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  In Memory of Larry

To my father, who turned ordinary nights into adventures with a stack of custom built board games and a heart full of joy. 




Mondello was more than a nickname. It became a world, a legacy, a way to keep your memory alive in every game played and every page turned.




This book exists because you believed in the magic of gathering together and playing.




Every page is a tribute to you.




Every roll of the dice, an echo of your spirit.




For Dad—the original Mondello.

Love you.
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  Prologue

  
  




THE CITY CAME ON LIKE A CONFESSION—rain glazing the sidewalks, traffic lights bleeding into puddles, sirens folding through the night like breath.

A board waits in a box until someone lifts the lid.

So does a city.

So does a man.

In a high room where the glass ate the skyline, a monocle caught a thin red line of neon—one word stuttering in reflection:

Luxury

Far below, a pawn-sized figure crossed an intersection, its cardboard sign wrapped in cellophane against the wet.

The letters were slashed with haste:

NOT A PIECE

Somewhere, a train wailed.

Somewhere else, a door closed softly—the sound of a deal being sealed.

The rain was impartial.

It jeweled car hoods and park benches, marble steps and blue tarps.

It didn’t know who owned what.

It only knew gravity.

On a table, a pair of dice rested in an open palm—knuckles pale, patient.

The hand didn’t shake.

The lights did.

A game is only a game when the rules can be trusted. Otherwise, it becomes something colder.

Not play.

Not war.

Something with ledgers where hearts used to be.

Tonight, the city would roll.

But the roll wouldn’t decide the outcome.

What mattered was who counted—

and who had finally learned to stop.

What begins as a board game ends as a battlefield of the soul.




The game is called Mondello—and its creation will haunt everyone who plays it.




In Mondello Empire of Greed, the tale of one of capitalism’s most recognizable icons—Gary Pennycroft—unfolds not as a celebration of wealth, but as a requiem for what it destroys.




A man known by many names:

The Financier

The Magnate

The Empire Builder

The Baron

The Plutocrat




But behind that mustache and the blood-red pocket square lies someone both feared and forgotten—a man who bought everything except what mattered.

Industrial City

A hyper-capitalist labyrinth—steel skyline, glass canyons, and neighborhoods carved out for profit. A dream and a nightmare fused. This is where Mondello exists.

The Opposition

Across the board stand three forces Pennycroft can’t buy:

Charity Pennycroft — his estranged daughter, an antitrust scalpel carving at his empire.

Ava Community — the firebrand activist who leads the forgotten.

Niko (Null Ø) — the ghost in the circuitry who bends equations until truth leaks through.




And in the shadows waits J.P. Morgan VI—the rival who reflects everything Gary fears becoming, and everything he already is.




This is a story of inheritance, identity, collapse, and the cost of playing a game rigged long before the first roll.




By the final page, you won’t look at board games—or the people who build them—the same way again…..NOW ROLL THE DICE




APPENDIX I — THE MONDELLO COMPENDIUM

THE RULES OF MONDELLO (Because every game has them.)




Welcome to Mondello—where progress is measured in ownership and mercy costs extra.

There’s no luck here—only timing. And the illusion that every player starts equal.




You begin with:


	One token

	A handful of currency

	And the belief you’ll do better than the last fool who sat in your seat




You roll. You buy. You build. You call it winning.

But in Mondello, victory is just debt wearing a nicer suit.

The board loops endlessly—block after block of ambition, where everything has a price and nothing ever truly belongs to you.

Land on a square, and you pay.

Build a house, and you owe.

Cross The Starting Line, and you’re reminded who wrote the rules.

Generosity is weakness.

Debt is destiny.

The dice don’t decide outcomes—they make collapse feel fair.

When the game ends—when the last note is spent and the final deed reclaimed—everything returns to the box.

The box remembers.




* * *




Author’s Note

This story unfolds in a stylized world where eras overlap—technology and time serve as metaphors, not chronology
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  THE SYMBOLS OF THE BOARD

  
  




Ø — THE NULL MARK

The reset. The deletion. The error the empire can’t price.

