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            The Case of the Missing Mogul

          

        

      

    

    
      It started on a Tuesday. I was sitting in my office with my feet up on my desk, congratulating myself on a job well done. I’d even taken a sharp hit from the bottle of whiskey in the bottom right-hand drawer and was considering taking another, as well as the afternoon off.

      You’d think with a moniker like Alvin Goodfellow, Private Investigator, that I would have known better. Hell, I’d even run ads on the radio proclaiming me as the PI to the stars, one of the good guys, the best you could hire on the Moon, Venus, or Mars.

      But temptation comes in many different forms, including a sweet-smelling alien babe just waiting to trip up the unwary.

      The fan overhead turned lazily, not doing much to freshen up the stale air piped in from Central. I had a water cooler in one corner, burbling to itself, a comforting sound. In the opposite corner I had three dinged up, second-hand, black-metal file cabinets that contained the notes from my cases. I kept them locked to dissuade casual violations of my clients’ privacy, as anyone determined enough and armed with a paperclip could probably break in.

      Despite the ads, I only had a single office on the Moon. It was located in the section of the Stockton Warrens known as the Fishbowl. Some idiot at Central had decided that all the windows on the buildings in this section were to be convex, bowing out into the corridors, as much as two feet in places. Supposed to give us poor mooks the impression of having more space than we actually did, instead of feeling closed in and claustrophobic most of the time.

      Plus, the stupid windows just created congestion whenever a shift was over and the hallways got crowded, workers expanding and contracting in pulses as they passed by windows in their way home.

      So I kept the shades drawn and the lights up high. Wasn’t as if I had any sort of view except the corridor outside. My offices were underground, of course. Some of the newer colonies had fancy domes covering them, but I wasn’t sure I trusted even the NuGlass that much. Better to be in a warren with automatic, built-in airlocks at regular intervals in case there was a breach.

      My future looked rosy at that point, expenses paid for the next month, which meant I wasn’t going to have to immediately go searching for a new client. I’d just finished a job for Mrs. B—, or rather, the soon to be ex- Mrs. B—. I’d gotten paid handsomely for this one. (I try not to take on charity cases, but I’ve always been a sucker for a sob story from a pretty dame.)

      Seemed that Mrs. B— had suspicions that her husband might have been cheating on her with his secretary at the bank. Turned out she was right, though she hadn’t known the half of it.

      Mr. B— had been cheating on her with his secretary. As well as one of the tellers. And a schoolmarm who lived two corridors away.

      Not sure what they saw in the guy. Pudgy older man with gray hair and a pasty white face who dressed in double-breasted suits that weren’t doing him any favors. Maybe he’d been stringing them all along, promising to make them the new Mrs. B—. They’d get their chance, shortly.

      The photos I took of the man and his various mistresses would stand up in court, and Mrs. B— had a slew of them, clutched in her grasping hand as she exited triumphantly from my office.

      I was just reaching for the bottle again, planning to close up early for the day, when she came strolling in.

      She had gorgeous white hair that looked soft and sleek, like the finest silk. It set off her dark green skin nicely. Her eyes were amber, like good whiskey, while her lips were redder than fresh cherries, just waiting to be tasted.

      She wore an elegant sheath dress, pale green, the style made popular by the Moon’s First Lady. However, this wasn’t a shapeless piece of clothing, no, it clung in all the right places, showing off her great rack as well as the curves of her hips.

      Around her neck she had a set of pearls that were each the size of a baby’s fist, probably mined from the hidden oceans of Mars. She also wore a stole made of what looked like faded fox fur. (I learned later it had come from Jupiter and one of the creatures who lived on the winds there.)

      I stood up, glad that I’d already taken my feet off my desk, buttoning my jacket quickly so I’d at least appear to be somewhat respectable. There wasn’t anything I could do about my ginger hair. I kept it cut short so it wouldn’t curl too much. And I’d been told that my blue eyes changed with my emotions, going from soft to sharp. I had freckles that never faded, as well as what had been called a baby face, which I used ruthlessly to my advantage when I needed someone to believe I was more innocent than I appeared.

      The job kept me fit enough, all the walking and bad hours, living on the edge of my budget so I rarely had the opportunity to overindulge my stomach. If I ever gave the business up, I’d have to start doing something healthy, like maybe dancing.

      “Hello,” I said, happily watching the dame slink across the floor of my office and come to stand behind one of the guest chairs. “What can I help you with?”

