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			DONALD TRUMP SAT in his office on the twenty-sixth floor of Trump Tower, facing David Pecker, the sixty-four-year-old publisher of the tabloid of record, the National Enquirer. The wall to Trump’s left was tiled with awards and photos of the recently announced presidential candidate. Young Trump on framed covers of Playboy, GQ, and Fortune. Trump mugging with Ronald Reagan. Trump with John F. Kennedy Jr. His desk was covered in stacks of papers and more magazine covers with his face on them.

			Two months before the August 2015 meeting, Trump had wafted down the escalator into the atrium of his midtown high-rise to announce his presidential candidacy. Pecker, a self-made millionaire from the Bronx, and Trump, the Queens-born scion of an outer-borough developer, had been confidants for two decades, though neither man regarded the other as a close friend. Their relationship was a series of chits accrued and favors cashed in.

			Pecker’s celebrity gossip and personal lifestyle empire—his company, American Media Inc., also published Globe and Star, and several sports and fitness magazines—hadn’t printed a bad word about Trump since 1999, the year he became chief executive. In more recent years, the publisher had assiduously promoted Trump’s political rise. Trump, in return, fed American Media tips, offered Pecker business advice, and lent the mustached publisher entrée into Trump’s world of wealth and celebrity.

			Their conversation at Trump Tower had been arranged by Michael Cohen, Trump’s special counsel at the Trump Organization, the family business. Cohen had styled himself as the loyal guardian of Trump’s image and reputation. A former personal injury lawyer and taxi medallion owner who hailed from the suburbs of Long Island, Cohen had in recent years transformed himself into Trump’s armed press attaché—he wore a gun in an ankle holster—who made liberal use of legal threats to keep bad headlines about his boss to a minimum.

			
			Pecker and Cohen had collaborated on an ad hoc basis in 2011, the last time Trump made a show of contemplating a presidential run. With Cohen’s encouragement, the National Enquirer had breathlessly promoted Trump’s exploratory bid, while Globe had propelled the birther conspiracy theory that Trump used to attack President Barack Obama and raise his own political profile. Now that Trump was running for real, the collaboration needed to be more intentional.

			When the Trump Tower meeting began, Pecker had taken the single seat opposite Trump at his desk, while Cohen remained standing. After a while, Cohen went looking for a chair and pulled it over.

			What can Pecker do to help the campaign? Trump wanted to know as they sat in his office. Pecker had some ideas. He could use the Enquirer to slime Trump’s political opponents, both Republican and Democrat, he said. Pecker warned Trump that opportunists might come forward trying to peddle dirt about him, including tales of his exploits with women. Pecker’s tabloids, which paid for scoops, were a natural destination for tipsters with information to sell. Pecker told Trump he could intercept harmful stories and make sure they never surfaced.

			Pecker already had a template to follow. In 2003, the Enquirer had vacuumed up damaging information about the sexual proclivities of Arnold Schwarzenegger, a soon-to-be business partner at Pecker’s muscle magazines, when the action hero ran for governor of California. American Media paid potential purveyors of salacious information about the movie star, bottling them up with exclusive source contracts. The practice was known in the tabloid world as “catch and kill.” A decade later, Pecker’s company shelled out $20,000 for a photocopied image of Schwarzenegger as a young bodybuilder naked on a couch, taking it off the market.

			Pecker’s offer to Trump wasn’t based on idle speculation. On the heels of his 2011 presidential flirtation, an adult movie star named Stormy Daniels and her manager had shopped her story of a one-night stand with Trump to celebrity publications. A legal threat from Cohen prevented the story from taking off, but it was a close call. Not long after that, reporters sniffed around rumors of an affair between Trump and Karen McDougal, the 1998 Playboy Playmate of the Year. McDougal had called Trump, who told her not to worry, and the rumors subsided.

			
			Even since the campaign launch, Pecker and Cohen had worked to stanch a possible problem. Trump’s office had been contacted by a digital media outlet that had found old pictures of Trump in which he appeared to be leaning in to autograph a stripper’s bare breasts. Cohen referred the company’s founder to Pecker. Pecker already knew the man—the same one who’d sold him the naked photocopy of Schwarzenegger—and assured him the Trump pictures were worthless. Then Pecker stalled him with discussions of business they might do together.

			At their meeting, Trump welcomed Pecker’s willingness to assist. Work with Michael, he said. When an issue came up, Pecker would call Cohen, who would dutifully inform Trump.

			Pecker left Trump’s office that day with his mission assigned. Within three months, his purpose had become even clearer. A former doorman at a Trump building approached the Enquirer in November 2015. He said he had heard that Trump had fathered a daughter out of wedlock with a female employee. Was it true? The tabloid didn’t know. Nonetheless, when the doorman threatened to take the information elsewhere, the Enquirer, with Pecker’s blessing, paid off the doorman to keep the rumor a secret.

			Trump valued the role that Pecker and Cohen were willing to play in his presidential campaign, fixing problems, mopping up his old messes so he could remain free of their stench. Others had done the same for Trump in the past. Roy Cohn, the disgraced counsel to Senator Joe McCarthy turned lawyer to the powerful, had shepherded the young Trump along in his rise in New York City four decades earlier. Cohn had manipulated the media and the legal system to secure business advantages for Trump and weave his myth as a fabulously successful developer who transformed his father’s collection of middle-class apartment buildings in Brooklyn and Queens into a Manhattan-based empire of glittery luxury condominium towers. When gentler tactics failed, Cohn tried to scare Trump’s opponents into submission. He was the fixer by which Trump judged all others.
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			THE DEALS

		

	
		
		
			
			1.

			THE FIRST FIXER
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			DONALD TRUMP KEPT a photo of Roy Cohn on his office desk. If a business meeting wasn’t proceeding as planned, Trump might point to the photo and say, in so many words, You don’t want to mess with me. Just look at this mug. That’s my lawyer.

			This affinity for the battle had bound the two men, forging one of the defining relationships of both of their lives. It began in the early 1970s, with Trump a few years shy of his thirtieth birthday. Cohn was a celebrity lawyer and celebrated villain who’d served as the right hand of Republican senator Joseph McCarthy in his anti-Communist crusade. Cohn, who hailed from a New York Democratic family and was the son of a state judge, had left McCarthy’s employ after a series of nationally televised congressional hearings revealed the pressure tactics he used against the U.S. Army to obtain preferential treatment for his friend and fellow Communist hunter, a private named G. David Schine.

			He’d returned to New York unbowed and built a private practice that pivoted on his ruthless intelligence—he had a photographic memory—and the public perception of his ethical and moral flexibility. Juries had acquitted him in three criminal trials, clearing him of charges including jury tampering, bribery, blackmail, and making false statements. These triumphs over the government he had once served only enhanced Cohn’s reputation as a rogue who did whatever it took to win. So in 1973, when Trump spotted him at Le Club, an East Fifty-fifth Street restaurant frequented by New York’s glitterati, he wandered over to Cohn’s table for advice about a legal problem of his own.

			
			Trump was the little-known son of a politically connected developer from a German immigrant family. Eager to build something grander than Fred Trump’s monotonous red-brick, rent-regulated projects, the young developer had moved to Manhattan to explore his own ambitions in society, government, and business. He wanted to trade Forest Hills for Fifth Avenue.

			At Cohn’s table that day, Trump explained that his father’s real estate company was under attack from the United States Department of Justice, which was accusing it of discriminating against minorities in its rental buildings. Trump told Cohn that he and his father had spent the afternoon talking to lawyers at a prestigious Wall Street firm. They had advised the Trumps to settle.

