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      President Wilhelm Hickory Richter sat on his gold-plated toilet, listening half-heartedly while Ray’s assistant—Maria, god, what a bombshell!—frantically described the murders.

      Richter put the phone on speaker, set it on the sink while he finished, and buckled up his pants.

      “Ray AND his wife? Now that’s a damned shame.”

      Richter pictured Janet in a coffin, staring at the ceiling of the church. Still gorgeous—those pouty lips—but, ugh, dead. He pushed the thought out of his mind. Instead, he stared at himself in the mirror and poked an unwashed finger into the fatty mass dangling below his chin. Not so bad, he reflected. Still a stud. That little shit who called him “wattles” was long gone. If you’re going to shoot at the king, you better have clean taxes.

      “What?”

      Maria was speaking so fast he could barely comprehend.

      “Police were everywhere. Thirty stab wounds. Blood everywhere.”

      “And Ray?”

      Maria’s voice quivered: “They tortured him, Mr. President.”

      “Hick, darlin’, jes’ call me Hick.”

      “Yessir. There were cigarette burns, Mr. President. And no fingernails . . . They . . . they ripped out an eye!”

      “Damn.”

      “What killed him, though—they sliced off his head with a machete.”

      Oh, hell. Ray was Richter’s personal lawyer. Ray knew all of Richter’s secrets—every last dirty little one of them. But if the attackers wanted something on Richter, Ray wouldn’t have talked. He’d never talked about Richter, or about any of his clients. Kept his mouth shut to the end, it sounded like.

      Richter thought of the fingernails . . . and the eye. Ray had the bluest eyes.

      “Police say maybe it was a botched robbery. They stole his computer. The safe was banged up . . .”

      Shit.

      “Okay, darlin’. Thanks for letting me know.”

      It was disturbing, for sure. Who would want to kill Ray? Why?

      Whatever. Richter put it out of his mind. First, time for his burger—two big, fat hunks of beef, dripping in ketchup and grease, encased in a puffy potato bun. Some Kentucky-fried on the side. And a supersized soda. Nothing fancy. Good ole ’Merican food, as his Hick Brigades would say. Dependable. Nixon liked cottage cheese and ketchup for lunch. For Richter, a daily burger was the spice of life. Some days he had diet soda with the burger. Some days a glass of bourbon.

      “Mr. President!” Michaela, his secretary, called after him. “Boris wants to see you. He says it’s urgent.”

      “What’s it about?” Had the Russian ambassador already heard about Ray?

      “He wouldn’t say.”

      “Stick him in after lunch.” Richter paused before a mirror, brushing the wispy dyed-black hair of his comb-over off his slick forehead. “How’s Baby Richter?”

      “Still got a fever, sir. You ought to check with Savanna.”

      Richter scowled at the mention of his wife. He moved toward the door, perking up as his mind shifted back to burgers. He could see the patties, charred beef with blood and fat running out, one on top of the other. The feverish baby: Gone. The decomposing bodies of Janet and Ray: Gone. He could damn near taste the bloody burgers.

      What the hell? Richter stumbled, and the squeal of a dog ricocheted around the walls of the Oval Office. A howling milk chocolate poodle fled for his life.

      “What’s that damned dog doing in here?”

      “We have the photo op this afternoon, sir. The people from the Hamilton Dog Show . . .”

      “Oh hell. I can’t stand those snooty New Yorkers. Or their damned dogs.”

      He hurried out the door.

      Pierre, the poodle, cowered behind a potted plant. When Richter was safely out of sight, the dog panted happily, lifting his leg towards the vegetation and letting loose.
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      A beefy white hand, holding some kind of tube, hovered above Cody Richter’s face. She squinted to make it out, but the operating room lights were blinding, and the migraine overwhelmed her. A metal band squeezed her long red hair tight against her head, and the IV in her hand was burning. She saw a tube with a needle. A long, thick needle, reflecting flashes from the lights above.

      Her migraine exploded again—the telephone! What the hell kind of ringtone—"The Star-Spangled Banner,” with violins and tubas.

      And then she heard a man speaking: “We’re working on it, Mr. President.”

      A whiny, high-pitched voice, which did not seem to match the thick hand holding the phone. She could make out tufts of blond hair on the ugly white fingers. Some kind of accent. German? Russian?

      “Unfortunately, she still remembers everything . . .”

      She remembered all right. The son of a bitch, pawing her, slobbering, out of his mind . . .

      “Yes, yes!”

      She remembered screaming, until he smothered her face with a pillow. She could feel his slimy hands . . .

      “Well, yeah—she manifests strong homicidal ideation. No, no. Not self-destructive. It’s outward. You. You, sir. What? Well, she keeps talking about a ‘stubby,’ and something about a Wusthof Classic 8 . . .”

      She spotted the needle, now resting on a metal table. Squirming didn’t help. The straps holding her to the operating table would not give.

      “I think so. It’s a new drug from Switzerland. We inject it directly into the brain.”

      Someone came into the room.

      “It worked perfectly with mice. They couldn’t remember anything—they forgot where the food was, couldn’t remember the coke, the beer, corn chips, they just wandered around, bumping into the sides of their cages.”

      “I have the preparation, Doctor.” A female voice.

      “Draw it up . . . Sorry, I was speaking to the nurse . . . well, yeah. About 35% of the mice died. But that was in the early stages. In the last trial, only 24%. All female, for some reason.

      “Very well, sir. Right. If it doesn’t work, we have the other Swiss drugs.”

      The doctor clicked off the phone, set it on the table, and worked rubber gloves over his cigar-sized fingers. The nurse handed him the syringe.

      “BP?”

      “It’s 200 over 100.”

      “Damn. Hope she doesn’t stroke out!”

      Light sparkled off the needle, poised above her head. The doctor’s left hand stroked Cody’s hair, causing her migraine to rage. He stroked her forehead, and then her cheek. A thick thumb brushed her lips and started a second pass.

