook her hand. “Adam. Nice to meet you. Can I get you anything to drink?” “That’d be great. How about a vodka lemonade?”

			“Sure thing. Coming right up.”

			“So, what do you think so far?”

			“I’m sorry?

			“About the party. What do you think?”

			“It’s incredible. I mean, the place is gorgeous. And you just know all these people must have done extraordinary things to be so… financially successful.”

			She paused and looked at him with her head tilted to the side, thinking about this comment. 

			“Cherry?” he said.

			“Two, please.”

			He dropped two maraschino cherries into her drink and handed the glass to her. She nodded and turned to walk away, just as Patty walked up to the bar.

			“Hey, Adam! I didn’t know you were bartending this party!” Patty was clearly already drunk and grinned widely at Adam as she looped her arm around Lisa’s shoulder. “Adam, I’d like a… ” She paused, swaying a little on her heels and thinking hard before blurting out her order. “Vodka cranberry lemonade, please.”

			Lisa turned to Adam. “You know Patty?” Patty butted in. “Adam is the twin brother of Amelia, my roommate.”

			“You’re at Stanford?” Lisa turned to face Adam, a surprised expression on her face.

			“Yeah, I’m a freshman.”

			“Oh wow. I mean, that’s great. Congratulations. I didn’t realize… ” She stopped herself, afraid she might say something rude. “I’m starting there in the fall. I’ll be a freshman.”

			“You are?” Adam said this a bit too quickly, and scrambled to hide his enthusiasm. “That’s cool.” He shrugged. 

			Lisa smiled. “We’ll have to be friends.”

			Patty laughed and shook her head. “I think you two will be in very different social circles. No offense, Adam, but the only time I see you at parties is when people pay you to wait on them.” 

			Adam felt his jaw clench. Right when Lisa was starting to acknowledge him as an equal, Patty had put him back in his place.

			Lisa blushed as she turned to Adam. “Sorry, she’s too drunk. Come on, Patty, let’s go sit down.” With a flick of her hand, Patty downed the rest of her cocktail.

			Adam swallowed hard and attempted a smile. “Don’t worry about it. Have a great summer!”

			“Thanks, Adam. I’m going to take her back before she does something to embarrass herself.”

			Adam watched Lisa guide Patty to the center table as the DJ got on the microphone to announce dinner. The first course was served, then the second. Waiters served wine at the tables, giving Adam a break, save the occasional request for a cocktail. 

			After the dinner plates were cleared, a man in his fifties approached the DJ booth and took the microphone. He was tall and handsome and would have been imposing were it not for his charismatic smile, which Adam could sense even from the bar in the back. The man, who was apparently Mr. Bristol, asked for the crowd’s attention. 

			“Ladies and gentlemen, I can’t tell you how glad I am to have you all here tonight to celebrate the extraordinary accomplishments of my son, T. J. T. J., will you please stand up?”

			From the center table where Patty and Lisa were seated, T. J., a thirty-years-younger image of his father, stood with a proud smile. 

			“When T. J. was a little boy, he was absolutely determined to be a professional soccer player. He followed the European teams religiously and spent hours and hours in the backyard practicing his pass. Though he didn’t make it on that track, he’s always applied that same rigorous determination to everything he does. So I didn’t have the slightest doubt about his continuing our family’s legacy at Stanford when he applied four years ago. Since then—” 

			A phone ring stopped him short and his face went white as he reached into his pocket and looked at the screen of his phone. “I’m so sorry,” he said into the microphone as he gestured to his wife. “I’ve got to take this. Lori?”

			Lori, his striking blonde wife, hurried from her chair, martini in hand, as Mr. Bristol hurried off stage, speaking into his phone. “Well, always something exciting around here!” she giggled into the microphone as she glanced around at all the guests. “Why don’t we have another song? DJ? Something special for our graduate!”

			The guests started chatting again, all of them giddily wondering what Mr. Bristol’s call was about. As one of Silicon Valley’s most prominent investors, it must have been important, if he was getting a call at nine o’clock on a Friday night. But Adam’s eyes fell on T. J., who still stood in the middle of the floor looking blankly at the space where his father had just been. His jaw was slack and his face pale, his striking blue eyes crisp, with what, at first, Adam thought were tears, until he noticed T. J.’s jaw tighten and his eyes re-engage with their surroundings in calm determination and contempt. He turned back to his table, full of good-looking peers, clapped his hands and shouted, “Shots, guys?” There was applause from his comrades. “Waiter, twelve tequila shots, pronto!”