      She bit her lip for a moment before she replied.

      That was disturbing, I had to admit. Women from Venus all had very white, very sharp, pointed teeth. Of course, some men were desperate enough to overlook that considering all the other assets these women possessed.

      “My husband is missing,” she said in a voice that matched the rest of her, smoky and rich, the words sliding easily through the still air. “I’m afraid there’s been foul play.”

      “Why don’t you tell me about it, Mrs….?” I said, gesturing toward the guest chair she stood behind.

      She still hesitated. “The reason I’m coming to see you and not the police is because my husband’s business isn’t always on the right side of the law.”

      “I see,” I said, hesitating myself.

      Sure, I knew the back rooms and hallways where those sorts of deals were made. Some of the trade that went on in unofficial channels was necessary—Central occasionally tried to collect too great a piece of the pie, which quickly fueled the black market, until they came to their senses and knocked their taxes back down.

      Other trades, though…I didn’t want any part of them. They included unofficial domestic workers who frequently became something more akin to slaves. To say nothing of the drugs coming out of the factories hidden on the far side of the Moon, that took a man’s will as well as his money.

      The dame appeared to understand my hesitation. “Trust me,” she said, her voice turning even silkier. “While our trade may be illegal, it isn’t immoral. Nothing you would disapprove of.”

      “Trust you?” I laughed harshly. I had to let her know where she stood. “Listen, lady. I don’t even trust my own mother when it comes to these sorts of things.” Didn’t help that Mom sat wasting away in a home, addicted to pain killers that some quack had prescribed for her years ago.

      However, that response appeared to mollify the dame. “Good,” she said, sliding down into the chair. “I can work with someone willing to give me that level of honesty.”

      I sat myself, pulling the legal pad I kept on the desk for notes, along with a fresh pen.

      “So tell me about your husband,” I said, hand poised.

      She bit her lip again. That fresh reminder that no matter how Human or gorgeous she looked, no matter how much her sweet perfume might remind one of the (rare) scheduled rain in one of the (rarer) parks, she was an alien.

      “You’ll keep your notes private?” she asked, her eyes darting to the file cabinets behind me.

      “Always,” I solemnly promised her.

      “Then let me tell you my story.”
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      “You can call me Carol,” she said as she sat back in her chair, making herself more comfortable.

      I don’t think it was that calculated a move, though she did wiggle in the most interesting way as she got settled, her breasts jiggling just the perfect amount to make sure that she had my undivided attention.

      “My real, Venusian name, well, it’s difficult for Humans to say,” she admitted.

      I wasn’t surprised by that. It was one of the reasons why Humans were sometimes foolish enough to look beyond the pointed teeth—it was rumored that Venusian women (and men) had very talented tongues.

      “My husband is Richard Wagner,” she said, pronouncing the “W” as a “V”. She slid a small black-and-white photo across the desk. It showed a man in his mid-forties, white, healthy and prosperous. Reminded me a little of the pudgy banker I’d just been following, though Wagner was less flabby, better dressed, and probably had better hygiene.

      However, that gave me pause right there. “He’s Human?” I asked pointedly, wanting to make sure I was seeing things clearly.

      “He is.” She gave a little sigh, and another whiff of her lovely, rain-like perfume cascaded over me. “Ours was a love match. The money came later.”

      I doubted that very much. Venusians had a reputation of being gold diggers, both the men and the women. Chances were, Carol had decided that she was in love with Richard Wagner only after she’d seen his bank account.

      “What does your husband do?” I said.

      “We own a shipping company. We started off small, just a single ship, running goods from Venus to the Moon and back,” she said.

      I kept my head down, taking notes and not saying anything. Starting “small” with “just” a ship meant that they’d begun with a sizable chunk of credits. More than I’d make in five years or so. Ships weren’t cheap, no matter what the ads would have you believe. Even if they’d hocked themselves up to their necks, the down payment alone was far beyond the common worker.

      Yup. A “love” match all right, particularly if the ship had been Richard’s and Carol had started out much poorer than she appeared today.

      “Then, we got lucky,” Carol said. “You remember the shortage of air filters that happened six years ago?”

      I nodded. “Mold or something found in the factory, right?” I said. The air filters were spreading toxins that caused all sorts of exotic side effects, including creating some mutants who supposedly still lived deep under the warrens of the Moon.

      “We’d just stocked up on a fresh supply of exactly that type of filter,” Carol said, “and were already en route when the call went out.”

