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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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Eric Rickenhauser squealed to a stop in front of the tall, sleek, dagger-shaped building.  He glanced at the wide-eyed valets, gunning the high-performance twin-turbo engine one last time before grabbing the door handle.

“Hope you’re ready,” he said to the shapely blond—Charlene or Kelsey, he couldn’t quite remember.  No, Kelsey was last week.  This one was Kristy.  Close enough.  “I wanna be out of here quick when it’s done.”

“Then we can go on a cruise?” she asked, twirling her hair.  “Remember, you promised.”

“Stop that,” he said, snapping his fingers in front of her face.  He wanted to slap her, to put her in line, but was afraid of making a mark when today was so historic—the first day of total freedom.  Once the reading of his father’s will was done and he was finally named CEO, he wanted to get to the office and start cleaning house.  “I told you, it annoys me when you do that.  Don’t worry, we’ll be going on a cruise by the end of the month.”

“That long?” she asked, pouting.  “Why do I have to wait so-”

“Stop being such a goddamn baby!”

Nope.  This one’s not going to last more than a week.  He then stared at the deep cleavage and long, tan legs.  Okay, maybe two.

“Sorry,” she whispered.

That’s more like it.

He stepped out of his cherry-red Ferrari 488 GTB.  Wearing his favorite custom-tailored Armani suit with matching tie, he slipped the valet a crisp hundred.  “Keep it close.  I wanna leave as soon as I come back out.”

“Yes, sir!”

It felt strange not feeling the familiar bulge of the concealed carry holsters that he normally wore along the small of his back and around his left ankle.  He had a small collection of firearms, and spent a considerable amount of time each week at the private range.

But today of all days, especially here, he knew he wouldn’t need to carry such arsenal.

Eric stood next to the Ferrari and snapped his fingers.  Kelsey slipped an arm through the crook of his elbow and they made their way to the building.  Near the top was the prestigious law firm of Britton, Getz, and Rentfrow.

He pushed the glass double-doors open.  Sunlight splashed through the wall of tinted windows behind him, giving the vast lobby a golden hue.

“Good morning, Mr. Rickenhauser,” one of the rent-a-cops manning the front desk said.  Oh, how he loved being called Mr. Rickenhauser, a title his father held for much of his adult life—the company started thirty years ago, when it was just him and three engineer buddies working in the back of a garage.

The origin story of Rickenhauser Industries may sound similar to Apple or Microsoft, but its $1.5 billion dollar revenue last year paled in comparison to the industry giants.  Still, it was one of the largest privately-held companies of electronic devices and employed over six thousand in various factories across the globe.

“Mr. Britton just phoned down to express his sincere apologies,” the guard said.  “He’s running behind with another client and requested you and your siblings take a seat in our exclusive lounge.”  The guard pointed to an enclosed seating area off the lobby, decorated in gold, glass, and leather.  “Drinks and appetizers are complimentary, of course.”

Eric sighed.

Oh, well.  Besides, Barb and Brett aren’t here yet.

Without a word, he strolled to the lounge with Kelsey—no, Kristy.  Whatever.  In a week or two, it’ll be a Tina or a Missy or even a Laura.

Barb soon arrived, strutting out of a white limousine with two tan, beefy men on each shoulder.  Eric ignored the gasp from his companion as well as her roving eyes.  His sister may be the oldest, with an advanced marketing degree to boot, but she had no intention of working at the company, despite her divine talent for social media.  Her postings got almost as much media buzz as the Kardashians or even the President of the United States.

“How can that bastard be running behind with another client when Daddy was his biggest?” she asked, bursting into the lounge.  She grabbed a champagne glass from a waiter, then ordered her two men to sit close—but not too close.  “It’s probably that wife-cheating Senator.  Edward or Albert or . . . whatever the fuck his name is.  Doesn’t matter.  We should be up there right now.”

“Still gotta wait for Brett, Sis,” Eric said.

She rolled her eyes.  “Still not right.  Remember that one Christmas when I was around eight or nine?  You must’ve been, what, five?  Six?  Anyway, right when we were gonna open presents, Walter called.  Then Daddy said he had to leave.  An emergency.  Supposedly.  We didn’t see him for three days.”  She leaned forward, spilling a bit of her drink.  She held up three fingers.  “Three fucking days, Eric.  So Walter Britton can kiss my ass.  Then he can kiss their asses too.”  She gestured to her two men.

“They new?” he asked.

She cocked her head a bit, eyeing Eric’s companion.  “Isn’t yours?”

“True.”