      The blood spurting into her mouth was hot, with an odd taste, something like pinot noir, but thicker, with fruit and latex notes. She heard a muffled sound of violins and tubas. The phone again. The flesh of his thumb tasted just like chicken.
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      “Boris, I have a problem. A bunch of problems, actually.”

      Before he could respond, the Russian ambassador sneezed violently, sending a wad of unspeakable material into the silk handkerchief smothering his bulbous nose. He wiped his chin and stuck the handkerchief into a pants pocket.

      “I’ve got the money, if that’s it. What’s that awful smell, Hick?”

      Boris looked around the Oval Office, sniffing in the direction of a plant positioned beside his chair.

      “It’s that plant . . . smells like something died.”

      “I don’t smell anything. Anyway, the problem is Jeremy Green.”

      “I can see that.” Boris thought about it. “Young, handsome, smart. A Navy Seal, no? Young people love him. I can definitely see the problem. Matter of fact, we’ve had our eye on him too.”

      “The son of a bitch is catching on, Boris. He’s moved up ten points in the last month. And his supporters are hepped up, enthused. They’ll turn out, if the fucker runs.”

      “Shouldn’t be a problem. Wasn’t the last time.” Green had flirted with, and then announced a run for President, but dropped out after his wife developed a strange nerve disorder and died.

      “Yeah, but for the reelection . . . I don’t think it’s safe to wait this time. Need to nip this guy in the bud.”

      “It would be my pleasure, Mr. President.”

      “Sooner is better. Plus, the SOB’s looking into my dear Lulubelle.”

      “Your first wife? How can he do that? She died a long time ago.”

      “No statute of limitations on murder.”

      “If she was murdered.”

      “That’s right.” Richter pawed at his chin. “Plus, the fucker’s trying to get my tax returns. I think he’s going after my licenses. He’s a damn menace, Boris. If I couldn’t sell cars and beer, where would I be?”

      “No worries, Hick.”

      The ambassador smiled, picked up his briefcase, and slid it across the desk to Richter. Hick passed an envelope back across the desk. Boris opened it and smiled.

      “The names you wanted. Don’t be too hard on them. Ha, ha.”

      “Thank you, Mr. President.”

      Boris fidgeted, looking over at the potted plant. “Damn, Hick, that smell is awful.”

      “I don’t smell a damned thing.”

      Boris smiled at Hick. “Whatever. What about the AI, Hick?”

      Hick looked confused.

      “The robots.”

      Hick squirmed in his plush executive chair.

      Boris smiled. “We know you like the lady robots . . .”

      “Well, I was drunk.”

      “I know.”

      “Anyway, it’s a tough sell, Boris. The AI program has more safeguards than Fort Knox.”

      “Just give us the General.”

      Hick stared at the Russian. “How do you know about the General?” The prototype robot was top secret.

      “Come on, Hick . . .”

      Hick squirmed. “I’ll look into it, Boris. No promises.”

      “Look at it hard, Hick . . . really hard. What about our other project?”

      “Ain’t gonna work, Boris. Ridiculous. My people will put up with almost anything, but they ain’t gonna put up with Alaska going back to the Russkies. It’s a non-starter.”

      “It’s a lot of money, Hick. You wouldn’t even need reelection.”

      “I don’t need that much money, Boris.”

      “Add in Mount Rushmore—we blow off Jefferson’s nose, do some reconstructive masonry—it’ll look just like you, Hick.”

      “Fine, Boris, but Alaska is my people. Strongest Hick Brigades in the West. I need ’em. And it would never get through Congress anyway.”

      “Think about it, Hick. I’m sure your fancy lawyers could come up with something. By the way, you figure out where the leaks are coming from?”

      “Which one?”

      “The piece in the Florida Item—‘Where’s Cody?’ Says you had a fight, she’s disappeared?”

      “Some shithead leaker in here is trying to make trouble. No problem, though. We’re putting out a statement. Leave the damn kids alone. Let them enjoy their childhood.”
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      The door to the Oval Office had barely closed before Hick pulled out a silver container and sprinkled white powder on his desk. He raked it into two neat rows, and then took a hundred-dollar bill from the Russian briefcase and rolled it into a tube.

      He snorted one line and then the other, before leaning back into softness of his chair, rolling the tube in his fingers.

      He surveyed his desk, lingering on a picture of Savanna and their baby. The baby was beautiful. Such a handsome little face. Weird, though. The face was so mature, an adult face, but in miniature. A full head of dark hair, and distinct features. The baby bore an uncanny resemblance to Richter, a little pint-sized version of the president. In fact, everyone called the kid the Baby Richter.

      Richter leaned back in his chair, smiling, awash in feelings of pride. Maybe it was love he felt. He bent forward, sprinkled more powder on his desk, and thought about it. Of course, not all was sweetness and light. The damned baby was sick. Savanna wouldn’t breastfeed, and the kid was not taking to formula. And after the birth of the Baby Richter, Savanna literally pushed Richter out of bed. Why she was so pissed was beyond him. Maybe the trip to LA, while she was still in the hospital, but what could she know about that? Probably hormones. Women and their damned hormones. And cats. She loved her damned cats.

      He aimed the tube at the powder and vacuumed it into his nose. He glanced at the picture of Savanna. People said she was a ten, but probably more of a nine, maybe an eight. Good enough, when she put out, which was never, anymore. Maybe kill the cats. She’d have more time for what’s important. Bugsy Knowles, his chief of staff, could arrange it.

      He leaned back, swinging his cowboy boots up onto his desk, scratching at his chins, where wiry white hairs irritated the folds of flesh. Relax a little more, then maybe go check on the baby.

      Where was Eva, he wondered.
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      Damian D’Amato, attorney, stared at the laptop computer: “I don’t believe this shit.” The drugs had kicked in, true, but Damian was pretty sure the number on the screen was a hundred million. Dollars. United States Dollars.