      Lucky indeed. That wasn’t the sort of luck that could be manufactured.

      “Central paid double the normal rate,” Carol purred, still sounding very satisfied with herself.

      I didn’t like it, personally, making a killing off other people’s suffering. Without air, the entire city would have died.

      However, I wasn’t one to talk, as most of my clients were miserable and needed my help to make others more miserable than they were.

      “With that modest investment, we were able to buy another ship, expand our business, ship even more goods from Venus. Then we got even more lucky.”

      The sultry seducer gave me an honest, happy smile. It was good to know there was a soul somewhere underneath all the trappings, after all.

      “We found a supply of Golden Eggs,” she said.

      Carol had judged me correctly. Golden Eggs, mined in caves found below the jungles of Venus, produced a mild hallucinogen and gave Humans a brief sense of euphoria. As far as I understood the drug, you crushed the egg in your palm, then inhaled the gas. It wasn’t addictive, at least not as far as the scientists could tell. However, as it was out of Central’s control (couldn’t be replicated by their own chemists) they decided to declare the eggs illegal pending review.

      That review had been going on for a few years, now. Probably the smugglers had been bribing the right people at Central so they could keep making an illegal, untaxable profit.

      “After the first delivery, well, it was easy to set up a larger corporation, add ships,” Carol said. “The majority of our business is still legitimate,” she emphasized. “Only a small portion, maybe one shipment in ten, contains any eggs. And they are never the entire shipment.”

      “Was your husband actually flying with one of the shipments?” I asked, surprised. Wouldn’t a corporate mogul stick to his desk and his three-martini business lunches instead of grunt work?

      That earned me a proud smile. “Richard believed in keeping the captains on their toes. About once a month he’d pick a random ship to fly on, making sure that everything was still being maintained to his high standards.”

      I didn’t say anything. On the one hand, sure, random inspections were one way to keep the everyday working schmuck in line.

      On the other hand, in my line of business, regular trips away from the wife, particularly off world, generally meant that something else—something shady—was going on.

      “Richard always calls me when he arrives,” Carol continued. “Which he did, this time. He also calls me just before he leaves, with a couple of calls in between. He’d only been planning on staying two days. But he never called that final time. And when I tried to find him, when I phoned his hotel, I couldn’t reach him. The hotel said he never checked out. They went into his room and found all his things were there, already packed and ready to go.”

      “How many days ago was this?” I asked. That was one of the problems with spaceflight. While phones worked instantaneously, the signals broadcasting out of the huge towers located on top of Epsilon Peak, ships themselves still took days or weeks to reach their destination.

      “He came here sixteen days ago,” Carol replied. “Which means that his trip should have ended fourteen days ago. I know, I know! I kept hoping that he’d call. I made so many excuses for him. Told myself that he’d just been delayed. I didn’t leave the house, waiting for that phone to ring. But the call never came.”

      I gave a grim nod. Sixteen days, or even fourteen, didn’t create the coldest trail that I’d ever had for the start of a case, but it was damned close.

      “What hotel was he staying at?” I asked. “And do you still have the room booked?”

      She shook her head. “The Piedmont, downtown. I don’t have the room anymore. The hotel had to move his things into storage three days ago. They were booked solid and didn’t want to hold the room open, even though I offered them double the going rate.”

      More likely they didn’t want to be forced to cooperate with the kind of investigation that would occur when a prominent businessman went missing, keeping the room off the market and unavailable for days or even weeks while science geeks with their sniffers and fancy powders went over the room looking for fingerprints as well as any traces of blood.

      “Have you collected his bags from storage?”

      “I did. This morning,” she said. “There wasn’t anything in them that I didn’t expect. Everything had been repacked neatly, as if he was getting ready to go.”

      I wasn’t about to take her word on that. If he was seeing someone on the Moon, and he was smart, the sort of memorabilia generated by an affair should be kept in a locker or an office here, never carried back to the where the wife was.

      Most men weren’t that smart.

      “I’d like to look through his bags,” I told her. Chances were, I’d find something that didn’t actually belong.

      “I’ll have them delivered tomorrow,” she assured me.

      “Would you happen to know the names of the people he was dealing with? The ones he supplied?”

      She reeled off the names of two individuals who I’d never heard of before, along with Jimmy the Skunk.