A symbol left where systems fail — and truth begins.




THE FLAME

A mother’s signature. Truth lit quietly until it spreads.

Her mark burns in ink, chalk, and memory.




THE LOADED DICE

The illusion of chance. Every empire calls it luck — until the roll reveals design.




The Fire Before the Board

Penrose District always smelled faintly of rust and rain. The city called it “transitional housing.” Everyone who lived there knew it meant temporary hope wrapped in permanent paperwork.

Rows of tired brick row-houses sagged under the weight of forgotten promises, each tagged with a small brass plate reading: Property of Pennycroft Development Trust.

Niko Vale was twelve when he first learned what ownership meant.

His mother — auburn hair catching light like copper — held their world together with chalk dust and pages. She taught language arts two blocks away in a school with leaky ceilings and windows painted shut. At night, she wrote essays by lamplight, her words careful and precise, as if each sentence were a small act of repair.

She never signed her name. Only a small, hand-drawn flame.

“Truth spreads faster when no one knows who lit it,” she’d tell him.

He loved the way her voice softened when she said it. For a moment, Penrose sounded temporary, like a story that might still change.




The Numbers on the Wall

Apartment 127 sat above a pawnshop that had once been a diner. Above the kitchen table hung a calendar covered in red circles — rent due, late fees, penalties — numbers creeping closer until the spaces between looked like a noose tightening.

When letters arrived from Pennycroft Property Recovery, she filed them in a folder labeled Evidence.

“They think paper can scare us,” she said. “But paper can also testify.”

Even at twelve, Niko knew paper didn’t stop men in suits.

They came in May.

Three of them, pressed and smiling, clipboards gleaming like shields. “Community transition officers.” Their job was to help families “relocate efficiently.”

She offered tea; they declined. They handed her a packet thicker than a textbook — maps, vouchers, promises of a temporary future.

“You’ll be rehoused within the quarter,” the tallest said, like a compliment that carried a sentence.

When they left, she tore the packet in half.

“They’re turning the word home into a lease term.”




Lessons in Ownership

That night, she read student essays aloud. One line made her pause.

“Fairness isn’t real,” she said, tapping his forehead, “but it’s a story worth keeping alive.”

Outside, cranes blinked above Pennycroft Global’s new billboards: Building Tomorrow’s Neighborhoods Today.

Niko recognized their block, scrubbed of graffiti and people.

“Do we have tomorrow too?” he asked.

“Only if we can afford the rent,” she said.




The Letter That Changed Everything

The eviction notice arrived on blue parchment — his mother called it “performative empathy.”

Twenty days to vacate or face “civil removal by order of redevelopment.”

At the bottom: the logo — a top hat and interlocked dice.

“We’ll leave when they make us,” she said, and meant it.




A Visit from the Empire

A black sedan idled at the curb. The same tall man stepped out, wearing a skyscraper-shaped company pin.

“Mr. Pennycroft sends his regrets,” he said. “This must be difficult.”

“Does he understand eviction?” she asked.

“This isn’t personal. It’s progress. Progress has costs.”

“Profit,” she corrected.

He smiled as if she’d complimented him.

His eyes moved to Niko. “Bright future across the river.”

Niko spat on the pavement.

“Every revolution starts with bad manners,” the man sighed.

That night, she lit a candle beside the eviction letter and let wax drip across the signature line.

“Every empire starts with paperwork,” she whispered. “Ours ends with this.”




The Quiet Before the Storm

Day one, power cut. Day two, water. Day three, plywood and red tags. Neighbors vanished into bus lines and silence. 

On day ten, she pressed a folded note into Niko’s hand.

“If something happens, find the library on Sterling Boulevard. Community desk. Tell them my work isn’t done.”

He memorized every word.




The Broadcast

On day nineteen, the battery TV buzzed to life.

Gary Pennycroft smiled from a podium: “We’re rebuilding neighborhoods, not removing them.”

His mother muted the sound.

“Notice how he says rebuild, not return,” she said. “Words are scaffolding. They hold lies upright.”

The ticker listed demolition addresses. Their number was on it.