      Before Donna had slipped a knife into Ray’s disgusting, flabby gut and cut off his crew-cut head, the sneaky little shit had hit an alarm of some kind. Deafening siren. There was no time to search for money. But they had the laptop.

      Laptop with a woozy computer screen—becoming woozier with the small hand smacking the back of his head.

      “What the fuck, Donna?”

      She stopped smacking his head and stuck an empty medicine bottle under his nose. Her short blonde hair touched the rim of the container.

      “Did you take the last pill?”

      “No honeybunch—you took it last night. Don’t you remember?”

      She smacked him again.

      “You’re a damn liar, Damian.”

      “Chill honey. Jason’s coming by. He’s bringing the pharmacy. You got any cash?”

      “No.”

      “Shit! What are we going to pay him with?”

      “We’ll think of something. What a joke. We worked for Ray for six years and we don’t have a pot to piss in. Is that the list of accounts?”

      “Well, we did spend a few bucks on drugs . . .”

      “He paid us shit.”

      “Well, be fair. You got a decent amount, for a secretary. But I went to law school—and he paid me less than you! I think this is the list.”

      “Secretary my ass. After what he did to me? And I handled everything, his accounts, his clients, the big shit—Richter. And I’m a bimbo? He calls me a bimbo in front of Richter? And Richter laughs at me? What the hell was that?”

      “Yeah. I was okay with the asshole until he said he was going to fire us. Six years I gave that son of a bitch . . . for what?”

      “For this laptop, honey.”

      Damian knew that. He hadn’t graduated from Poconos Mountain Law School for nothing. Ray screamed at him, but Damian was sharp, with or without the drugs. “What is this shit?” He rubbed his gums with an index finger and then pointed to the screen.

      “Dumbass—those are Ray’s accounts. We’ll never break into those. It’s just ten million, anyway. Go back to the first one—‘Richter Offshore.’”

      Damian and Donna stared at the computer screen. She gave him a smack of pure joy.

      “That’s it! A hundred!”

      “Dammit, Donna, stop smacking me.”

      “Sorry honey. Just excited! Now pull up the file that says ‘Gator.’”

      Damian rubbed a finger on his gums. “Ten accounts. Ten account numbers. Amounts?”

      “Don’t drool on the keyboard, Damian. There’s a hundred in each account. Click on the ‘Gator’ file.”

      “A hundred what?”

      “Million.”

      “Oh bullshit.”

      “Click on the file.”

      She squinted at the screen. “Oh, baby, that’s it. We are going to be rich!”

      “What are these . . . passwords? ‘Boobtittytata23X.’ Sounds like that stupid redneck Richter. ‘Lulubelle666’?”

      “‘Lulubelle’ is our ticket out of here! She’s worth a hundred, all by herself.”

      Donna squeezed her temples, grimacing. “I’m dying, Damian. Where’s Jason?”

      “Drink a beer, honey. He’ll be here.”

      Donna lit up a cigar, popped open a beer, and flipped on the television while Damian stared at the computer, catching a TV zombie in the corner of his eye. He worked a finger through his greasy black hair to scratch a burning spot on his scalp, and then massaged his gums. Why would she watch zombies? Gross zombie in a business suit eating some dumbass guy’s brains, just for trying to sell reverse mortgages . . . A damned shame that Donna was so strung out. But she was such a bitch sometimes. A fine looking, hot little mama, all 5’2” of her. Smart as hell, for a secretary. Fine little legs. Hot, hot, hot . . . but a beeee-atch! He had needed the last pill more than she did. And he could use another. He wasn’t there yet. The thought of her hacking off Ray’s head . . . there was no need to kill the little shit.

      What the fuck were they going to do? If the cops figured it out . . .

      What the hell was that, knocking? Jason.

      “Donna, let him in.”

      “Hola, amigos.” Jason looked absurd—a gangly white kid with freckles, blond Rasta hair, and shining white teeth. An NYU dropout, he worked in Ray’s mailroom, augmenting his meager pay with revenue from a large stable of drug-addicted attorneys. They appreciated his breezy manner, ready supply, and discretion.

      “Feast your eyes!” Jason fanned Donna’s cigar smoke away from his face and opened up a black litigation bag, displaying a smorgasbord of fine drugs—fentanyl, smack, coke, oxy, Dimitri, Kit Kat, some mushrooms, weed, hash, some Molly. “What’ll it be, folks?”

      “We’ll take it all,” Donna replied.

      “Really?” He paused. “Well, you got the dough, it’s all yours.”

      Donna put a hand softly on Jason’s chest. “Come on back, Jason. It’s in the safe.”

      Damian heard a scream and then some muffled grunts, but he focused on the screen, trying to figure out the right designation for ten hundred million. The zeros and the ones were blurring in his brain. Never any good at math. Never. Why he went to law school. He would have passed the bar the first time except for that sorry-ass question about the fraudulent accounting . . .

      “A billion dollars?”

      “Exactly right!” Donna had the lit bag in one hand, a knife in the other. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”
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      Billy Richter could barely make out the voices in all the static and crackling. The thirteen-year-old adjusted his headphones, turned up the volume on his computer, and winced. Something was wrong. Through the static, he could hear the bug beeping. Could you hear it in the Oval Office? If they found it, he was dead.

      He squirmed in his chair, anxiety swelling. He could make out enough to know that his sister was in trouble. The doctor sounded like a dick—cold, uncaring. Like his father. They were going to do something to Cody’s head, something with her memory.

      Who was this doctor? What was he doing to her? And why? Richter despised Billy, but Cody was . . . the apple of his eye. Something horrible must have happened.

      Billy felt an upsurge of love for Cody. She had saved him so many times, before the divorce, when their father was on a rampage. She would smile, and Richter would beam, distracted, and Billy would escape without a beating.

      One way or another he would find out what they were doing to his big sister. And do . . . something.