			The waiters hustled to get dessert to the tables and the DJ turned up the music, encouraging people to start moving away from their crème brûlée onto the dance floor. The inebriated crowd was in full swing when the DJ cut off the music and Mr. Bristol got back on the microphone, grinning from ear to ear. “Friends, can I beg you for your attention one more time. We’re bringing around bubbly.” Sure enough, the waiters were all passing out flutes of freshly poured champagne on silver platters. “I’d like to share some exciting news. Everyone have a glass? Ready? The London papers just made the announcement that Lloyd’s has officially announced their acquisition of Gibly… for $3.8 billion!” 

			The entire room roared. A man near the bar grabbed an unopened bottle of champagne, shook it, popped the cork and sprayed it all over the people in the crowd, who laughed delightedly. 

			Mr. Bristol went on. “It’s the largest acquisition of its kind in history and one that will take us to new international prominence. Not to mention, between us, we’ve got about two of the 3.8 billion reasons to celebrate. I couldn’t be happier that you’re all here for this monumental occasion. To Gibly!”

			“To Gibly!” the crowd responded.

			Adam couldn’t believe it. People at this party— people he was serving— had just made hundreds of millions of dollars. The waiters were rushing around the dance floor, filling up champagne glasses as the partygoers toasted over and over, cheering their accomplishment. Adam searched for Patty but couldn’t find her— she’d probably passed out somewhere. He scanned the crowd for Lisa and noticed her standing off to the side of the patio with T. J. The two were deep in conversation, and she was holding his hand. 

			Adam felt his heart race with jealousy. 

			How could he have been so stupid to think a girl like that would ever be interested in a guy like him? Patty was right; the only reason he’d talked to Lisa was because she needed a drink. That they would be peers at Stanford didn’t mean anything. She was in a different league, a league that included rich, attractive, older guys like T. J. He quickly looked away, but not before Lisa glanced up and caught him looking at her. 

			To Adam’s horror, Lisa walked toward him, pulling T. J. by the hand to the bar. 

			“Adam, can you please make T. J. a very strong Manhattan? I’m going to go find Patty and make sure she’s still alive.”

			“Sure thing,” Adam said as he reached for the whiskey. Lisa smiled at him in gratitude, but he refused to smile back as she walked off to find Patty, leaving him with his new nemesis.

			“What a fucking night, huh?” T. J. said to no one in particular, his elbow perched on the bar as he looked out across the room.

			“There seems to be a lot to celebrate,” Adam responded coolly.

			“For sure. Gibly was a huge acquisition. One of the biggest Silicon Valley’s ever seen.”

			Despite his instinctive dislike of T. J., Adam couldn’t hide his interest. “What is it?”

			“What is Gibly? Have you been living under a rock? Gibly is what makes your phone almost magical. It’s the most important software platform of the century. You know how you can speak into your iPhone and it’ll translate it into a text message? That’s Gibly software. Or how you can use the NFC chip inside your phone to pay for things now, instead of using a credit card? Gibly. Or how your phone will send you an automated update any time your favorite store is having a sale? All Gibly.”

			“Wow. I guess I never really thought about the software behind all those things. Your dad developed that?”

			T. J. laughed. “No, fucking smart-ass software engineers developed it. Dad invested in it. He gave them a few million two years ago in exchange for half of the company so they could afford to eat while they spent twenty-four hours a day coding.”

			“So, he just made two billion dollars off of three million?”

			“Yep. Welcome to venture capital.”

			“But he didn’t actually do anything other than give them money?”

			“Well… ” T. J. said, straightening up, clearly offended. “He advised them. And shit, he saw their potential. If he hadn’t stepped in these guys would never have gotten off the ground. They would have closed shop and gone to work as linemen in some computer programming factory and the world would never have had this software. VC’s make a lot of money, sure, but they make it all possible.”

			“I wasn’t criticizing,” Adam said quickly. “It’s amazing. Must be really cool to be a venture capitalist.”