“To be completely honest,” she said, “yours has probably more brains than mine put together.  And quit calling me Sis.  We’re not kids anymore.”

“Okay,” he said, sipping his own drink: a single malt scotch on the rocks.  He grinned.  “Sis.”

She slapped him on the knee.

By the time they were on their third drink, a silver BMW pulled up to the front.  The driver leaped out, wearing skimpy white shorts and a bright pink polo shirt.  They met him in the lobby.

“I hope this doesn’t take too long, boys and girls,” Brett—the middle child and Barb’s twin—said.  “I have a tennis match with Dennis at one, and I plan on being in his pants by two.”

“You have time for tennis?” asked Eric.  “I thought Harvard Law School was pretty tough.”

“Oh, it is,” Brett said, laying an arm across each of his siblings’ shoulders.  “But when I have two beautiful men to write my papers and another gorgeous god tutoring me, law school isn’t all that difficult.  I still have to take the tests though.  Too bad I can’t pay off my professors.”  He kissed each of them on the cheek.

“Unbelievable,” Barb said.  “You can get by with anything.”

“Tell me about it,” Brett said, peering over at the private lounge.  “Holy Christ, are those yours?”

She nodded.

“Impressive, if I say so myself.  Remind me to get their measurements when the looting is done.”

“Stay away from them,” she said.  “They’re mine.  For the moment.  Besides, they’re not gay.”

“Neither is Dennis,” he said, chuckling.  “Or my tutor.  But you’d be surprised what poor people will do for money.”
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Two weeks ago, on a hot August evening, Earl Timothy Rickenhauser, CEO and co-founder of Rickenhauser Industries, was shot while walking his pet poodle Rosie along Huntington Avenue.  The only eyewitness was an Uber driver parked on the other side of the street, perusing his cell for either his next ride or one-night stand.

Or both.

General description of the shooter was a person wearing a long, black, trenchcoat.  Height and weight were average, at best.  No idea on race, and sex leaned toward it being a male.  When officers arrived, the poodle sat next to his master’s body, ignoring the blood pooling at her paws.

The gun used to murder Mr. Rickenhauser was a 9mm.  He was shot twice at point blank range.  Coroner’s report stated he died instantly.

Police detectives have interviewed hundreds of potential suspects, most in the illicit drug community, for a vial of cocaine was found in Rickehnauser’s front pocket.  Speculation so far angled toward a drug deal gone bad.

The three siblings walk into the private elevator.  The rent-a-cop inserted a gold-colored key into the numbered panel, pressed the button near the top, then bid them a quick farewell and heartfelt condolences.

“I can’t believe this is happenings so fast,” Barb said, rubbing her hands together.  “I honestly thought we’d be tied up in court for months with that . . . whatever it’s called.”

“Probate, Sis,” Brett said.

She snapped her fingers.  “That’s it.  I heard they arrested someone last night, but had to let him go.  Apparently, he had an alibi.”  She then slugged her youngest brother in the shoulder.  “And quit calling me Sis.  You know how much I hate that.”

Brett grinned.  “I know.”

“Walter said the will is fairly straightforward,” Eric said.

“My guess is that unless we find out Dad fathered an illegitimate child or if one of us objects to something in the will,” Brett said, “we should be walking out of here Boston’s newest millionaires.”

“Shouldn’t it be billionaires?” Barb asked.

“The company did one and a half billion last year,” Eric said.  “That doesn’t mean it all goes to us.  True, we’re majority shareholders, but divide fifty-one percent three ways.”

“But we still own a billion dollar company,” she said.  “I don’t care.  I’m calling myself a billionaire.”

Eric stared at the floor numbers growing higher and higher.  “Not to change the subject or anything, but how many times has Sergeant Zumbro talked with you two?”

“Too many,” she said through gritted teeth.  “Persistent fucking pig.  Keeps asking me the same questions over and over again.”

“Exactly,” Brett said, folding his arms.  “I mean, come on, how hard is it to find one low-life drug dealer in this city?  Especially one who hasn’t already murdered a bunch of people?  Jesus.  Thank God we never did anything through our cells.”

“That’s because that shit can be traced,” Eric said.  “I’ve seen 48 Hours and stuff.  I told you before and I’ll say it again, it had to be done the old-fashioned way.”

“I thought we weren’t gonna talk about this,” said Barb.  She glanced up at the ceiling.  “Hope this fucker doesn’t have a camera or something.”

“Me too,” Brett said.

“This is a private elevator,” Eric said.  “Only exclusive people like us are allowed
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