			“What do you think we should do?” Trump asked.

			“My view is tell them to go to hell and fight the thing in court and let them prove that you discriminated, which seems to me very difficult to do, in view of the fact that you have black tenants in the building,” Cohn said. “I don’t think you have any obligation to rent to tenants who would be undesirable, white or black, and the government doesn’t have a right to run your business.”

			Trump hired Cohn to take on the Justice Department, launching a professional relationship that would evolve into a much more personal one. For years to come, they would socialize at parties and in clubs. Trump sought advice from Cohn on politics, business, and marriage. Cohn, whose homosexuality and promiscuity were an open secret, often surrounded himself with men like Trump—heterosexual, younger, fair-haired, and good-looking. With his charm, self-confidence, and ambition, Trump was a trophy client, the biggest he’d ever had.

			

			—

			IN THE YEARS Cohn represented Trump, from the early 1970s until the mid-1980s, he also tended to a colorful roster of clients who included mobsters like Carmine Galante, the brutal head of the Bonanno crime family, and “Fat Tony” Salerno, a boss of the Genovese family; wealthy women divorcing their husbands; New York Yankees owner George Steinbrenner; artist Andy Warhol; Cardinals Francis Spellman and Terence Cooke; and disgruntled stockholders who used Cohn’s name and the fear it inspired to extract settlements from companies.

			
			The attorneys who worked for him, and many who opposed him, considered Cohn a brilliant lawyer whose potential was almost limitless, if only he put in a bit more effort. And played fair. He often relegated case preparation to his limo rides to the courthouse, submitting the young associate attorneys riding with him to lightning-round interviews. “Who’s the judge?” was usually his first question. Next was “What are the parties’ names?” He was famously late for hearings and conferences, in effect letting the meter run while his opponents racked up ever larger bills from their lawyers.

			The Roy Cohn playbook demanded a relentless show of strength. The tactics he deployed in a fight appealed to Trump, who had internalized some of them before he met Cohn: Attack—mercilessly. Never admit you’re wrong. Declare complete victory, even when making concessions. Follow through only when pressed, and only as much as required.

			Cohn’s performance as defense lawyer for the Trumps in their battle with the federal government over alleged housing discrimination reflected his fight-over-flight essence perfectly. The 1973 lawsuit by the U.S Department of Justice’s Civil Rights Division accused the Trumps’ management company of violating the Fair Housing Act, a landmark 1968 civil rights law signed by President Lyndon B. Johnson a week after the assassination of Martin Luther King Jr.

			The government’s four-page lawsuit offered only the broad outlines of its case. The suit said the Trumps had violated the law by refusing to rent to blacks, which they did by telling them apartments weren’t available when in fact they were, and by using a more onerous set of terms and conditions when the company did deign to rent to people of color.

			Cohn’s answer was to attack.

			“This case represents an abuse of process,” Cohn wrote in a December 11, 1973, affidavit to the court, calling the discrimination allegations “totally unfounded.”

			“The Civil Rights Division did not file a lawsuit. It slapped together a piece of paper for use as a press release, and only secondarily as a court document,” he said.

			The Justice Department’s evidence included the account of a doorman at a Trump building in Brooklyn who told FBI agents that the superintendent had directed him to tell prospective black tenants that the rent was twice as high as it actually was. A Trump rental supervisor reported that Fred Trump had personally instructed the employee not to rent to blacks or people on welfare.

			
			For his part, Donald Trump told the judge he was “shocked” by the allegations of racial bias. He’d learned of the case one morning while listening to the radio in his car. The government hadn’t warned him it was coming, Trump complained. Television news picked it up, and the next day The New York Times carried a front-page story.

			“To find our name blackened in the press before we had received formal notification and had an opportunity to have a trial or even answer is unfair and unjust,” Trump said, calling the allegations “outrageous lies.”

			Cohn asked the judge to dismiss the case and countersued the government, alleging, with moxie but little else, that the Civil Rights Division and the U.S. attorney’s office in Brooklyn had made “untrue and unfair” statements to newspapers in a news release announcing the case. No matter that the U.S. government was immune from defamation claims. Cohn asked for damages in the amount of $100 million, a number Judge Edward R. Neaher called a “tidy sum” before dismissing the countersuit.

			The parties reached a settlement in principle by the end of January 1975, but Cohn dragged out the negotiations for five months, once skipping town for Bermuda instead of meeting with a government attorney who waited at his office to finalize the deal. Under the proposed agreement, the Trumps would admit no wrongdoing but would agree to rent to people of color. Trump Management’s officers would have to familiarize themselves with state, federal, and local civil rights laws, adopt a compliance program, and take steps to train Trump employees on fair-housing requirements. It was the outcome the government had sought from the beginning.

			Cohn didn’t want the government to issue a news release announcing the settlement. He suggested a joint statement by the Trumps and the Justice Department, an idea rejected out of hand by the government. Cohn, on this occasion, gave in.

			“They will say what they want, and we will say what we want,” he said.

			Both sides claimed victory.

			

			—

			
			TRUMP HATED LAWYERS who dithered and then mailed him huge legal bills. He looked down on those who preferred to settle without a fight. He liked and respected lawyers who could do battle. That was Cohn to a T. Even better, Trump wasn’t charged full freight by Cohn, who enjoyed the cachet of counting him as a client. Quickly, Trump came to occupy a regular place in Cohn’s social orbit, at the 21 Club and at Studio 54, the legendary nightclub run by his clients Steve Rubell and Ian Schrager. He regularly appeared at the lavish parties Cohn threw at his East Sixty-eighth Street townhouse on New Year’s Eve, and on July 4 at his home in Greenwich, Connecticut.

			Cohn’s circle featured a young Warhol; a young Barbara Walters; the fashion icon C. Z. Guest; the oil heir Ricky di Portanova; the publisher Malcolm Forbes; Norris Church Mailer, the wife of novelist Norman Mailer; and many others. At Cohn’s Greenwich parties, a visitor could glimpse Estée Lauder to one side, the young investor Ronald Perelman to another, and Carmine DeSapio, the dethroned head of Tammany Hall, sitting in a corner with dark sunglasses. The borough presidents of Manhattan, Brooklyn, the Bronx, and Queens milled about. Mingling with the bold-faced names were budding artists, B-list actors, judges, young lawyers, gay and straight, and their dates, watching the scene in amazement.

			For the aspirational Trump, Cohn’s scene seemed the perfect place to burnish his profile as an up-and-coming young playboy. And of course, to meet beautiful women. At the townhouse, where guests wandered up and down the floors inspecting Cohn’s collection of oddities, including, at one point, a life-size ceramic zebra, the lawyer would hold court. But when Trump showed up midway through a party, Cohn would abandon whomever he’d been talking to and rush to fawn over him.

			Along with granting Trump entrée into this nightlife scene, Cohn schooled him in the art of using the media. Cohn befriended many journalists, the more influential the better. Among them were radio commentator Walter Winchell and gossip mavens Leonard Lyons and Aileen Mehle, who wrote a column as Suzy. He appeared in public with Walters, a rising star in TV news, to whom he was once supposedly engaged.

			
			Cohn understood before his time and taught Trump that all publicity, negative or not, was good if it raised your profile and showed the world you were in the game. He took journalists to lunch at Le Cirque, entertaining them with fantastic off-the-record stories, and called to feed them gossip items—not infrequently about himself, perhaps in connection with one of his clients in a celebrity divorce.