      If they didn’t catch him.

      When he planted the bug in his father’s office, he was pretty sure it was good until the next sweep. He hadn’t counted on a malfunction. He would have to slip it out at the photo-op.

      Billy was nervous. His father was powerful. Mean as a gutter rat. And maybe evil, maybe sheer evil—maybe he had murdered Lulubelle. Billy smiled at the stupid name. But it wasn’t really funny. He never met his father’s first wife, but he didn’t buy the accident story. From what he could make out, Lulubelle had kept the car in perfect shape. A Jaguar, a beautiful 1964 XKE roadster. You could see in the pictures how proud she was of that car. And Lulubelle was rich. She had a mechanic on the payroll. A brake failure? Really hard to believe. The timing, too. Lulubelle had just inherited her father’s fortune. The cops certainly had trouble with it. But then the investigation just stopped. Billy’s half sisters from that marriage, Rayanne and Georgina, wouldn’t talk about their mother’s death.

      Billy did not underestimate his father. He studied him. He knew a lot about Richter’s dirty tricks. But Billy had skills of his own. He was big, six feet tall already, big enough that his father wouldn’t hit him anymore. But still young enough to play dumb when anyone suspected his snooping. Cody was twenty-one—they treated her like an adult. But Billy, with his blond hair and apple cheeks, was still boyish—he could seem as innocent as a choirboy. Everyone treated him like a kid. And Richter dismissed him as a “dope.” Billy would find Cody while no one was looking.

      He wasn’t sure what happened. His memory was hazy. He was outside his sister’s bedroom door when he heard her scream. He remembered the door smacking his head, a white flash, and then nothing. He became aware of loud voices, distant at first, but then pounding his head like kicks. When he opened his eyes, he saw a blur of people, murmuring—and staring at Cody, strapped to a stretcher. She was screaming something, but Baron Knowles, his father’s chief of staff, mashed an oxygen mask down over her mouth. “Bugsy” they called him. Beady-eyed Bugsy. A former football coach from South Carolina, gone paunchy. He was hurting Cody.

      His father’s red face came down at him, hissing like a steam pipe: “Were you snooping again, you little shit? What did you see?”

      Richter’s contorted face frightened Billy. He wanted to scream ‘What did you do?’ but managed only to stutter, “Wha . . . wha . . . what do you mean?”

      “Get that moron out of here,” Richter had snapped at Michaela.

      “Sir, be gentle. He’s hurt.” Michaela was nice. She felt his forehead and helped him up. Billy couldn’t fathom why she worked for his father. But he liked her; she went out of her way to protect him.

      The static was impossible. Something about New Jersey, beeping, harsh static . . . He heard knocking.

      “Billy!”

      Outside his door. Michaela.

      Billy jerked off the earphones, mussed his blond locks, and opened the door, smiling brightly at Michaela.

      “Time for the photos, Billy.” Michaela was cute—she was almost forty, but with her pixie hair and warm smile, she was as pretty as she was sweet. He glanced at her cashmere sweater, and blushed. Sometimes Michaela seemed to get that Billy knew more than he pretended. If only she knew.

      “I’m coming.”

      “Comb your hair. And adjust your halo before you come down. Your father is in a really bad mood.”
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      Entering the Oval Office, Billy found his father glaring at a young, drooling Newfoundland dog, jet black, panting with supreme self-confidence. The dog was huge, much bigger than Billy had expected.

      “Come ’ere mutt.” His father was antsy, as usual, leaning forward in the big leather chair behind his desk. He needed something to calm him down. Billy knew Richter would pull out his silver box as soon as he was alone. The dog ignored him.

      “Try calling his name, sir.” Karl Facquer, the dog’s octogenarian owner, smiled and shuffled awkwardly beside the dog.

      “Which is?”

      “Well, full name is ‘Warlord Macgillivray of the Northlands,’ ha, ha, but we call him ‘Big Mac’ for short.”

      Facquer was a major donor of money and services. He ran a hedge fund, which owned red-state media that gave Richter slavish praise. Facquer gave a lot of money, including some stuffed into a Birkin bag that supposedly was a gift for Billy’s stepmother. All Facquer talked about was money. And his dogs. It figured that Richter would give the fancy bag to Eva instead of his wife, while stashing the cash. Facquer was not as impressive as Billy had imagined. He had a deep voice, but he looked like a cross between Ichabod Crane and Mr. Magoo. A creaking stick figure with squinting eyes, who claimed his people arrived on the Mayflower. His long yellow fingernails were repulsive.

      “Warlock!” Richter’s command was phlegmy and unconvincing. Probably up all night with his drugs and his “National Security Adviser.” The dog ignored him, instead eyeing Billy and panting. Billy smiled back at the happy mutt.

      Facquer elbowed the dog’s handler, a thin young woman in a smart black suit. “He’s just excited, sir. All the commotion of winning the championship, the photographs . . . Mac, heel!” Billy saw her gently tug on the leash, but the dog wouldn’t budge.

      Richter slapped his heavy leg loudly. “Come on, Warlock . . . you’re a big dog . . . but you seem pretty stupid.” Facquer squinted and smiled nervously.

      “Mac, heel.” The dog padded slowly toward Richter, then halted, sniffing at the potted plant beside the visitor chair. The dog’s hind leg began to lift. The handler jerked back on the leash.

      “Mac!” Sitting, the dog panted and drooled, still eyeing the plant.

      “He got his ribbon for looks, right?”

      “Correct, sir.” Facquer sounded especially obsequious today. Billy knew he needed Richter’s approval for a network acquisition.

      “Seems pretty stupid . . .”

      Billy worked his way over to the plant. He wondered if they used hair conditioner on Big Mac. His furry head felt so soft under Billy’s left hand . . . unlike the plant, which felt sticky, and smelled odd. The bug was not where he had put it.

