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Mixed Signals

 


 


Do dogs get laryngitis? He could only
hope.

The barking stopped. Jimmy rolled over and
tried to go back to sleep, but in a couple of minutes the
landlord’s pit bull started up again as Bennet walked by her pen on
his way into work. Jimmy glanced at his cell phone on the
nightstand. 5:10AM. You could set a clock by that dog. It’d been
like this every morning since he moved in. He’d wanted a quiet
place when Jill kicked him out of the house – it was a shame the NO
PETS ALLOWED sign only applied to the tenants.

Could he get another twenty minutes shuteye?
It’d be worth trying if Miguel wasn’t due to pass by Fifi in twelve
minutes. Jimmy grabbed a cigarette off the nightstand, lit it and
lay back, blowing smoke at the ceiling. Maybe it’d be better when
he was off the desk and finished being busted down to patrol.
They’d probably stick him on nights; Fifi might not bark as much in
the middle of the day.

It wasn’t fair. Sure, Jimmy should have never
gotten illegally jacked, but how was he to know that the Yons would
use it to make him kill Eddie? And so what if that prissy
prosecutor thought Jimmy’s credibility was shot? The jury would
have still believed him, even if he had been drugged part of the
time. Even if he’d broken the law and tried to keep his job by
cheating with the AugMentor. It wasn’t like they could prove that
crazy accusation that he’d been an accessory to it all. They should
have put him on the stand, instead of making a deal with Diana Yon
to squeal on her husband. Hell, that manipulative slut was as
guilty as the doctor; they shouldn’t have given her immunity. She
sure did a good job playing the victim and claiming that her
husband had made her do all that. Those legs didn’t hurt, neither,
what with a mostly male jury. They didn’t mind seeing her get
off.

The barking started again. 5:22. Good
morning, Miguel.

The video feeds from the AugMonitor would
have been enough to convict if the damn judge hadn’t ruled them as
inadmissible. Of course there wasn’t a warrant to allow the
recording, but why did that matter? All the evidence was right
there. And why the hell did Jimmy need to notify the Yons in
advance that they were being recorded when he didn’t even know?
They were the ones that put the monitor in his head in the first
place. When the department starts using them officially, they’re
going to have to memorize some new speech about how “anything you
say is being recorded and can be used against you...”

That was one more reason for Jill to file for
divorce; no way she’d chance being recorded. Even if Jimmy turned
off the AugMonitor at the end of his shift, how could she tell it
wasn’t still on? Fact was, even when they put a bright blue light
on the side of your head for when it’s on, how could you
really know for sure?

Didn’t matter if he admitted now that she was
right - she was done with him, anyway. The AugMonitor was just one
more thing on the trash-pile of their marriage. Jimmy never was
good at partnering; he always had to do things his way. Would’ve
been nice if she’d left Josh with him when she ran back home to
Portland to restart her life, but the football program at his new
high school was better than the one here, and Josh was thriving. If
Jimmy had been able to keep him here it would have been for selfish
reasons. He didn’t want to hold his son back.

His cell phone shouted “FIVE-THIRTY!” and
started in with Joe Cocker’s “Feelin’ Alright.”

Sure I am, Jimmy thought.

*****

Jimmy hated filing; what with all the records
being electronic, now, flying around from cloud storage to
BlotterTabs on request, filing seemed just about pointless. But
what else was he going to do? They’d had to figure somewhere to put
him when he got back from medical leave. They couldn’t put him back
out on the street yet, and union rules were that he had to be
assigned something to do until he was cleared to return to...

“How’s it going, partner?” asked a familiar
female voice.

Jimmy looked up from his terminal in the cage
and into the smiling face of Detective Allison March. He grinned in
spite of himself.

“Aw, you know me, Al” he sighed, “just the
same old same old. You still trying to break in Singleton?”

“Yeah, but it’s not easy. Almost makes me
wish they hadn’t busted you down.”

“Tell me about it. Wonder how long it’s gonna
take me to work back up to detective so I can rescue you from
him.”

“Good luck with that,” she smiled. “I need
these docs scanned in and filed.”

“Aw, come on, Al - you could have done that
from your Blotter.”

“I know, but I’d like to keep the originals
on this. Besides, I thought you could use something to do,” she
winked. “Keep out of trouble!”

“Like I could find some here,” he said, as he
watched her walk up the stairs. He’d always had a soft spot for Al,
but between them both being on the force, being partners, and his
marriage, there wasn’t room for anything to happen there. Of
course, two of those conditions no longer applied, but still...

His cell buzzed. It was Captain Sanchez.

“Jimmy - please come to my office.”

 


Jimmy knocked on the door frame when he got
to the Captain’s office, then stuck his head in the doorway.

“You wanted to see me, Captain?”

Captain Sanchez looked up from the BlotterTab
she was reading. “It’s Maria, Jimmy, and yes. Please close the door
and have a seat.” She went back to her reading.

Maria? Jimmy thought. Get ready for
some more psychobabble. This new-age mind-game crap always set him
on edge. He’d rather it was like the old days when a Captain would
just ream you out and kick your ass back onto the street. Anything
but this torture.

Jimmy closed the door and sat on the other
side of the desk while the Captain - while Maria - finished,
checked off the approval button, and transmitted the report back to
records storage. She then set the tablet aside, and looked at
Jimmy.

“How are you, Jimmy? Is everything ok?”

Jimmy sighed and examined his fingers. “Fine,
just fine.”

“Is there anything you’d like to talk with me
about?”