			But he also used his reputation to try to intimidate reporters who were writing negative stories about Trump or to plant stories that would help his young client. David Rosenthal was a twenty-one-year-old reporter at the New York Post in 1974. Rosenthal had been picking through the contribution logbooks at the New York State Board of Elections when he discovered a stream of large donations to Democratic gubernatorial candidate Hugh Carey emanating from givers listing their addresses at low- and middle-income apartment buildings in the outer boroughs. Rosenthal looked up the addresses and found that those buildings were all owned or managed by Fred Trump. It seemed that Trump had skirted campaign-finance limits by making straw donations through his tenants. Rosenthal reported the Trump contributions in a story for the newspaper and got a call from Cohn after it published.

			“You piece of shit! We are going to ruin you! You have a lot of fucking nerve!” Cohn yelled.

			Rosenthal, unnerved, went to his editors after the call and relayed his conversation with Cohn. Paul Sann, the executive editor, told him he must have done something right to be on the receiving end of Cohn’s threat, treating it as if it were a rite of passage. The editors knew from experience that Cohn liked to try to put the fear in reporters but rarely followed through.

			Through Cohn, Trump met Cindy Adams, who in the 1970s started working for a local city newspaper, Our Town. Adams was married to comedian Joey Adams (real name: Joseph Abramowitz), a close friend of Cohn’s who was the emcee of choice at parties for powerful figures in New York politics and the Roman Catholic Church.

			At a small dinner party, Cindy Adams turned to the tall, blond man seated beside her and asked, “Who are you?”

			“I’m Donald Trump,” he said, to which Adams replied, “What’s a Donald Trump?”

			At that moment, she noticed Cohn standing behind her.

			
			“One day, this kid is going to own New York,” Cohn said.

			Adams and Trump became fast friends.

			

			—

			AS TRUMP PURSUED plans in the mid-1970s to buy and convert the run-down Commodore Hotel, on Forty-second Street, into a Grand Hyatt, Cohn facilitated his success by helping him obtain an unprecedented forty-year tax break. He nurtured connections for Trump in the administration of New York City mayor Abe Beame and, with a combination of intimidation and media manipulation, worked to sway the judges who would be ruling on the property condemnations Trump needed.

			Trump also had to manage another important interest group: organized crime. Cohn served as a bridge between Trump and the mob-controlled construction companies and union officials the developer dealt with on his building projects—this was a time when the construction industry was dominated by organized crime families. One Trump contractor, S&A Concrete Inc., was secretly owned by Cohn’s client Fat Tony Salerno and Gambino boss Paul Castellano, whom Cohn also knew. Biff Halloran, a mob-linked former Cohn client, supplied concrete for Trump’s Hyatt project and for Trump Tower.

			In the early 1980s, Cohn arranged the nearly $2 million purchase of two apartments on the fifty-ninth and sixtieth floors of Trump Tower by one of his clients, Robert Hopkins, a Lucchese family associate. At the closing, attended by Trump, Hopkins arrived with a briefcase full of cash. The money was delivered via a Trump limousine to a bank that did business with a Trump casino. Hopkins, six foot five and 250 pounds, used the Trump Tower apartments for managing more than a hundred betting parlors citywide that took in $500,000 a week in cash.

			In 1988, an investigator working for Manhattan U.S. Attorney Rudy Giuliani interviewed Trump as part of a probe into the developer’s role in possible money laundering during the apartment purchases. Shortly after the interview, Trump was quoted by reporters as saying that he could raise $2 million in half an hour if Giuliani ran for mayor in 1989. The probe was dropped without becoming a formal investigation. Trump ended up raising $41,000 as co-chairman of Giuliani’s campaign.

			

			—

			
			AS THE TWENTY-SIX-YEAR-OLD political operative made his pitch, Cohn sat in a second-floor dining room, eyes bloodshot, in a silk robe with chest hair pressing out and a medal around his neck. Roger Stone, a fresh-faced acolyte of Richard Nixon, had come to see Cohn, who’d agreed to take a behind-the-scenes role in the nascent presidential campaign of Republican Ronald Reagan. After an hour’s wait, Cohn’s secretary ushered Stone in to see Cohn, who introduced the portly man sitting with him as Tony Salerno. With his fingers, Cohn ate three burnt strips of bacon off his plate and scooped cream cheese into his mouth. Then Salerno left.

			Stone explained that he’d need office space, volunteers, union contacts, and money to try to make a dent against Reagan’s more establishment opponents in the byzantine primary process in New York. Staring out the bay window, Cohn snapped his fingers. “You know what you need?” he said. “You need Donald Trump. Do you know Donald Trump?”

			After paying a visit to the developer’s father in Brooklyn, Stone found his way to Trump’s office in Manhattan. Trump asked Stone question after question as he guzzled soda. Is Reagan too old? Can he carry California? Show me how you get to 270 electoral votes. What about New Jersey? What about Florida? What about Texas? Trump said he had supported Carter in 1976, calling it a mistake.

			“I like your guy,” Trump said. “And I think he’s going to win, you know why? Because he’s got a look. In the television age, you’ve got to have the look. If you don’t have the look, you’re going nowhere.”

			“Tell me what you need,” Trump said.

			Trump arranged for Stone to get cut-rate office space, first at a dumpy hotel patronized by prostitutes and next to a swingers’ club, and then in an empty townhouse next to the 21 Club. And he got money: bundles of checks from Trump vendors that he picked up at Fred Trump’s office. He fielded calls and had meetings with Donald Trump, who wanted updates on Reagan’s progress.

			That campaign cemented the friendship between Cohn and the young Stone, who stayed in a second-floor bedroom at the townhouse for a while and who was always game for a free meal whenever the lawyer came by around 6 P.M. looking for dinner and drinking companions. He’d listen to Cohn as he funneled items to gossip columnists for the next day’s papers over cognac and a cigar.

			
			Reagan’s victory in the New York primary and the 1980 general election gave Cohn a direct line into the White House. At Cohn’s request, Reagan sent a note to Stone when Cohn threw him a thirtieth birthday party at the 21 Club. Trump, who had done his part for Reagan, also was photographed with the president.

			For his part, Stone opened a lobbying shop with two new partners, Paul Manafort and Charles Black. Within a few years, the firm began working for Donald Trump. Stone’s firm helped Trump by lobbying the Army Corps of Engineers for permission to dredge the waters near Atlantic City to accommodate his yacht, the Trump Princess. Stone also helped him get a waiver to build a tower slightly taller than existing height limits in Chicago and got involved with everything from traffic patterns in Atlantic City to tax and casino issues.

			The Reagan race also brought Stone a new client, Thomas Kean, who had previously lost a race for governor of New Jersey. Stone helped elect Kean governor in a close 1981 campaign. Two years later, Kean backed Trump’s sister, Maryanne Trump Barry, a federal prosecutor eyeing a vacant seat on the U.S. District Court of New Jersey. Barry, a top aide to the U.S. attorney in Newark, had limited trial experience and wasn’t seen by the local bar association as a top candidate for the post. But, as Donald Trump had relayed to Stone, she didn’t want her brother’s help. “She wants to do it on her own,” Trump said.

			“I think that would be a mistake—at a minimum, you should get Roy to make some calls,” Stone told him.