      “What’s that noise?” Richter glared at Billy. “Beeping. I hear some kind of beeping . . .”

      “Oh, my watch alarm! Sorry!” Pretending to reset the device, Billy slipped a chicken treat out of his sleeve. As it hit the floor, Mac’s barking filled the room.

      “Damn! Can you shut that dog up!” Richter was holding his ears.

      Bugsy slid over to Richter, whispered something, and showed him a bottle. “It’s liver powder, Hick. I’ll just sprinkle some on your shoes. The mutt will love you.”

      “All right. Let’s get this over with. That dog ain’t too bright.”

      After a nudge from Bugsy, Richter got up and moved to the sofa.

      “Come on, Billy.” His father’s grimy paw made the skin on Billy’s shoulder prickle. “And turn off the damn watch. I still hear it.”

      “Okay.” Bill shook off the slimy sensation on his shoulder, playing with his watch, and then bent over, pretending to tie his shoe. The beeping was at the base of the plant. Over the beeping, he heard his father’s sneer—“Come on, idiot. You won’t look any worse if you fall on your face.”

      Bugsy sprinkled liver powder on Richter’s creamy Italian loafers, cooing stupidly at the dog, waving the bottle in the air. “Come ’ere doggie.” The dog seemed a little annoyed at Bugsy’s high-pitched, whiny voice. Bugsy wiped sweat off his bald head and swiped his fingers on his pants. Irritated, he shot Billy a glance.

      Billy smiled, nodding encouragement, while running his fingers through the dirt. No wonder the bug crackled—something moist and sticky all over it. Billy slipped it into his pocket. He saw the White House photographer look at his watch.

      “Eva, finally.” Richter smiled, rubbing his chins. Billy noticed red marks on his neck again.

      Eva Dominika Sokolov, his father’s National Security Adviser, sashayed into the room, frowning, cold as the blade of a gut hook knife. As usual, dressed for a cocktail party. Billy couldn’t stand her. She shouldn’t be handling Pierre. The dog couldn’t stand her either.

      “Come on, Eva. This is taking forever.”

      Bugsy got up, pointing Billy to the sofa, motioning Eva to bring Pierre over to Richter.

      “What’s wrong with that moron dog?” He looked hatefully at the well-coiffed poodle. Spotting Richter, the dog had planted his paws in the rug and wouldn’t budge.

      “Come on, dammit.” Eva dragged the dog over to the couch and pushed his rebellious hindquarters into a sitting position. Facquer lowered his lanky frame down next to Richter and signaled the handler to bring Mac.

      “Heel.” Mac trotted toward the sofa, with the regal gait of a champion.

      The regal gait was lost on Pierre. A mountain of black hair was heading in his direction, there was beeping, people talking, and smelly liver powder. Poodle piss splashed the couch.

      “For shit’s sake!” Richter bounced off the sofa.

      Billy winced. The stench from the stream was overpowering. Richter was beside himself.

      Nostrils twitching, Pierre stared at Richter. The dog had become aroused.

      “Get the fuck off of me!” Richter reached down and smacked the poodle, who was furiously humping the leg of his bespoke suit. Pierre nipped his hand and picked up his pace.

      “Stop humping me, you fucking dog!” He fell back on the couch, and shook his leg—the dog held on, ears back, poodle penis pumping.

      Richter slapped again. Pierre yelped, snapped at Richter, and humped.

      Big Mac’s neck fur shot up at the sound of the yelp. Growling ominously, the dog jerked free, and in a black flash, two bear-like front legs pinned Richter’s shoulders, drool splatting on his face, slimy dog penis pumping at his navel.

      “You hell hounds, get the fuck off of me!” Working a hand free, he smacked at Mac, catching his hand on a fang gleaming with saliva.

      “My damn hand!”

      “Oh my goodness!” Michaela rushed over. “I think he got an artery!”

      Niki Pines, the Secret Service agent on duty, came rushing in. “Get out of the way.” She ordered Pierre to sit; he obeyed. She grabbed Mac by the collar and pulled him off. “Here, hold the damn dog.” The handler pulled at Mac’s leash while Niki pushed Facquer aside and pressed a cloth on Richter’s hand.

      Billy quietly slipped into Michaela’s office.

      The new bug fit in the picture frame—behind his father grinning, holding up a two-pound bass. And there was the name Billy wanted, in Michaela’s call log: Dr. Frick.

      His father glared at him as he walked back into the Oval Office, shaking a bandaged fist and spitting out “moron!” Billy motioned back, pointing at the black furry leg, rising.

      “Wa-wa-watch out!” he stammered at his father. “It’s going to splash.”
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      Richter slammed down the phone in disgust. Talking with Frick always gave him heartburn. Or maybe it was the burgers. He had been eating a lot of the damned things lately, doubles, sometimes triples. Maybe the fries, dripping grease, which he liked to sop up with the hamburger buns. But what the hell? You only live once.

      Speaking of which, he preferred not to kill her. Cody was his daughter, after all. At least, according to Aoife. Who the hell knew? She looked like Aoife. Had the flaming hair, and creamy complexion. Acted like Aoife—crazy as a fucking bat on meth. But Aoife could have screwed the air conditioning man. There was a bodyguard she flirted with. He couldn’t find a damn thing about Cody that reminded him of himself. The Baby Richter—that was another story. No doubt about the paternity of BR.

      He leaned back in his soft leather chair and let the coke wash out his brain. He smiled, picturing his brain bouncing around in a washing machine, suds all around, then spinning, fast, until the water was all gone. Damn thing was pink when it came out. What was he saying? Cody. Maybe there was an alternative to killing the little bitch, but if she thought she was bringing him down, she had another think coming. A whole new set of thinks, if Frick delivered what he promised. Cody thought she was so damn smart, but little did she know . . .