			“Of course it’s cool,” T. J. said, turning to face him. “It’s the best fucking gig on the planet.”

			Adam handed T. J. his Manhattan. T. J. took it with a nod. “No one knows what you need better than your sister, huh?” he said.

			“Sorry?”

			“My sister, Lisa. She can always tell when I need a drink.”

			Adam couldn’t hide his surprise or delight. “Lisa’s your sister?”

			“Yes. Put your tongue back in your mouth.”

			“Oh, I—”

			“Whatever. She’s hot. I get it.” T. J. gestured toward his drink. “Don’t you want one, too?” 

			“I‘m pretty sure I’m not allowed,” Adam said, grinning. His whole night had changed. Maybe he had a chance with Lisa after all.

			“And I’m pretty sure I’m the one who’s paying you, and, therefore, I get to say what’s allowed. Pour yourself something.”

			Adam hesitated. He glanced around to see if Margaret was nearby. “Come on,” T. J. said. “Surely they don’t expect you to make it through these parties sober. Besides, how will you know how good a job you’re doing if you never taste your inventions? This Manhattan is terrible.”

			“You have a point,” Adam said. He reached for the shaker to pour himself a Manhattan and refill T. J.’s half-empty glass.

			“So, what do you think of Stanford? Lisa said you’re a freshman.”

			Adam nodded. “It’s great. I mean, the classes are a little boring, but I like California a lot.”

			“Where are you from?”

			“Indiana.”

			“Yeah, California’s a little different I imagine.” T. J. paused. “So, do you know what you want to major in?”

			“No idea. My sister is this big computer science geek, has it all figured out. But me, no clue.”

			T. J. perked up. “What area of computer science is she in?”

			“I’m not sure what you’d call it. She’s just always tinkering, coming up with little programs and iPhone apps. She’s obsessed. Spends twenty-four hours in the lab without stopping, forgets to eat and everything. She’s a machine.”

			“And she’s a freshman at Stanford too?”

			“Yep. She’s Patty Hawkins’s roommate, actually.”

			“Oh, Jesus. No wonder she hides out in the computer lab.”

			Adam laughed. The whiskey was settling in. He was feeling more relaxed.

			“What’s your major?” he asked.

			“I’m MS&E. Management science and engineering. It’s half engineering and half business classes. Great major. Super tough, but solid. And I did minors in econ and French.”

			“Wow!” Adam was impressed. Now that T. J. wasn’t dating Lisa, he had nothing but admiration for this intelligent, charming guy in front of him. “You must have declared early to get all that in.”

			“Yeah, I always knew it’s what I wanted to do. I think it’s important to have a plan and to stay diverse. MS&E gave me a good set-up for business school, econ a more academic study, and French some diversity that throws people. No one ever expects a guy like me to know anything about Balzac.” He smiled. “You really ought to figure out a plan for yourself. Figure out what you really want to be.”

			Adam thought back to what Professor Marsh had said this morning and sighed. “I’ve been hearing that a lot lately.”

			T. J. paused, then said, “I could help, you know. Sometimes it’s helpful to have someone who’s been through it to bounce ideas off of.”

			“You’d do that for me?”

			“Absolutely. Why not? Cheers.” T. J. clinked his glass against Adam’s. “How about a refill?”

			Adam’s spirits were high with this affirmation from T. J. and the whiskey as he cheerfully mixed another Manhattan.

			“So, do you still play soccer?”

			“What?”

			“Your dad said—during his toast he said you used to be really into soccer.”

			TJ’s jaw clenched a little but he responded coolly. “No, soccer ended up not being the right sport for me. It was a little too… co-operative. I’ve found I prefer individual competition.”

			“Oh.” Adam was worried he’d said something wrong.

			T. J. chuckled. “Dad’s been pretty wrapped up in this Gibly stuff. Guess he’s missed the past, oh, ten years.” Then with a big forced smile he added, “What do you say we get out of here, Adam? Go have some real fun?”

			Adam looked at his watch. He’d made a deal with Margaret that he could leave at eleven-thirty at night so he could work on his homework problem set, and it was now past midnight. He briefly wondered when he would get to that problem set, then brushed the thought aside. “Sounds good. Where to?”
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