			Cohn later told Stone to let Trump know that Barry’s appointment was all set. In September 1983, Reagan made Barry a federal judge. She and Trump both called Cohn to thank him. The new judge also thanked Cohn at her induction ceremony for federal court. And when Trump threw his sister a party to celebrate the appointment at the Grand Hyatt in Manhattan, Cohn—who had also been at her wedding—stood among the most honored guests.

			

			—

			TRUMP WAS ON the cusp of becoming a household name in the early 1980s. He sat down with NBC’s Tom Brokaw to discuss New York real estate in August 1980 as Trump Tower, a monument to his rise, was under construction. Brokaw described Trump as a young man who “took his father’s rather modest, by current standards, real estate empire in Brooklyn and expanded it considerably.” The newsman marveled that one floor of the fifty-seven-story tower was going for a cool $11 million. At the same time, Trump’s Grand Hyatt New York, for which he and Cohn had obtained a forty-year tax break from the city, was nearing its opening.

			
			“Mr. Trump, what’s left in your life? You’re thirty-three years old, you’re worth all this money,” Brokaw said. Did Trump aspire to be a billionaire?

			“No, I really don’t. I just want to keep busy and keep active and be interested in what I do, and that’s all there is to life as far as I’m concerned,” Trump said. “I really am not looking to make tremendous amounts of money. I’m looking to enjoy my life, and if that happens to go with it, that’s fabulous.”

			But Trump’s preoccupation with his image, with making people believe he was the richest developer in the city, was evident, and Cohn lent his reputation to Trump’s mythmaking.

			In 1981, Forbes was preparing its inaugural Forbes 400, the magazine’s ranking of America’s richest people. Trump, who was now expanding into Atlantic City, spent an afternoon with reporter Jonathan Greenberg, exaggerating the size of the Trump empire and his claim to it.

			Trump told Greenberg that his family owned 23,000 apartments in the outer boroughs—more than double the Trumps’ actual stock, as journalists would later discover. The younger Trump said he alone held 80 percent of them. (In fact, Fred Trump retained legal ownership of his residential buildings and would until his death, in 1999. The elder Trump, however, played along.) According to Donald, his family was worth more than $900 million, a figure that assumed each apartment was valued at $40,000.

			Greenberg thought the valuation was absurdly high.

			“Okay, then $20,000 each,” Trump allowed. That would mean the Trumps were worth $500 million, still enough to top the list of New York real estate tycoons.

			Greenberg remained skeptical. Cohn later called the reporter at his desk.

			“This is Roy. Roy Cohn! You can’t quote me! But Donny tells me you’re putting together this list of rich people. He says you’ve got him down for just $200 million! That’s way too low, way too low!” Cohn told him. “Listen, I’m Donny’s personal lawyer, but he said I could talk to you about this. I am sitting here looking at his current bank statement. It shows he’s got more than $500 million in liquid assets, just cash. That’s just Donald, nothing to do with Fred, and it’s just cash.”

			
			Greenberg offered to have a courier drop by to pick up the bank statement.

			“Just trust me,” Cohn said.

			Greenberg said he needed to see the paperwork.

			“It’s confidential!”

			Forbes estimated Fred and Donald Trump were worth $200 million—about $100 million each—placing them in the bottom tier of major real estate developers listed by the magazine.

			Cohn and Trump angled to improve the Trumps’ position in the annual rankings the following year. Cohn called Greenberg again and told the reporter that Donald Trump was now worth more than $700 million. He said Trump had received $250 million from the sale of his interest in a casino project in Atlantic City, a part of which Trump used to “liquidate certain other things, which made his overall position very impregnable.” That was about ten times what Trump had actually made on the project.

			Cohn plowed on. “Trump Tower has been going like a house afire, and the profits on that are much higher than had been anticipated, and the same is true with Grand Hyatt,” he told Greenberg. “On top of which he’s been in a series of private transactions, and he files with banks for between $700 to $750 million.”

			Finally, Cohn took aim at a Trump rival. He suggested that the LeFrak family, which had built a huge development called LeFrak City in Queens, was worth less than the $500 million Forbes had estimated. Trump had previously badmouthed Richard LeFrak, who was also rising in his father’s business, to Greenberg.

			“He’s taken such a bath at LeFrak City, he’s taken a real bath there,” Cohn said.

			Despite the misinformation, Forbes inflated the net worth of Trump père et fils to $200 million each.

			The mythology of Donald Trump was taking hold. The New York Times profiled Trump in 1983, describing him as a “brash Adonis from the outer boroughs bent on placing his imprint on the golden rock.” The newspaper reported that the Trump empire comprised 25,000 units.

			
			The humility Trump had shown three years earlier in his interview with Tom Brokaw was nowhere to be found. “Not many sons have been able to escape their fathers,” Trump told the Times. “At 37, no one has done more than I in the last seven years.”

			

			—

			BY THE EARLY 1980s, Cohn’s past began catching up with him. He was loyal to his friends, but not all his clients were his friends. He’d been profoundly unethical in some of his dealings with them. In the 1960s, he borrowed $100,000 from a wealthy client he’d represented in a divorce and refused to pay her back for a decade and a half. After the client, Iva Schlesinger, sued Cohn, he claimed it wasn’t really a loan at all. He and Schlesinger had a loose agreement in which she paid him as an advance against future legal services, Cohn said, despite extensive documentary evidence to the contrary. Cohn’s firm still hadn’t fully repaid her in 1982, when he was accused by a New York disciplinary committee of professional misconduct in Schlesinger’s case and three others.

			One of the other allegations was that Cohn had manipulated his client Lewis S. Rosenstiel, founder of the Schenley Distillers empire, as the man lay dying in Mt. Sinai Hospital in Miami, nearly blind and suffering from Alzheimer’s disease. In the 1975 episode, Cohn guided Rosenstiel’s hand to sign a codicil that made the lawyer an executor of the millionaire’s will. Cohn left behind another document at the hospital, an old divorce filing, in place of the codicil, to cover his tracks.

			As Cohn’s disciplinary case ground on, he took on his final assignment for Trump. The two, teacher and student, appeared on Good Morning America on October 18, 1984, the day after they filed a lawsuit against the National Football League, a gambit to make money on an upstart football league Trump had bought into the year before. Sitting side by side, Trump, wearing a charcoal suit and red patterned tie, and Cohn, in a brown suit and pink shirt, were introduced to viewers as, respectively, the owner of the New Jersey Generals, one of the teams in the young United States Football League, and the league’s special counsel.

			
			The USFL had coalesced as a rival league whose original twelve teams played their first season in the spring of 1983, during the NFL offseason. Trump quickly became the face of the league and its de facto leader when he purchased the Generals that year, his star power drawing much-needed press attention to the USFL. Trump agreed to pay $9 million for the team on the condition that the league was still in existence when the payments came due. Trump later said he paid $5 million in total.

			He was the driving force behind the USFL’s decision to move to a fall schedule and compete with the NFL helmet to helmet. (“If God had wanted football in the spring, he wouldn’t have created baseball,” Trump once said.)

			But before the new league could take on the NFL, it needed to get television networks to carry and pay for its games. The NFL had contracts with ABC, CBS, and NBC. The USFL had contracts with ABC and the fledgling ESPN to air the spring games. But the major networks didn’t want to cross the NFL by picking up USFL games in the fall.