Jimmy already knew his answer, but paused to
make sure it looked like he’d at least thought about it first, then
shook his head. “Nah, Captain - Maria. You know me; I don’t go in
for those touchy-feely sessions. I’m dealing just fine.”

“Very well,” Maria shrugged, “I wish you felt
comfortable speaking with me, but I understand.”

“Thanks. So if that’s all,” Jimmy stood
up.

“”No, it isn’t. Please sit back down.”

Her tone was a little less touchy-feely;
hell, it was almost old-school. Jimmy sat back down at
attention.

“Even though you don’t want to talk about
it,” she continued, “I know that you’re going through a lot. I hate
to do this, but I need your badge.”

“My badge? Look, Maria, there’s nothing going
on I can’t handle. My marriage problems aren’t interfering with my
job, are they?”

“It’s not that,” Maria sighed. “Look, Jimmy,
you really made yourself an enemy in the Prosecutor’s office. The
Yon case should have been a slam-dunk, and Mathews was planning to
use it for his campaign. Instead he has to explain why he made a
deal with Mrs. Yon, so he’s laid the blame on the department.”

“So I’ve got to be on admin leave just
because Mathews wouldn’t put me on the stand? Just because he made
a bad decision...”

“It’s not administrative leave, Jimmy. You’re
off the force.”

“You can’t do that, Captain. Union rules
say...”

“The union’s agreed to waive your
protection.”

“They did what?”

“They’re not happy with you either. They
figure you’re to blame for having the AugMonitors forced on
them.”

Maria stood up behind her desk and reached
out her hand.

“Your badge, Jimmy.”

 


When Jimmy left Captain Sanchez’s office, he
saw Al by the front door talking with Singleton. He couldn’t face
her, not with what had just happened, so he went down the back
stairs out of the station, got in his Cuda and drove off without a
word to anyone.

Jimmy cruised around, heading no place in
particular so he could let the Hemi’s rumble clear his head. He
needed a lawyer to get his job back. Not one of the union’s; he
couldn’t rely on them this time. Hell, he’d probably have to sue
them, too. He needed someone who could handle the department and
the union, and he knew just who he wanted.

Martin Stein always seemed to turn up when
there was an opportunity to sue the department. He had also been
the Yon’s defense attorney - at least until he’d convinced Mathews
that he’d make mincemeat of the prosecution if they put Jimmy on
the stand. Then he resigned his position as Dr. Yon’s attorney due
to the conflict of interest it would cause, and negotiated Diana
Yon’s deal. Jimmy headed for Stein’s office.

Jimmy just had to convince Stein to work for
him. It would be easier if Jimmy hadn’t spent all night drinking at
Kaczmarek’s after he got busted down to patrol, then called Stein
and threatened to hunt him down and beat him senseless. Jimmy used
to blame Stein for his demotion, but that was water under the
bridge, and he figured Stein would be over it, too.

*****

Jimmy checked his reflection in the stenciled
glass on Stein’s office door to make sure he didn’t look too scary,
then opened the door and walked in.

He was in an empty reception area, and there
was no secretary behind the desk. Jimmy checked the time. 12:15. Of
course, lunchtime. He was turning to leave when a man’s voice
called from the inner office.

“Oh, good, Sylvia, I thought you’d already
left. Could you pick me up a...”

Martin Stein walked through the door from the
inner office. He was a smallish man, and found himself staring up
at Jimmy, not more than five feet from him. He stopped talking for
a second, then shouted “Don’t touch me!” turned on the spot and ran
back into his office.

Maybe Stein wasn’t over it.

Jimmy shook his head, and followed Stein in
to where he was fumbling in his desk drawer and muttering “Where is
it?”

Jimmy started worrying the little guy might
have a gun in there.

“Hey, calm down,” Jimmy said, raising his
hands, “there’s no need to...”

“Aha!” Stein shouted in triumph. He extended
the black canister in his hand toward Jimmy.

Jimmy stared. “Is that...?”

Stein pressed the button down, and the pepper
spray hit the left side of his own face. He immediately let go of
the canister, and both it and he rolled around on the floor,
although the canister made a lot less noise, what with all the
yowling and flailing Stein was doing. Jimmy pocketed the canister
to keep anything else from happening with it, then got on his knees
beside Stein.

“Keep your hands away from your face,” he
said, as he gripped Stein’s wrists and forced them to his sides.
“If you rub it in you’re just gonna make it worse. Try to breathe
normally.”

“Aieegh!” Stein shrieked, trying to pull his
arms away from Jimmy.

“Take it easy,” Jimmy said, struggling to
keep Stein still, “stop jerking around.”

Then Jimmy felt a sudden pain at the back of
his skull and blacked out.

*****

Something cold was being pressed against the
back of Jimmy’s head. He opened his eyes. He was lying on the floor
by Stein’s desk. A thirtyish brunette was kneeling beside him.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Delaney,” she said, looking
concerned, “I thought you were attacking Martin.”

Jimmy gripped the icepack to his skull, and
sat up. His head throbbed with the effort, so he closed his eyes
from the pain.

“Sylvia,” said Stein, “do you have any more
of those bottled tears? I’ve used all the ones you gave me.”

“All out,” Sylvia said as she rose from the
floor and brushed off her skirt. “I’ll run down to the drugstore to
get some more.”

Jimmy heard her heels clop out of the office
behind him. He opened his eyes and stood long enough to slump into
the leather chair behind him. Stein was sitting at his desk, his
suit disheveled, his left eye closed, his face red and wet like
he’d cried a river down it. There were a dozen or more plastic eye
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