“Mom,” he whispered. “We’re on TV.”

“Yes,” she said softly. “We are.”

Engines rumbled outside. Floodlights swept the street.

“Time to go.”

They stepped into rain that smelled like metal and glue.




The Walk Out

They carried a duffel of books and her manuscript. Behind them, bulldozers waited like beasts. A photographer raised a camera; Niko turned away. He didn’t want to be a headline.

From the hill, he watched their building collapse.

The billboard flickered — Pennycroft Global: We Build Tomorrow.

Power failed mid-slogan. Only two words remained lit: We Build

“Yes,” she said. “They build. On bones.”




The Eviction and the Empire

The shelter bus reeked of rusted metal. She signed RELOCATION UNIT 46 – PENROSE CLEARANCE, then stared at the line.

“I used to sign permission slips,” she murmured. “Now I sign disappearances.”

He took her hand, not to comfort but to steady her.




The Facility

The “temporary center” was an abandoned school — metal cots under fluorescent buzz, ghosts of chalk equations on the walls.

She read a redevelopment notice pinned to a board. At the bottom: “Urban Equity Program, a subsidiary of Pennycroft Global.” She tore it down and pocketed it. Evidence.

Soon, a rolling screen appeared in the cafeteria.

Gary’s prerecorded sermon played over a triumphant piano.

“Change is never easy,” he said. “Displacement is just relocation with perspective.”

Applause — thin and dutiful.

“He says opportunity like it’s for sale,” she whispered.

Niko watched the grin that matched the men with clipboards.

That look would haunt him later — frame by frame — when he took Gary Pennycroft apart.




The Free Class

Weeks blurred. Meals shrank. Promises stalled. She began teaching again — children of the displaced, cardboard slats, and scavenged chalk.

She called it The Free Class.

“Unauthorized instruction violates facility code,” warned a woman with a chrome key pin.

“Then your code is the problem,” she said.

The lights stayed dark after that, but children still came, candles in corners, whispering lessons.

Niko memorized every face. Resistance, he learned, wasn’t loud. It was consistent.




The Floodlights

A storm split pipes; water poured through the hall.

Pennycroft crews had rerouted drainage weeks earlier to serve a luxury district.

Reporters filmed the chaos.

“Tell them who owns the land under your feet!” she shouted.

They cut that line in editing.

“We remain committed to responsible renewal,” said the anchor.




The Letter That Didn’t Arrive

She sent a packet to The Truth, an independent paper: zoning files, maps, orders — signed with the flame.

No reply. The editor had signed a redevelopment NDA. Fear did the redaction ink couldn’t.

Months later, a junior intern matched her data to a second leak. 

Actionable. The domino tipped. Too late for her, but true all the same.




The Goodbye

Another closure order: the shelter “UNSAFE” Relocation to an industrial complex. She refused.

“They’ll bury us there,” she said. “Disappear us into data.”

She wrote to the parents of her students, urging them to remember that no empire lasts forever.

Then she gave Niko a small leather notebook.

“Write what they erase.”

That night, lightning cracked. The generator coughed, failed.

Orange bloomed in the hallway.

“They outsourced maintenance,” she said through smoke.

Flames raced. Families stumbled blind. A child screamed behind a jammed door. She shoved her bag into Niko’s arms.

“Go.”

He burst into the rain as the roof gave way. Waiting, praying for her shape to reappear — but only reflections stared back from the shattered windows.

Justice, he realized, wasn’t a scale. It was a ledger.

Someone had to balance it.




Aftermath

Twenty-three injured, dozens displaced.

The report blamed “electrical failure compounded by candle use.”

Pennycroft Global sent plastic flowers with a note: Our hearts are with you.

She laughed once and threw them away.

“If they cared, they’d rebuild people, not walls.”

Niko memorized the address on the tag: Pennycroft Logistics #9




Ashes and Architecture

He crawled under the fence that night. The air still smelled of copper.

Beneath debris, he found binders stamped with the Pennycroft crest: Maintenance Contracts, Zoning Amendments, Inspection Waivers.