			Trump promised the other USFL owners that the lawsuit would force the NFL to make a deal. The case wouldn’t go to trial, he assured them. The USFL lawsuit, filed in federal court in Manhattan, alleged that the NFL was a monopoly that hamstrung the USFL’s ability to contract for television coverage. The new league sought more than $1 billion in damages from the NFL. Some USFL owners hoped the lawsuit would compel the NFL to admit more teams—namely theirs—though Trump denied it at the time.

			“If we weren’t discriminated against so badly, as the NFL has done, this league would be very, very successful,” Trump said in his Good Morning America interview.

			That same day, Cohn and Trump held a press conference. Cohn did his utmost to create the impression of his new opponent as a sinister force. He alleged, without providing evidence, that the NFL had appointed a secret committee of four prominent owners to strangle the USFL in the cradle. “We have reliable reason to believe we know who they are and what they are doing,” Cohn said. Trump volunteered that the NFL was “petrified of the suit.”

			The NFL’s lawyers promptly alerted the judge overseeing the case, Peter K. Leisure, to Trump and Cohn’s media tour, accusing the duo of trying the case in the press. At a hearing days later, Leisure, showing his irritation, told the parties that he didn’t want to see any more press conferences, issuing a gag order. A few weeks later, in late 1984, Trump received a letter from a New York lawyer, Harvey Myerson, who was as brash as Cohn and about a decade younger but still relatively unknown. In the letter, Myerson told Trump that the USFL’s attorneys weren’t serving him well. He touted his own ability to marshal a multi-pronged attack on the NFL, starting with a more aggressive press strategy.

			
			Cohn had been a loyal friend, an unabashed booster of Trump’s success. “Donald Trump is probably one of the most important names in America today,” Cohn said in a television interview that same year. “He is, as I say, the closest thing to a genius that I’ve ever met in my life.” But in Myerson, Trump had found someone younger and healthier to do the job he needed done. He insisted that the league commissioner replace Cohn with Myerson as lead counsel.

			Friends of Cohn’s began to see his decline in 1985, and soon the general public became aware of it, too. AIDS had dimmed Cohn’s legendary intellect. He was often disoriented, his law partners noticed. The New York Daily News declared him “on the verge of death,” while other publications reported that Cohn was receiving treatment for Kaposi’s sarcoma, a cancer associated with AIDS. He used string-pulling to get in front of the line for treatment at the National Institutes of Health, where he received an experimental drug called AZT. Cohn received well wishes from Ronald Reagan as his three-week hospital stay was ending in November 1985.

			“NANCY AND I ARE KEEPING YOU IN OUR THOUGHTS AND PRAYERS. MAY OUR LORD BLESS YOU WITH COURAGE AND STRENGTH. TAKE CARE AND KNOW THAT YOU HAVE OUR CONCERN,” the president wrote in a telegram.

			Cohn regained some of his strength after the treatment, but the “remission,” as he called it, was short-lived.

			Beyond the USFL case, Cohn could feel his onetime apprentice pulling away. Calls came less frequently. Legal business went elsewhere. “Some people are too busy to see me now,” the weakened Cohn said when his cousin David Marcus visited him in Palm Beach. On another occasion, he was more blunt about Trump: “I can’t believe he’s doing this to me,” Cohn said. “Donald pisses ice water.”

			

			—

			
			ON OCTOBER 23, 1985, Trump arrived to testify on Cohn’s behalf before the Departmental Disciplinary Committee of the New York Supreme Court, which was responsible for investigating complaints against attorneys in Manhattan and the Bronx. The panel, which met on the thirty-ninth floor of a black office building at Madison Avenue and Twenty-sixth Street, was weighing whether Cohn should be disbarred based on the four misconduct complaints lodged against him, including the one pertaining to Iva Schlesinger. The committee’s recommendation, once made, would be sent to a panel of judges in the eighty-five-year-old courthouse next door to decide whether to strip Cohn of his license to practice law.

			Trump sat at a small table inside a hearing room, facing a row of windows that looked out on Gramercy, a tony Manhattan neighborhood of brownstones and grand apartment buildings. To his right, seven men and women on the committee, most of them lawyers, regarded him from behind a dais.

			Despite their growing distance, Trump, now thirty-nine years old, praised Cohn while avoiding any mention of his darker side, much like the parade of other prominent friends who had come to testify on his behalf.

			“In the course of being represented by him and meeting him and other people, have you come to have an opinion of his honesty and integrity?” Michael Mukasey, Cohn’s lawyer, asked Trump.

			“Yes, I have.”

			“What is it?”

			“I think Roy is perhaps, if I summed it up in one word, I think the primary word I’d use is his loyalty. He is a very loyal person, and I know he is a controversial character in a lot of respects, and I hear about it, but I can only speak from my experience and he has been extremely loyal and extremely honest as far as our dealings have been concerned.”

			Mukasey had no further questions, but a panelist wanted to know what Trump meant in calling Cohn controversial. What had he heard?

			“Only in the sense that the press, you know, sort of portrays Roy as a little controversial,” Trump said, again assuring the committee that the Cohn he knew was altogether different.

			
			“He has been extremely straight and extremely loyal, and you can’t ask for a lot more than that in terms of a lawyer,” Trump said.

			In early 1986, Trump invited Cohn for what seemed like a farewell dinner at Mar-a-Lago, his newly purchased Palm Beach resort. Trump hosted the dinner with his wife, Ivana, a Czech-born former skier he had married in 1977. Before their marriage, Cohn had negotiated a prenuptial agreement on terms that were highly favorable to the developer, assigning a crony of his—a lawyer to whom he’d dispensed work—to represent Trump’s fiancée. That episode, which had embittered Ivana Trump at the outset of their marriage, had long receded by the time of the Mar-a-Lago dinner. At the table, the place settings were ornate, and a gold candelabra rested on the table. Guests paid tribute to the dying lawyer.

			Trump called Cohn to check in as his illness progressed, though they weren’t working together anymore. With Cohn sidelined, the NFL called Trump’s bluff. The trial that he had told USFL owners wouldn’t happen was scheduled to begin in May 1986. By the spring of that year, Cohn was near death. He looked skeletal in a green cardigan as he sat for a March interview with 60 Minutes. He continued to deny—categorically—that he was gay and that he had AIDS, though some of Cohn’s friends knew the truth about his diagnosis and believed he’d been quietly pushing to increase federal funding for research into the growing epidemic. CBS’s Mike Wallace told Cohn the news show had learned from sources that Cohn’s name was in an NIH database of AIDS patients.

			“Well, I shouldn’t be. I’m glad you told me that. I’ll get that taken care of very fast,” Cohn said, insisting that he had liver cancer and that it was in remission.

			Cohn gave no quarter when asked about the attorney disciplinary committee of the state court in Manhattan, which had been eyeing him since at least 1982.

			“These people come from the liberal legal establishment in New York, and they’re the country club set and the martinis and the tennis matches on Saturday afternoon and all that,” Cohn said. “Certain members of the panel do not conceal their intense dislike for me.”

			The disciplinary committee recommended that the Appellate Division of the New York Supreme Court, the ultimate arbiter of Cohn’s professional fate, take away Cohn’s license to practice law. On June 23, 1986, a panel of judges on the court ruled in an unsigned opinion—meaning the outcome was unanimous—that Cohn’s misconduct was “inexcusable,” and it disbarred him.

			
			Trump and his new lawyer failed in their fight against the NFL the following month, though Myerson won the trial, in the strictest sense. On July 29, 1986, a jury in Manhattan found that the NFL enjoyed monopoly power, but the jurors saw fit to award the USFL a mere $3 in damages. In essence, the jury determined that the USFL had its own management failures to blame for its financial problems. Myerson still got paid: The NFL had to pony up $5.5 million to the USFL to cover its attorneys’ fees. The young football league folded after the 1985 season, having lost nearly $200 million in its three years of existence.