      Jimmy wasn’t named that because of his smell—small, closed-in places like moon warrens weren’t the place for individuals who didn’t pay attention to their hygiene.

      What Jimmy did have was black hair that had started coming in pure white. While Jimmy wasn’t necessarily smelly, he was lazy, so he’d frequently end up with a large white streak down the center part of his otherwise midnight-black dyed hair.

      I knew of Jimmy, though I’d never worked with him or shaken him down. He was a small-time crook who ran confidence games out of the back rooms of illegal gambling joints. He wasn’t a dealer or a fence. As far as I knew, he wasn’t an official informant for the cops. Still, word in the street was that he’d squeal quick enough to anyone if they put the squeeze on him.

      What was the upright Richard Wagner doing with a petty criminal like that?

      Maybe I had an idea of where to start this case, despite how cold it seemed.

      Carol agreed to triple my normal fee without blinking an eye, paying me for two days’ work up front. She also agreed to pay normal expenses, as long as they were itemized.

      Made me wonder if I should have charged more.

      She told me that she’d have Richard’s bag delivered tomorrow morning, early. And insisted that I was to call her as soon as I had news, any news at all.

      I easily promised the dame that, though I knew I’d be calling only when I was damned good and ready.

      I looked over my notes after she’d left. Something wasn’t right. The entire case just had that stench to it, Jimmy the Skunk notwithstanding.

      First of all, the Piedmont was in Lunar Central, the heart of downtown. Jimmy operated on the strip, which was pretty far west of the hotel. There were a lot of places that offered the same sort of entertainment much closer to downtown.

      Plus, I initially assumed that the Wagner Corporation warehouses were located with the rest of the business district in the east, almost as far away from the hotel as the strip, though in the opposite direction.

      I closed my eyes, breathing in that sweet wet scent that Carol had left behind, while I tried to concentrate and bring up a map of the city in my head. I finally gave in and rummaged in my center drawer for my old paper copy, as well as a battered yellow-pages directory of businesses.

      Seemed I was wrong. The Wagner Corporation warehouses and business offices were just off the new Lunar Parkway district. If I put the hotel as the center, starting point, that put the strip at two o’clock, while the warehouses were actually directly at noon. That gave me an interesting pie shape to work with, as chances were, Richard Wagner’s business was actually conducted in that area.

      First stop for me was the hotel, to see if there were any clues left on that cold trail.

      I doubted that my luck would be that good, though.
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      The Piedmont had been built to Earth-scale, meaning that instead of a closed, cramped lobby like what I had at my apartment building, it extended up two full floors. Windows lit up the space, full of fake daylight as no sun could ever shine through them. Black and white tile made up the unyielding floor and broke the many conversations into hard, chipped sounds. Bellboys in red and gold uniforms with box hats and white gloves lounged beside their golden cages to the right of the door, waiting for that next big tip. A huge concierge desk stood just to the left, commanded by an older gentleman with a blue uniform and silver hair, the sergeant major ordering around the rest of the staff.

      Right in front of me, opposite the grand doors, stood the long reception desk, staffed by Humans and Venusians, as well as a tall female warrior from Mars. They looked friendly enough, but I knew they’d all thumb their noses at me if I approached them. I did wear a nice enough brown suit with a stylish brown fedora. However, my shoes were plain, not fancy Italian leather, and my teeth, while nice enough, had never been straightened or polished like theirs.

      So instead of going to the desk, I walked into the joint like I belonged there, then straight around the corner, toward the elevators in the back. A house phone had been tucked into a little alcove right beside the tall brass doors.

      As I had figured, the phone could only be used for calling rooms in the hotel. I dialed the operator, and had her put me in touch with housekeeping.

      “Uhm, hi,” I said when a Mrs. Ellison, head of housekeeping, answered the phone. “I don’t know if I’ve reached the right department or if you can help me or not,” I said, rushing the words and sounding completely unsure of myself. “My boss was here, at the Piedmont, Mr. Wagner. Room 1233. He left without checking out. Now his wife is here, flown over from Venus, and she’s insisting that there’s a bag missing.”

      “May I assure you there is no bag missing,” Mrs. Ellison said frostily. “You should check with security—”

      “I know, I know,” I said. “And they’re going to give me the runaround. I was just hoping you might not? Is the room empty? Could I take a quick look around? That way I can assure Mrs. Wagner that you people are top notch, on the up and up. Please?”

      There was a pause while Mrs. Ellison considered my request.