He filled his backpack and hid it under a loose board at the Sterling Boulevard Library. The librarian handed him a cup of water.

“You’re safe here,” she said.

He wasn’t. He was awake.




The Pawn

Among the ashes: a melted red pawn from a board game—Mondello, Gary Pennycroft’s branded lesson in cruelty disguised as family fun. 




He carried it everywhere. Not comfort — purpose. He carved its shape into wood, notebooks, and code. Years later, it became a cleaner signature: Ø, sometimes paired with black dice—the same dice Mondello players rolled, believing luck had anything to do with the outcome.




Null’s Ø Logistics

His operations were never magic. They were math and favors.

A janitor swaps an access code for a prepaid card.

A clerk “forgetting” to lock a drawer.

A Penrose friend with an old utility login.

Burner laptops, Faraday sleeves, one-time pads printed on receipt paper.

Five-hop relays — one decoy, one altruist, one already under audit.

Every ghost needed a body sometimes. Null knew which ones to borrow and what it cost them.




The Broadcast Revisited

Months later, Harborlight Towers rose over the ruins. Gary Pennycroft declared, “Out of tragedy we build renewal.”

In a laundromat corner TV, Niko watched.

He threw the remote. Glass fell like dice.

That was the day he stopped calling it a tragedy. It was a transaction.




The Awakening

At fourteen, he hacked a city housing database.

He found Gary Pennycroft’s signature, authorizing Penrose’s clearance six weeks before the first notices.

The game had been rigged before the roll.

He pinned the page above his cot.

Revenge had taken root. And it was deep.




The Mentor

At the library, a retired technician named Ryan Arden taught coding workshops.

“You don’t read code,” Ryan said. “You listen to it.”

Niko learned fast — too fast.

When Arden’s badge later beeped red — access revoked — he only smiled.

“That means you’re making a dent,” he told him.




Blueprints of the Future

At sixteen, Niko slipped into a Pennycroft Global internship under a falsified birth date.

Inside: glass offices, catered laughter, denial in triplicate downstairs.

He learned their language — projected yield, tax deferral, acquisition timeline — and copied everything onto hidden drives.

At night, he mapped it square by square until the city resembled a board.

It became the prototype for The Rail, the network that would one day pull the empire apart.




The Spark

Cleaning archive servers, he found a scanned ledger—the original licensing agreement for Mondello, purchased from a bankrupt toy company in 1956. 

In the margin, Gary’s handwriting: “Ownership = control. Control = peace. Re-brand. Make them love it.” 

Below that, a property list in red ink: 

Mediterranean → ASH STREET

Baltic → CLEARANCE ROW

Boardwalk → SKYLINE PROMENADE. 

Gary had renamed every square to match his vision. 

The game wasn’t entertainment. 

It was propaganda with dice.




Becoming Null

By eighteen, he’d vanished from records. Schools closed his file; social services archived him as “relocated.”

Erasure suited him.

He worked nights, coded by dawn, fed leaks through The Rail.

He watched the empire expand — energy, prisons, politics — and learned to pry open every seam.

He didn’t call it hacking. He called it rebalancing.




The Promise

On a rooftop across from Pennycroft Tower, Niko rolled two dice.

They landed on seven — a number that shouldn’t exist.

Then we start here,” he said.

He pressed a small silver tag — Ø — to a street-level panel and walked away as alarms looped.

Not vandalism. Subtraction. Erase the excess; leave only truth.

“You built this on bones,” he whispered. “Let’s see what holds when you erase the foundation.”

He wasn’t chasing chaos now. He was chasing silence — the kind that follows truth finally landing.




The Transition

Rumors spread — the ghost who erased Pennycroft from his own network.

Reporters named him. Hackers claimed him. Corporations hunted him.

They all failed.

On every compromised screen, a single glyph appeared: Ø, a circle struck clean through. Nothing — and everything erased.

They called him Null.

He didn’t correct them. He didn’t claim it either.

Because Null wasn’t a person. It was a statement:

The empty field where the empire’s code returns an error.

The point where the math of greed collapses.

And, in that absence, a new game begins.
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