			Cohn died a week later.

			Trump stood in the back at Cohn’s memorial service that October, one of hundreds who had come to pay their respects. Tom Bolan, Cohn’s law partner and close friend, blamed his disbarment on a “lust for revenge” by the liberal establishment for his service to McCarthy. While his friends lavished praise in eulogizing him, they also acknowledged the complicated nature of the man. Cohn could be loyal, warm, and generous, but also vicious, cold, and vain, Roger Stone said. The guests sang “God Bless America,” and then they dispersed.

		

	
		
		
			
			2.

			GREAT ASSETS
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			FOR ALL DONALD Trump’s perceived success in the 1980s, including a New York Times bestseller, Trump: The Art of the Deal, he began the next decade buried in debt and publicly feuding with his wife.

			Trump, employing some of the lessons imparted to him by Roy Cohn, had aggressively courted publicity during his rise, making himself a household name, and now he was suffering for it. The New York tabloids were positively giddy about the combustion of Trump’s marriage and his affair with Marla Maples, an aspiring actress who was nearly fifteen years younger than his wife, Ivana. Trump had begun seeing Maples in the late 1980s, stashing her in a suite in the Hotel St. Moritz, just down the street from his Plaza Hotel, which Ivana managed for him.

			Ivana confronted Maples in Aspen on New Year’s Eve in 1989, while vacationing in the ski town with the Trump kids. Maples and her friend Kim Knapp were also in town, staying in a condo on Trump’s dime. On the day of the encounter, Ivana and Donald were eating lunch at Bonnie’s Restaurant, an Aspen staple located halfway down the mountain, when Ivana noticed Maples at another table with Knapp. The Trumps started to argue, loudly enough that other diners noticed. Then Ivana got up and approached Knapp, mistaking her for Maples, and began to yell at her. Ivana returned to Trump, argued some more, and was soon back at Maples’s table, asking her if her name was “Moolah.” (Ivana had learned Maples’s name earlier, when an Aspen realtor called her husband and referred to “Marla.” Ivana, listening on a second handset, had heard the name as “Moolah.”)

			“It’s out! It’s out! It’s finally out,” Maples shouted.

			
			“I have a happy marriage,” Ivana said. “I’m very happy. Stay away from him! Stay away from us!”

			At the National Enquirer, reporters learned of the episode and planned to report it in the issue that would close on Monday, February 12, 1990. On the previous Friday, Mike Boylan, vice chairman of the Enquirer’s parent company, American Media Inc., called Jack Nusbaum, a lawyer in New York who represented both the publisher and Trump, to give the mogul a heads-up that the story was coming.

			At 1:30 A.M., Boylan’s phone rang at home. On the other end, Trump was calling from Japan, where he’d traveled to watch Mike Tyson fight Buster Douglas. Trump denied the Aspen story and took a threatening tone. When that tactic didn’t work, he tried cajoling, to no effect, and hung up.

			It didn’t matter. Ivana Trump’s side had leaked the story to the New York Daily News’s Liz Smith, who was the first to report, on February 11, 1990, that Donald and Ivana Trump were splitting up. (The Enquirer, a few days later, published its version with an exclusive photo of Trump and his two women at Aspen.) The Daily News scoop touched off days of tabloid cover stories. Cindy Adams, to whom Roy Cohn had introduced Trump, was now a gossip columnist at the New York Post, and she was furious that the scoop had been fed to her competitor. Trump found her more accommodating than Smith, who was speaking with Ivana. The headlines made it clear who was allied with whom:

			The Post, on February 13: “Ivana to Donald at secret sitdown: GIMME THE PLAZA!…the jet and $150 million, too.”

			The Daily News, on February 13: “ ‘IVANA BETTER DEAL’: Mrs. T brands Donald’s $25M pre-nuptial pact a fraud.” (This agreement was an updated version of the one negotiated by Cohn and Lawrence Levner, the lawyer he and Trump had arranged to represent Ivana.)

			The Post, on February 14: “The Trump affair: DON JUAN! Secret visits to model Marla at Hotel St. Moritz.”

			Smith had yet another Daily News cover story on February 15 that described Ivana Trump as a woman scorned. Smith reported crowds cheering for her outside La Grenouille, a posh French restaurant in Midtown, while inside, Ivana’s friends, including Smith, moved the poor woman to tears with their support.

			The Post had another scoop in the works. Valerie Salembier, the president of the tabloid, got a call from a major Post advertiser, a friend of hers who owned a New York department store. He told her that his trainer was Maples’s roommate. Maples had confided to the trainer that she was dating Donald Trump and having the best sex of her life. The trainer had blabbed to her client, Salembier’s friend. Salembier immediately took the tip to Post editor Jerry Nachman, who was giddy. He assigned the story to reporter Bill Hoffman.

			
			The front page of the next day’s Post was a public relations coup for Trump. “Marla boasts to her pals about Donald: ‘BEST SEX I’VE EVER HAD.’ ”

			As Trump’s marriage imploded, he had bigger problems than the tabloids. Real estate markets swooned as the country slipped into a recession. Trump could no longer keep up with his payments. He owed more than $3.4 billion and faced personal financial ruin: $830 million of Trump’s business debts carried his personal guarantee. Trump’s billion-dollar casino, the Trump Taj Mahal in Atlantic City, was barely breaking even, and it was siphoning money from his other two casinos. He fell off the Forbes 400 list of the wealthiest Americans, his net worth in 1990 dropping to an estimated $500 million—a generous estimate—from $1.3 billion the previous year.

			Trump and Cohn, before he died in 1986, had made a practice of exaggerating his net worth to boost his ranking on Forbes’s list. Now he had been banished. Trump, refusing to admit his fortune had shrunk, blamed his removal on the magazine’s recently deceased publisher, Malcolm Forbes. The magazine was exacting retribution, Trump alleged, because the real estate tycoon had once kicked Malcolm Forbes out of the bar at the Plaza Hotel for bringing in underage men.

			In the middle of this free fall, Trump put out a second book, Trump: Surviving at the Top. Critics derided it as an ego trip, though the book still briefly landed on the bestseller list. Trump sat down with ABC News’s Barbara Walters in August 1990, around the time of his book’s release, for his first extended interview in months. Perhaps for the first time in his life, Trump had been avoiding the media, or most of it anyway. After Cohn introduced them, Walters had helped Trump build his legend in her first interview with the young developer in 1987, flying with him over Manhattan in a helicopter as they regarded the skyline. But three years later, Walters acted as if she’d been had.

			At the start of the interview, Trump blamed his financial problems on the economy and lashed out at journalists for singling him out. “I hope the general public understands how inherently dishonest the press in this country is,” he told Walters, who brushed away the comment and neatly summarized his year of financial woes.

			
			Trump was on the verge of bankruptcy, she said. The Taj Mahal was in trouble. So was the Plaza. He had more debt than he could pay. His airline, Trump Shuttle, was running out of cash, squeezed by spiking jet fuel prices, a consequence of the Gulf War.

			“What I am saying to you is, you did overextend yourself, okay?” Walters said. “How are you going to get out of this mess, surviving at the top, when everything is down and you owe a tremendous amount of money? Are you going to sell the Plaza? Are you going to sell the shuttle?”