      “It would sure mean the world to me,” I assured her eagerly. “And Mrs. Wagner is always very generous.”

      “Very well,” she said, probably calculating the size of the tip I would give her. “I’ll meet you on the twelfth floor directly.”

      “That’s so swell,” I told her. “Thank you very much.”

      I waited for the elevator to come down to the lobby, mingling with the much fancier dressed guests. The amount of perfume surprised me. Or maybe that was just the scent of  credits. I kept my hat down over my eyes so that no one could get a good look at my face.

      The elevator operator was an older woman with iron-colored hair and a face like a hawk who sat beside the door. She was dressed like the concierge, in a blue uniform with white gloves. Her voice sounded as though she had a three-pack-a-day habit as she asked the guests their floors.

      Instead of being one of the more modern lifts with buttons you could push yourself, she sat beside an old-fashioned lever that was used to steer you to the proper floor. It had an ivory handle and the floor numbers were all embossed on a half circle, in polished brass.

      Generally, you had to have a feel for that sort of lever. It wasn’t automatic, and so you really needed the attendant to operate it. Plus, it was a handy way to hide floors in the spaces between the number, with most of the guests being clueless about the private areas.

      I would bet that Mrs. Wagner hadn’t realized that such a thing was possible, that her husband was staying in a hotel that probably doubled as a casino most nights. The perfume made more sense now if there were burlesque dancers on the in-between floors who revealed more than the law generally allowed. What I’d smelled was the first shift of girls going to work.

      I’d have to poke around and see if anyone could get me an invite.

      The twelfth floor turned out to be in rarified air, the top of the joint. At least I wasn’t the only one getting off there, so I didn’t have to make nice with the hatchet lady driving the elevator.

      Mrs. Ellison waited for me next to the door to the room. I figure she got there more quickly on a staff elevator. She wore a prim beige dress, complete with a starched white apron, collar, and cuffs. Given the stiffness of her outfit, it was obvious that she was in charge of ordering the maids around, and never stooped to doing the work herself.

      I pushed my hat onto the back of my head and gave her a great, goofy grin. “Thanks ever so much for this,” I told her as I came up. “This is really swell.”

      She gave me a quick appraisal then dismissed me as a nobody, which had been my intent. She had a large ring of keys on a slender silver chain, attached to her belt, which she unhooked and then started searching for the right one.

      I was impressed. Normally, the staff in a place like this had skeleton keys to open the rooms. Seemed that the guests here valued their privacy more, and so each floor had its own separate master key. Good to know if I ever needed to break in on some future case.

      Mrs. Ellison opened the door and gestured for me to go in.

      I could have fit three of my offices in the grand living room. The furniture was dark and well maintained, with a leather couch and three large matching wing-backed chairs around a central low table, perfect for casual meetings. Pictures of bright landscapes hung on the far wall, to give the impression of looking outside. Even a moonscape hung there.

      To the right stood a wet bar with the alcohol decanted into shiny crystal bottles. In a cheaper joint, it would be no-name rotgut, but I bet that here, all of that lovely liquor was top shelf.

      To the left stood two open doors, one to the bedroom and another to the ensuite bathroom.

      Faux wood made up the floors, as even a place as fancy as this probably couldn’t afford wood shipped up from Earth. But it was really high quality. The floors even had that bounce that generally you only got with wood.

      I walked immediately to the couch, and slid my hand between the arm and the cushion, as if hunting for loose pocket change.

      Took an effort to keep a straight face when my fingers found a folded piece of paper tucked away there.

      I palmed it, then industriously searched the other side. After that, I made a show of looking in the closet in the bedroom, searching the top of the shelf above the hangers, then I looked around the bathroom.

      Finally, I turned and gave Mrs. Ellison a sheepish grin. “Seems Mrs. Wagner was mistaken. I can go and reassure her that this sure is one swell place.”

      Mrs. Ellison just stood there, unmoving, with one hand slightly open on her thigh.

      “Oh, oh! Right!” I said. I fumbled for my wallet, sliding away the found paper and slipping out a larger bill than the housekeeper deserved. “And we can keep this just between you and me, right?” I asked as I handed it over to her.

      “Your privacy is assured here,” Mrs. Ellison said as she quickly put the bribe in her apron pocket.

      “Thanks ever so much,” I told her again as I quickly exited the room.

      Possibly the paper had nothing to do with Mr. Wagner and his disappearance. I couldn’t allow myself to hope.