      She almost got away with it. The camera caught her sneaking into his bedroom, rifling through the files in the closet, and then, when he barged in, she claimed she just wanted the letters. She could have the damn letters. If she wanted a record of her perverted trysts, full of purple prose and hand-drawn hearts, fine, she could have it. Her funeral, if she ever ran for office in Florida. When he had confiscated the letters, he thought he was doing her a favor. Maybe she would outgrow it, they could send her to a camp, but really, who cared? Her problem.

      But when he got the call from Manson, he knew it was his problem. There was fucking evidence mixed in with those letters.

      He almost had a heart attack when “FBI” flashed on the screen of his phone. He had stuck his own man in there, at the top, to put a lid on any problems, but you never knew when some low-level shithead would manipulate the bureaucracy to entrap him.

      After six rings, each one hitting his gut harder than his ears, he answered the phone, and then relaxed when he realized it was Giovanni Manson, G-Man, his man at the bureau. But then he froze.

      “Cody called.”

      Richter was silent.

      “You there?”

      “What are you talking about? She called the FBI?”

      “Just a heads up, boss. She got ahold of James Williams.”

      Fucking Williams. A straight arrow.

      “Claimed she was looking through some letters and found some notes from Happy Sierra.”

      “What kind of notes?”

      “Demanding payment. Threatening to go to the cops.”

      Notes that should have been burned a long time ago. He was almost certain he burned them. But he was so damn drunk back then, maybe they got mixed in with the letters.

      “And?”

      “Williams set up a meet with her. He wants to see the evidence firsthand.”

      Richter’s head felt like it was filling up with helium, and he was going to float away.

      “G-Man, you realize my daughter’s crazy?”

      “I thought she was getting straight As.”

      “That’s just school. Book shit. I’m talking about her emotions. She’s a whack job. She’s been blaming me for one damn thing or another all her life.”

      “Lulubelle’s death is more than a little ‘thing.’”

      “Why I lost the divorce case with Aoife.”

      “What is?”

      “Cody got up on the stand and made up all kinds of crazy shit. Said she caught me with a floozy while her mother was in Ireland.”

      “She made that up?”

      “It was pretty bad, ’cause Aoife’s mother was dying of cancer.”

      “Shit, boss.”

      “Cody just made it up.” Richter rubbed a sore spot on his throat. “Top it off, she forged a love letter, said I was going to dump Aoife and marry Tracy.”

      “Tracy was the floozy?”

      “Nah. She wasn’t no floozy. She was a nine, G-Man. I’d almost say a ten. Flat-out gorgeous.”

      “You couldn’t prove the forgery?”

      “I’m telling you, the little bitch is devious. Hard to tell it was faked. And Tracy didn’t help. They subpoenaed her ass, and she got so flustered, she said it was my writing.”

      “Damn.”

      “Then, Cody, the little bitch, testifies, she wants to live with her mommy, ’cause every time Aoife’s gone, I got a floozy in the house, and I’m doing drugs, and one time, a big mean woman in a red dress supposedly slapped her.”

      “She made that up?”

      “Judge believed her, too. She could be on stage, selling her crazy shit.”

      “Well, anyway. Williams will meet her. Get the documents. We’ll talk to Sierra, get a handwriting sample. We’ll get an expert who’ll say there’s no match, she made it up.”

      “Good. What I like to hear.”

      “She seems like a loose cannon, boss. I hope she doesn’t try something with the press.”

      “Same here.”

      Richter hung up the phone and snorted two long lines of coke.

      As usual, when he told Bugsy, his man had a solution. The doctor he knew in New Jersey, Frick. It was worth a try. Have an episode. Get her to the clinic. Adjust her memory. Then search her room and ditch the notes from Sierra.

      It would have been better if he’d kept it to an “episode” and not gotten carried away.
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      Richter couldn’t resist: The interns were always hot—his staff knew what he wanted—but Veronica, “V” he called her, she was the hottest. Eva tried to keep her buried, naturally, get rid of the competition, but V always found a way back into the Oval. She had excellent oral skills, so speechwriting was a natural fit.

      He shouldn’t have picked her as an intern—he should have let them boot her when they discovered her diploma was a fake. But he was in too deep, at that point. Aside from oral skills, she had a pipeline to the best coke he had ever had the pleasure of sucking up his nose.

      Wasn’t just the coke, though. He liked her brain. So to speak. Maybe she didn’t know all that much, but people said he didn’t know all that much either. So what? The State Department could worry about the price of oil in Caca-stan, or whatever that shithole was called. V was a schemer, and a good one.

      He met her at a fundraiser in Palm Beach. She was damn near naked, flitting about from group to group, the old fuckers drooling over their martini glasses. She was putting the moves on a doddering old New York attorney when she caught his eye. They hit it off. Of course, he had a way with young girls. They didn’t seem to mind his age. Maybe being president didn’t hurt.

      After the waiter came in with the breakfast cart, the next morning, and laid out a spread on the white tablecloth of their table on the balcony overlooking a calm blue sea, Richter excused himself. She waited a minute, and then followed, finding him in the bedroom, rubbing his finger around an empty silver case.

      “You out?” she asked.

      “What?”

      She reached in her purse and pulled out a vial of white powder.

      “What I think it is?”

      “The best.”

      She had a connection, Carlos, who was getting the stuff in straight from Colombia. V had a lot of connections, including Valentina, Carlos’ daughter, who was actually hotter than V herself. Maybe Valentina would like to be an intern . . . because V was going to have to be replaced, now that she was trying her hand at blackmail.
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      Richter called out to Michaela, “Send her in, honey!” He sat up straight, trying to screw his face into a serious expression. His stomach was not helping, sending out strange, gurgling noises.

      Shit! He watched her glide into the room. It was depressing, how good she looked. Small knockers, maybe, but what the hell. Long blonde hair, beautiful tan, well-toned arms sliding out of her sleeveless summer dress. Yeah, yeah, yeah, he was a chauvinist pig. Too bad. So were the Hick Brigades that elected him. She got him so hard—too bad it was only in the head. Even with V, beautiful V, the damned thing wouldn’t work. Maybe, with enough coke . . .