			“The answer is because I have great assets, and the assets are doing very well,” Trump said. In fact, Trump soon would be forced to sell the shuttle and the Plaza and steer all three of his casinos through bankruptcy.

			Trump refused to discuss his relationship with Maples, but Walters pressed on.

			“Do you believe in fidelity in marriage?” she asked.

			“Yes, absolutely I do. Absolutely,” Trump said. “I think that there’s nothing better than a good marriage. There’s nothing worse than a bad marriage. I’m absolutely a believer in marriage. I’m an absolute believer in fidelity, but if a marriage isn’t working, that’s a different ball game.”

			The Trumps settled their divorce case the following year. Ivana had contested their prenuptial agreement in court, arguing that it was fraudulent, and had sought half of her husband’s empire. But she ultimately took a deal that was nearly equal to the terms of the couple’s prenup. She got $14 million, an apartment in the Upper East Side tower called Trump Plaza, a forty-five-room mansion in Greenwich, Connecticut, and the use of Mar-a-Lago for one month per year.

			Their battles weren’t quite over. Trump later litigated to uphold a “gag clause” on his ex-wife—a built-in nondisclosure agreement—that he’d inserted into one of their nuptial contracts as she made plans to publish a novel based on their marriage. After he won, Trump called Cindy Adams to declare “total fucking victory” in the New York Post. He sued Ivana, who’d gone ahead with For Love Alone, for $25 million, but they later settled their differences, stopped litigating, and made peace.

			
			Trump, at the time of his divorce settlement, was on a monthly allowance of $450,000 from the banks that had agreed to loan him more money to pay his bills. He was forced to sell his super-yacht, Trump Princess, and his Boeing 727. But he convinced his creditors that he was worth more to them wealthy than dead broke. His brand could still sell. And they agreed, on several occasions, to tweak his restructuring agreement to make it easier for Trump to meet his financial obligations.

		

	
		
		
			
			3.

			PECKER’S PATH
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			BEFORE DAVID PECKER was the chairman of the tabloids, he was chief executive of Hachette Filipacchi Media U.S., the publisher of glossy passion and fashion publications like Elle, Road & Track, and Woman’s Day.

			Pecker traveled an unlikely path, beginning as an accountant in CBS’s magazine division in 1979 and rising to one of the most powerful positions in magazine publishing. He had no editorial experience and had never worked in an advertising department.

			By the time he grew close to Donald Trump in the mid-1990s, Pecker had become among the most controversial and innovative publishers in the magazine industry, a chauffeured renegade who accommodated advertisers and bottom-fished for sinking magazines, slashing costs and quickly making a profit while competitors turned up their noses and lost money.

			Trump and Pecker solidified their not quite friendship in 1996. That winter, Pecker rented out Trump’s Palm Beach resort, Mar-a-Lago, to host a party for advertisers. John F. Kennedy Jr., whose pop-culture-and-politics magazine George was published by Hachette, mingled with the guests. So did New York governor George Pataki, who was paid $30,000 by Hachette to speak at an annual convention for the beauty industry that was also taking place nearby in Florida. They were joined at Mar-a-Lago by executives like Fred Langhammer and Arie Kopelman, the heads of Estée Lauder and Chanel, respectively. It was a glitzy affair. Trump, with his now-wife Marla Maples by his side, tried to sell guests at Pecker’s party on memberships at Mar-a-Lago.

			Soon, Pecker would use Trump’s private club again for a conference of Hachette executives from around the globe, and he and the celebrity developer would hatch a deal to publish Trump Style, a combination of Trump branding and advertising in a magazine to be handed out at Trump properties.

			
			Both men weathered personal and professional crises during their courtship. Trump’s second marriage collapsed in short order, an implosion documented scene by scene in the tabloids, the National Enquirer chief among them. Meanwhile, Pecker’s efforts to please another business partner, the ultra-wealthy investor Ronald Perelman, exploded into a national news story. A staff outcry over Pecker’s move to kill a magazine story unfavorable to a Perelman business venture led to his portrayal in the ensuing media coverage as a publisher-villain who would sacrifice editorial integrity to protect a friend.

			Eventually, similar story lines would resurface and converge when Pecker, against the advice of his Hachette executives, left the chic magazine world to become part owner and chief executive of the country’s top tabloid publisher.

			

			—

			THE ENQUIRER HAD a complicated relationship with Donald Trump in the 1980s and most of the 1990s. The tabloid invested itself in covering his love life, and Trump found that he had more to gain by providing the Enquirer with access than by cutting it off. He remained friendly with the tabloid’s staff even after his encounter with Mike Boylan, vice chairman of American Media, over the Aspen confrontation between Maples and Ivana Trump. Even on negative stories, he could sometimes shape the coverage, calling reporters and editors directly. “Just make sure you say she’s beautiful,” he’d admonish Enquirer staff when they wrote about one of his dalliances. Sometimes Trump successfully bartered information.

			Trump’s relationship with Marla Maples held particular fascination for the Enquirer. The couple almost made it easy for the tabloid. For one thing, they broke up regularly, each jilt and reconciliation justifying a new round of stories. Maples and Trump provided the Enquirer with broad access, sometimes using the tabloid to telegraph threats and offers of reconciliation to each other, an intermediary role the publication was happy to fill.

			When Trump and Maples leaked their plans to marry, the Enquirer ran photos of her posing in wedding dresses for a cover story in April 1993, and then gleefully reported the following month that the wedding was off. Trump had insisted that Maples, several months pregnant with their child, sign a prenup mirroring his $25 million pact with Ivana. “But when the time came to sign the agreement in late April, she found that Donald had reneged and was offering her far less,” the tabloid reported. The agreement was metered so that Maples wouldn’t get the full amount unless they stayed married for ten years. “He was trying to rent me,” the Enquirer quoted Maples as telling a “pal.”

			
			Maples eventually returned to the table and signed an agreement, but now Trump was dragging his feet on the wedding. In the meantime, their daughter, Tiffany Trump, was born. The Enquirer landed a photo exclusive of the new baby girl in November 1993.

			The tabloid’s last issue of the year teased a “TRUMP WEDDING SPECIAL” on its cover and carried a story inside that explained Trump’s reason for finally tying the knot. Trump, the Enquirer reported, had been watching a news report in his office about a mass shooting on the Long Island Rail Road. “I was shocked,” the tabloid quoted Trump as telling a close friend. “I realized how something can come along and ruin your plans for no reason at all.”

			After this supposedly existential moment, he picked up the phone and called Maples, who was in West Palm Beach with their daughter. “When I saw what happened on the train, I figured life is short, and I want to do this now,” the Enquirer quoted him as telling Maples.

			They were married on December 20, 1993, in Trump’s Plaza Hotel—the same hotel that Ivana had managed for Trump.

			Three years later, a local police officer working a night shift in Florida found Maples and her bodyguard, Spencer Wagner, under a lifeguard station in Ocean Ridge, ten miles south of Mar-a-Lago.

			The Enquirer, closely tied in with the police, learned of the incident from its sources. Larry Haley was the Enquirer editor who oversaw Trump coverage; he had often been invited to parties at Mar-a-Lago. He swallowed hard as he prepared to tell the mogul over the phone that his wife had been caught in a compromising situation with another man. Trump was silent at the news. Soon after, Trump called Haley back to say he had talked to Maples and that nothing had happened.