      Still, I kept that goofy, silly grin on my face for probably much longer than necessary.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I stopped at a little coffee shop tucked away off the main tunnel, a place where the maids and other local workers would go and not the rich folks who would shop downtown.

      A case with pastries and a few lonely donuts sat next to the old-fashioned register at the end of the long counter. The air smelled of toasted bread and burnt coffee. Seemed in the morning they’d also do eggs on the tiny burner just behind the counter, though the sign on the wall did warn that they’d only serve until they ran out.

      A table with two chairs was located under the window looking out on the corridor, already occupied by two students who had books scattered across it, along with papers covered in equations and fancy slide rules. The only other seats were along the counter, three of which were filled with old retirees reading their daily news.

      A cup of joe here was more expensive than at the joints I regularly frequented. That amount of credits should have gotten me a Danish as well. Maybe some butter. At least the coffee tasted pretty good. I didn’t grumble much as I took it down to the end of the counter, away from everyone else for a modicum of privacy.

      After making sure that all the other customers in the joint appeared to be paying attention to their own petty lives, I fished out the folded piece of paper from my wallet.

      Written in pencil, in block letters, was a single word.

      Fondue.

      What the heck did that mean? Was it a new drug that I’d never heard of before? A new dance move? What kind of hinky stuff had Richard Wagner been getting into?

      I reeled myself back from all the flights of fancy that my brain was racing along, making myself remember something Old Dick had told me when I was still wet behind the ears.

      KISS

      Keep it simple, stupid.

      I’d suspected earlier that the hotel had “extra” floors to it, and that you’d need to slip the elevator attendant a large tip as well as know the password to gain access.

      Looked as though I might just have found my way into that party.
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      As there were still several hours of bright lights to burn, I figured I’d go pay a call on Jimmy the Skunk before heading back to the Piedmont. I stayed at the coffee shop for a while, giving in and paying for a serving of toast. While the bread was almost blackened on one side and still white on the other, at least the jam they served was delicious, an orange marmalade that was the perfect combination of sweet and sour.

      It didn’t take me long to find the new place that Jimmy was operating out of. Seemed that he’d fallen on the wrong side of his previous partner and had had to move his poker game to a different back room. Jimmy was like that.

      It wasn’t that Central tried to illegalize all gambling. Even the bureaucrats in charge had recognized just how stupid that would be. But they had put limits on the amount you could win (or lose), trying to keep idiots from losing their shirts.

      However, with their rules they’d also made most of the games as exciting as taking a walk along a corridor instead of a rollercoaster ride. Plus, the official gambling parlors all had to have their slice of the action, so the house took a lot more off the top if you did manage to win.

      Only the most desperate (or the most stupid) went in for that sort of thing. It was great for tourists, or for students who wanted to have fun for the night, maybe a bachelor party.

      Anyone who was serious about their cards or dice went somewhere else.

      The Gin Mill looked like an ordinary dive bar out front. It had a pink neon sign of a martini glass on one side of the marquee that was constantly filling and refilling itself with bubbles, which honestly, no self-respecting gin should have. The single door in the center of the building had a gold star on it, as if to indicate here was the place for suckers. No windows of course—why bother putting them in when they’d always be closed and blocked?

      I walked past the front of the building, then turned the corner and came back up the alleyway. A discreet metal door marked the back entrance. No handle on it. Not even a buzzer.

      I boldly knocked, my knuckles smarting from the hard metal.

      As I expected, a rough looking bouncer poked his head out at me. He had a bulldog face that probably even his mother didn’t love. He towered over me. Though he was Human, he looked as big as one of the warriors from Mars, and just as muscular and tough.

      “You got a game?” I asked, staring unimpressed by him. “Heard that Jimmy the Skunk operates in these parts.”

      That earned me a tight smile. “Just a sec.”

      He kept the door open and reached for some gizmo. I recognized it as a type of electronic sniffer. It had enough buttons and knobs to make even the geekiest boffin happy.

      Wasn’t sure exactly what he was checking for. Did they now have devices that could smell cop? Who knew what sort of wacky invention the scientists would come up with next? Hell, they were still talking about flying cars down on Earth, someday.

      Whatever it was he was checking for, I seemed to pass. “Jimmy’s in parlor number three,” the guard said.

      I reached into my pocket for the bill folded there, ready to hand him a tip

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/alvin1_cover_ebook.jpg






OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