      She opened her Lux bag, a ridiculously expensive piece of French shit she had pestered him for until he finally gave in, and took out a silver box. She wasn’t all that subtle about getting what she wanted. She hinted around, got impatient, and then became blunt. Last time he saw her, she seemed to think she had information that other people wanted. Little bitch was overplaying her hand.

      “The usual amount?” Richter picked up a toy soldier, General Grant, and rolled him between his thumb and index finger.

      “Twice as much,” she said. “The thing is, it’s gotten more expensive.”

      “Is that right?” He stuck the general’s head into the white powder and came out with a hat full. He tapped the head on the table, then lined up the powder with a credit card.

      “I just gave you 20K, not to mention the damn bag.”

      “Yeah, but you know how it is, with inflation and all.”

      “How much do you need?”

      “A hundred.”

      “100K? Are you for real?”

      “My poor mother, I told you . . .”

      “I know . . .”

      “Can’t walk.”

      “She should have stayed off the damn skis.”

      “That was her life, Hick. All she knew.”

      “Why doesn’t your father take care of her?”

      “He would. But he hung himself.”

      “Honey, this coke ain’t worth 100K.”

      “Yeah, but suppose I had to dig up the money somewhere else, some hustle or other, and I got arrested. Wouldn’t you kick yourself?”

      “Why would I do that?”

      “You know.” She smiled sweetly. “If they made me talk, to stay out of prison.”

      Damn, the girl did go on. Such a pretty face, covering up such a dumb fucking brain. He looked at the two lines—not a bad job. He pulled a short, silver straw from his pocket and sniffed up a line. “You want some?” he asked.

      “Not when I’m working. So, what do you say?”

      He felt a powerful rush. “What I say, V, is you don’t want to fuck with the President of the United States.”

      She smiled. “You sure about that?”

      “Come here,” he said. “We’ll see what happens.”
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      The door slammed Jack Lee in the back as Frick barged out, cursing, blood seeping through the bandage on his hand.

      “What’s going on?” Jack demanded.

      Frick ignored the question and hurried down the hall. The Secret Service agent, hand on his gun, pushed through the nurses to Cody’s side.

      Strapped to the operating table, she had a wild look. The tip of a white thumb rested in a pool of blood by the side of her mouth.

      “Jack, help me!”

      “She’s having an episode, Mr. Lee. A bad one.” The head nurse, a large, scowling woman, put a firm hand on his arm and tried to steer him out of the room.

      Lee didn’t budge.

      “We have to sedate her.”

      “Jack, they’re trying to kill me.”

      An assistant nurse stuck Cody’s arm with a needle and pushed the plunger.

      “Jack . . . help.”

      Cody was out.

      “What’s going on here, nurse?”

      “You’ll have to talk to Dr. Frick, Mr. Lee. When they’ve fixed his thumb.”
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      Jack wasn’t buying it. How could Cody transform from an intelligent, grounded, steady young woman, and a pretty one at that, into a raving, disheveled, thumb-eating psychotic? What the hell was going on here? Granted, she was a rebel . . . especially around bullies . . . But this?

      He had liked Cody from the beginning, when she roared up to the White House portico on her Ducati Monster. Richter had turned on all his charm to greet her, to no avail. She pried off her helmet, eyed him coolly, shook out her long red hair, and responded with a brisk peck on his sagging jowl.

      “What’s the bike?” he asked.

      “The 1200R.”

      “You ride that thing all the way from Florida?”

      Jack liked the way she ignored the stupid question. And he liked the smile she gave him. Nice kid.

      She smiled again coming out of the Oval Office.

      “I told him I didn’t need protection,” she said. “But if I did, I’d trust you.”

      “I hope so,” Jack told her. “They’re not going to let you decline.”

      “We’ll see about that.”

      A few weeks later, she started classes at University of South Florida, with full Secret Service protection. Jack was on the detail, escorting her Ducati back and forth from school to her mother’s ranch in Pasco County, monitoring the cameras and sensors, blending into her classes as an older student back from Afghanistan. The other agents on the detail looked too old for that gig.

      She impressed him. At a drunken student party, he was about to grab a fraternity bro pretending to stumble so he could grab her breast, but she had the fool holding his balls before Jack could move. At the range on her mother’s ranch, she shot a Sig P229 in .357 almost better than Jack did. Her pattern generally was a single hole. The pattern with her stubby .38 was tight. She was a serious student. She challenged bullshit, but she asked penetrating questions, made sharp observations. Respectful of fellow students. A nice person.

      And now she had chomped off a doctor’s thumb. Why?
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      “It’s a medical issue, Jack. We have to keep her safe from what’s outside. Let the doctors deal with the inside.”

      “She looked frantic, Chief. She said they were trying to kill her. There’s something wrong here.”

      “I’m not a doctor, Jack. It’s some kind of psychosis. That’s what they’re telling me. That’s why she’s there. She had a breakdown. Just watch her carefully.”

      “You bet your ass I will.”
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      Bugsy came through the door of the Oval Office, followed by a tall man in a blue suit and another man, short and solid, dressed in a gray suit.

      “They’re going to check it, sir.”

      “Good. Something’s damned fishy around here.”

      The men looked under lamps, chairs, the sofa, ashtrays. They examined Richter’s phones.

      “What’s that smell?” the tall man asked.

      “I don’t smell anything,” Richter said.

      “You had a dog in here?”

      The shorter man stuck his arm into the potted plant, felt around, brought up his hand and sniffed it.

      “I don’t see anything. But I smell a rat,” he said.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      “Come on, honey.”

      “Forget about it, Damian.” Donna looked out the car window.

      “Please . . .”

      “You smell like shit, Damian. And you’re going 110 mph.”

      “Feels like 40.”