			Desperate to stop the story, Trump got on the phone with Mike Boylan. He asked Boylan how much profit the publisher made on each issue, suggesting he would pay the Enquirer to forget about the story. Millions, Boylan told him. Well, I’m not going to pay that, Trump said.

			
			The Enquirer broke the story in its May 7, 1996, edition, playing it big on the cover: “Shock for Trump! / MARLA CAUGHT WITH HUNK / Cops interrupt late night beach frolic.”

			Afterward, Trump denied that his wife had an affair and claimed that Maples was on the beach that night because she urgently had to pee. The tabloid knew, however, that the claim wasn’t true: The police had seen her limousine near the beach, driven away, and come back an hour later to find the car still parked, before finding Maples and Wagner indisposed. Trump fired the bodyguard, and one of his representatives called the Ocean Ridge police chief, Ed Hillery.

			“The Donald wants to have someone interview the officer,” the caller said.

			“Well, tell ‘The Donald’ that ‘The Ed’ says no,” quipped Hillery.

			Soon after the story, Trump called Enquirer editor in chief Steve Coz trying to save face. “I already told her I was dumping her, Steve,” Trump said. He and Maples would soon break up for good.

			It would be the last time Trump attempted to quash a big Enquirer scoop and failed. In the coming years, he wouldn’t even have to try, but for now, his new friend David Pecker was still at Hachette.

			The news wasn’t all bad. Trump had regained some of his footing financially. He had washed away the last of his personal debt the previous year, and now, in 1996, he entered a deal to wind down his debt-restructuring agreement, with cash from asset sales. He would soon start working with a ghostwriter on a third book, Trump: The Art of the Comeback.

			

			—

			DAVID PECKER HAD grown up distant from wealth, celebrity, and power. He was born in the Bronx in 1951 to Jacob Pecker, a rough-hewn native New Yorker and Jewish bricklayer who went by “Jack” and spoke fluent Italian, and Mary Pecker, a homemaker who had emigrated from Russia with her family as a girl. Neither husband nor wife had schooling past the eighth grade. Still, Mary was refined and glamorous, with long blond hair. Her family disapproved of Jack—they called him a bulvan, Yiddish for “loudmouth” or “boor.” David was the youngest of the couple’s three children by far; he was born fifteen years after his sister, Elaine, and twelve years after his brother, Joel, whom the family called Yussie.

			
			In 1955, the Peckers left a cramped apartment in a working-class neighborhood in the Bronx for a fast-growing New York suburb about a mile outside the city. Pecker’s father, by this time, had his own construction company, working on projects with his brother Phil. He’d built the foundation for a single-family home in New Rochelle, part of a postwar housing development that had been farmland in the recent past. The contractor who hired him went bankrupt, offering Jack Pecker the house as payment for his work. Their new home had two kitchens, and Mary kept the furniture covered in plastic sheeting. Like his brother, Joel, David was moonfaced and overweight. He took a ribbing at school for the slang meaning of his last name. His cousins thought he came off as arrogant, on the rare occasions when they saw him, but he charmed adults like his aunts and uncles and grandparents.

			Jack Pecker died of complications from diabetes in 1967, when David was sixteen years old. His father had no life insurance. Joel tried to step into Jack Pecker’s shoes as head of the construction company, but business sagged. David got an after-school job as a delivery boy for a drugstore to help out with the family’s bills. As a student at New Rochelle High School, he discovered he had a knack for numbers, and after graduating, in 1969, he kept the family afloat with small-time accounting jobs while taking business courses at Westchester Community College. His mother was ill, and his sister, in the midst of a breakdown, moved back in with the family after a nasty divorce that gave her ex-husband custody of their two children.

			Pecker transferred to Pace University, a four-year college with a campus in White Plains, where he graduated in 1973 with a degree in business administration. He accepted a job as a junior accountant at Price Waterhouse, but Pecker started a tax business on the side to supplement his income, carrying a gun to protect himself when he had to walk around with payroll cash.

			Pecker’s entry into the media world came in 1979, when he became an accountant in CBS’s magazine division, based in Greenwich, Connecticut. The best-known of the publisher’s eighteen magazines was the housewife-oriented Woman’s Day. The company also owned Modern Bride, Car and Driver, Road & Track, and Field & Stream.

			
			Pecker had come to CBS Magazines with a reputation for competence and hard work. He had a rule: When asked to do something by a superior, never say no. He was no longer overweight. Lean from running, Pecker wore his black hair slicked back and had grown his mustache, adding years to his round face. He worked punishing hours. Excel spreadsheets didn’t yet exist. He and his team tabulated numbers on mainframe computers, printing them on enormous reams of computer paper. Sometimes the calculations were done by hand.

			Over eight years at the publisher, he climbed steadily up the rungs of the finance department. A spinoff of CBS Magazines in 1987 accelerated his rise. By that time, Art Sukel, the company’s chief financial officer, had promoted Pecker to controller, elevating him over two other candidates. Sukel had reservations about the accountant, who was known to fly into rages and curse out subordinates when they disappointed him. He wasn’t a born manager, but Pecker knew the company’s books better than anyone.

			That year, French publisher Hachette approached CBS Inc. and made an unsolicited $600 million offer for the magazine division. But the French were outbid by a group of CBS Magazines executives with backing from Prudential. The home team included CBS Magazines president Peter Diamandis and his top executives, Bob Spillane and Sukel.

			Executives from CBS Inc. and CBS Magazines and their bankers negotiated the terms inside a midtown Manhattan boardroom. When CBS and the lenders had questions about the numbers, the CBS Magazine executives called in Pecker, who always had the answers. He became one of the architects of the leveraged buyout, the fourth man on the Diamandis team. The new company was named Diamandis Communications Inc., and Pecker was promoted to vice president after the sale.

			Pecker soon married Karen Balan, the secretary of a former CBS Magazines executive named Jay Burzon. Pecker had met Balan at Burzon’s going-away party. Balan’s father, Martin, had run a printing press in Brooklyn whose clients included Variety and Screw magazine, a weekly pornographic tabloid that overcame obscenity laws and other legal obstacles, paving the way for a thriving porn industry.

			
			Diamandis and his team expected to flip the magazines in three to five years, but to their surprise, a suitor arrived much sooner. Hachette, outbid by Diamandis eight months earlier, now returned, offering $712 million for the newly spun-off company, which had plenty of cash on hand already. The stock Diamandis had given out suddenly had value. More than twenty employees became millionaires almost instantly. David Pecker was one of them. His share was $10 million. Soon after the windfall, Pecker and his wife moved to a luxurious home in Greenwich and he bought a Rolls-Royce.

			Hachette left Diamandis in control, at least initially, and moved them into new offices at 1633 Broadway, in what became known as the Hachette building, along with the company’s flagship, Elle. The French referred to Diamandis, Spillane, Sukel, and Pecker as “the Gang of Four.”

			Unbeknownst to Pecker, he’d nearly lost his place in the gang. Diamandis and Spillane had to talk Sukel out of firing him. Sukel acknowledged Pecker’s role in the CBS and Hachette deals—the French publisher relied on Pecker’s savvy in the same way Prudential and CBS had—but Sukel said Pecker was a liability as a manager: “He treats his employees like shit.” Spillane and Diamandis argued that Pecker’s intimate knowledge of the company’s finances was too valuable to jettison. They needed him, and so he stayed.

			The company was looking for acquisitions in early 1989, a few months after the original owner of the National Enquirer died. In 1952, Generoso “Gene” Pope Jr. bought the New York Enquirer, a weekly paper best
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