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“The heart wants what the heart wants, no matter the price,”

-Old Earth Saying, Pre-Emperor Era

Watching a couple of teenagers exit through the large glass door hand in hand, Drake wondered what his amazing boyfriend Rubio would be doing or saying to him right now. Would Rubio be holding his hand? Or would Rubio want to be acting casual?

Admiring the little metal walls playing holographic films on each of the little black metal diner tables, Drake realised he had missed this simple place whilst he had been travelling the galaxy. Travelling fixing other people’s problems.

This little café was a nice reminder of the good old days before he became a Private Eye. Drake nodded as he realised those days were a lot simpler. 

Breathing in the freshly brewed coffee from Pluto, Drake remembered how much he loved it in here on Earth. It had been a good decade or two since Drake had been on the birth world of humanity. But it felt great to be back.

Hearing the hissing of machines and ovens and the humming of holograms and other advanced technologies, Drake didn’t know he had missed these simple sounds. The year of travelling with Rubio from their last assignment in the galactic east to Earth had taken way too long. 

A part of Drake missed the constant background noise of the ship’s engines, but as a short woman walked in and a burst of fresh air whipped past him. Drake knew for a fact all this fresh air was far better.

Turning his attention to the little black metal table in front of him, Drake ran his fingers over its smooth surface. Then he picked up a large blue mug of piping hot black coffee. His mouth was instantly filled with the sweet bitter notes of the Plutonian coffee. He loved it.

Yet for some reason, Drake frowned as he wished Rubio was here with him. He wanted a proper date with his boyfriend now they were back on Earth. 

But Drake shook his head as he remembered the written request (on actual paper!) for a wealthy woman to meet him and hire him to investigate something. 

Drake had no idea how the woman had heard of him. He didn’t even know the name, but after a quick internet deep dive, Drake was surprised to learn she was a leading Politician on Earth. Madame Asche was her name. There were even rumours of her being nominated for a seat on the Emperor’s Council.

A part of Drake wished he could have a major say in the running and fate of the Human Empire. Then he shuttered as he thought about all those hundreds of trillions of lives you would be responsible for. Maybe he didn’t want it after all.

Drake stared into the black abyss of his coffee as he felt like something was strange about how the politician found him. He wasn’t the most famous Private Eye in the Human Empire. There must have been hundreds of other Private Eyes she could have called. 

Certainly she could have called Private Eyes from Earth and save herself the million credits she paid Drake to simply ship him and his boyfriend here. Drake couldn’t place his finger on it, but something felt off.

Another wonderful burst of fresh air washed over Drake as a tall woman in a long stylish black coat walked in. She walked over to Drake.

Drake instantly recognised her from the pictures and holographic posters all over the district as the politician. For a politician, he was amazed how thin and healthy she looked. And her sharp angular face and amazing skin must have made all the straight men chase after her.

Drake nodded to her. “Madame Asche, it is an honour to meet you,”

“The pleasure is all mine, Mr Drake. Please know I very much appreciate your haste in coming to my aid. Please tell Rubio I am sorry for dragging you both into this,”

Drake wasn’t sure how diplomatic or informal he should be. He loved being informal with clients. It made them feel like they could trust him, but Drake hadn’t worked for a person this powerful before.

“It’s fine Madame. Rubio loved the idea of coming to Earth. The birth cradle of Humanity,”

“He has good taste Mr Drake. Earth is a wonderous place. Deadly. But it can be wonderous. I must give you both a private tour of the Emperor’s Palace at some point,”

Drake’s mouth dropped. 

“Mr Drake, I presume you wish to know why I requested your presence,”

Drake managed to regain some type of composure and nodded (and close his mouth).

Madame Asche looked around and leant closer to Drake.

“Mr Drake, I’m sure you’re aware there’s a rumour going round I could be nominated for a seat on the Emperor’s Council. The rumour was confirmed late last night. I guessed this would happen so I summoned you a year ago,”

If this was a normal person, Drake would have no problem calling this client a liar. But as Drake looked at her and soon that innocent looking face. He was fairly sure this woman was not overly innocent. Drake was certain she was a good woman, but extremely calculating. 

Drake smiled. “Congratulations. Please call me Heron. Why call me?

“Mr... Heron, I strongly believe my husband is cheating on me. He has probably been doing this for at least fourteen months. I didn’t care before my nomination, but this is a threat,”

Drake nodded. “How do you know?”

“Heron, I was a former Intelligence Operative in the Guard before I became a politician. I know the signs. Secret texts. Communications at odd hours. Going missing for minutes or hours at a time. I would have ordered the kill shot if I was still in the military,”

Drake could only nod at her comments. Even in the Navy, he had had to deal with his fair share of traitors. She had a point. In the Emperor’s quest to protect humanity, there could be no delay or doubt when it came to traitors.

Picking up his lukewarm blue cup of coffee, Drake took another amazing sip of the wonderful drink.

“Interesting. Do you know who with? Any possible suspects?”

Madame Asche leant in even closer. “I do believe so, Drake. It must be someone from work. He’s a Lord Arbiter you see,”

Drake rolled his eyes. Of course the husband had to be a high-ranking law enforcement official. Drake knew he had to be careful.

“Do you have proof? I know Lord Arbiters work with a lot of people,”

Asche smiled and leant back. Taking a large black dataslate out of her coat pocket. She passed it to Drake. It felt strangely cold in his fingers.

“My friend said to bring his laptop in case you wanted to see it,”

Drake’s eyes narrowed. “Your friend?”

“Yes Heron, she recommended you to me. She knew I needed to find a Private Eye,”

Drake slowly nodded and asked out of sheer curiosity. 

“May I ask her name please?”

Asche paused before saying: “Haras. Do you know her?”

Drake shook his head as he swiped the dataslate. It showed up with his password protected screen. Taking out a small box-like scanner, he pressed it and it unlocked the screen. Madame Asche gasped. 

“It seems your husband had a number of meetings every week at the same time,” Drake said, looking at the husband’s calendar.

“It’s nothing. I’ve checked all that. The appointments all check out. But I was hoping for another set of eyes,”

Drake had to agree with her. He knew most of these names on the calendar. They were all other high ranking Officials or court cases. News of these cases and ruling had even reached other systems in the Empire. Drake shook his head. He needed to find something.

As he started to look through the documents and downloads on the dataslate, he noticed Asche was looking around. He hurried up his search.

“How did you come into politics?” Drake asked, hoping to relax the politician.

She smiled. “As I said I was an intelligence officer but I saw too many corrupt officials on other planets so I wanted to make a change. I swapped my gun for robes and got elected by my district when I returned,”

Drake nodded as he remembered all the corruption he had seen in his military days. Madame Asche looked around once more.

“I’m sorry but there’s nothing here,” Drake said passing back the dataslate.

Asche frowned. 

“Where did you say he worked?” Drake asked.

“His work won’t be useful Heron. He has a ‘private’ office in the far west of this District. I’ll send you the coordinates,” Madame Asche said, taking out her red holographic phone.

Drake wondered
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