      “I’m not giving you a blow job, you dumb fuck.”

      “Come on, honey . . .”

      “Watch what you’re doing, Damian!”

      “Can’t see a damn thing with this fucking sun in my eyes.”

      “That’s what I’m talking about. Slow down!”

      “Pass me a pill, would you?”

      “You’ve had enough. Finish your beer.”

      “What’s that noise?”

      “Shit! The cops.”

      Damian flipped the right paddle, stomped the accelerator, and squinted into the sun. The yellow Aventador S jerked almost off the ground, and then leveled, slicing through the heat waves radiating from the pavement. He flipped the paddle again. The V-12 let out a happy roar, sending the speedometer past 150.

      “Lost that sucker. Damn, got beer all over me.”

      “I see lights back there.”

      “It’s a minivan. Cop was driving a Charger. And see that sign? We just hit Florida. Fuck the Georgia pigs.”

      “Maybe. Slow down.”

      “Let’s get something to eat. Speaking of pigs, how about some barbecue?”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “What in the motherfucking hell is going on here?” Richter sat straight at his desk, face flushed, his fists clenching a printout of bank accounts. Bugsy sat across the desk, frowning, tracing the crooked line of his nose with an index finger. Eva was massaging Richter’s neck from behind, but backed off when he pounded the desk with his fist.

      “Maybe we should speak alone, sir.”

      “Eva, could you give us a minute.”

      “Sure, Hick.”

      As the door closed behind Eva’s undulating hips, Bugsy turned to Richter.

      “Zero balances. All ten accounts.”

      “What?”

      “One billion dollars, Hick.”

      “What the fuck, Bugsy?”

      “Somebody got the passwords.”

      “Nobody had the passwords . . . except me, and Ray.”

      Bugsy and Richter stared at each other.

      “Shit!” Bugsy said.

      “Call The Actuary.”
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      The Aventador jerked and lurched into the parking lot of a small, roadside café off I-95. Donna smacked Damian upside the head.

      “Stop it, Donna. These fucking paddles don’t make any sense.”

      “Just park the damn thing.”

      They were the only customers. A large woman with pale white skin and dyed orange hair came over and flipped two menus onto the wooden table. The woman had the face of a cherub inflated with compressed air.

      She smiled, showing brown, crooked teeth. “Hi folks. I’m Betsy. I’ll be takin’ care’a y’all.”

      Damian stared at her through glassy eyes. “Damn, girl. You need a dentist.”

      “Damian!” Donna swung across the table, just missing his nose.

      “I beg your pardon!”

      “No offense. Damned drugs talking. This will help.”

      He handed Betsy a wad of hundreds.

      “Well!” She stuffed the wad into her copious bra.

      Donna scowled. “What the hell is ‘Uriah’s chicken steak’?”

      Betsy smiled. “It’s actually gator, honey. Fried. Then stewed in a country gravy. You can have it with rice or mashed potatoes. Green beans on the side.”

      “Why’s it called ‘chicken steak’?”

      “Damned if I know.”

      “Alright. I’ll have a Uriah. And an iced tea.”

      “I’ll have the General Tso’s alligator,” Damian said.

      “That’s a good one too, honey. We just put that on the menu.” Betsy scribbled on her pad and moved toward the kitchen.

      “And a cold Pabst.”

      Damian looked at Donna, arching his brows. “The pills?”

      “Oh, what the hell!” Donna pulled a vial out of a small Gucci purse and rolled it over to Damian.

      “Two, Damian. Two pills, dammit. You still gotta drive!”

      “I can handle more. No problem.” He popped eight.

      “You fucking asshole. You’re already driving that Lambo like a bucking bull in a bar.”

      “Not very nice, Donna.”

      “Forgive me.” Donna popped two pills and chased them with some iced tea.

      “Where’s my beer?”

      “Here, honey.” Betsy set down a frosted mug.

      “That y’all’s car out there? The yellow one?”

      They looked out the window. Two yellow-and-black squad cars blocked the Lambo’s exit. Khaki-clad officers bent over, hands on guns, peering into the cockpit.

      “Shit.” Damian spat out the word in a spray of cold Pabst. He glanced at the back door and then thrust his paw at the frosted glass, but Donna pushed it away.

      “Come on, shithead. Let’s get out of here.”
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      The Actuary’s thumbs pounded away on his cell phone. As Richter entered the Oval Office, the man did not look up.

      “Take

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Praise for Richter the Mighty
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Chapter 56
      


      		
        Chapter 57
      


      		
        Chapter 58
      


      		
        Chapter 59
      


      		
        Chapter 60
      


      		
        Chapter 61
      


      		
        Chapter 62
      


      		
        Chapter 63
      


      		
        Chapter 64
      


      		
        Chapter 65
      


      		
        Chapter 66
      


      		
        Chapter 67
      


      		
        Chapter 68
      


      		
        Chapter 69
      


      		
        Chapter 70
      


      		
        Chapter 71
      


      		
        Chapter 72
      


      		
        Chapter 73
      


      		
        Chapter 74
      


      		
        Chapter 75
      


      		
        Chapter 76
      


      		
        Chapter 77
      


      		
        Chapter 78
      


      		
        Chapter 79
      


      		
        Chapter 80
      


      		
        Chapter 81
      


      		
        Chapter 82
      


      		
        Chapter 83
      


      		
        Chapter 84
      


      		
        Chapter 85
      


      		
        Chapter 86
      


      		
        Chapter 87
      


      		
        Chapter 88
      


      		
        Chapter 89
      


      		
        Chapter 90
      


      		
        Chapter 91
      


      		
        Chapter 92
      


      		
        Chapter 93
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by J.B. Manning
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by J.B. Manning


    


  


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.



OEBPS/images/misbehavin-logo.jpg
MISBEHAVIN' PRESS.






OEBPS/images/richter-front-final-ward-winning-author-2.jpg





