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Introduction
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How did the saying go? “All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.”

Yes. Vacation needed! 

We hadn’t been on one for years. But that was about to change. That was my mission, and I had accepted the challenge wholeheartedly. No storms of the century, android doppelgangers, criminal crazy maniacs, or a swarm of isopods were going to stop me.

Dot and I had become somewhat of a power couple in Metropolis. Me with my Liquid Cool Detective Firm and her with Eye Candy Image Salon Enterprises, now expanded with establishments on two planets and the space colonies. Being busy CEO execs always on the go and running big companies often meant that the niceties of finding the time for a simple vacation had become as rare as a sunny day in our supercity. 

We’d planned vacations before. Lunar Colony and Mars aside, Earth still had the most spectacular vacation spots in the universe. Don’t let any booshy, uber-elite trick you and tell you otherwise. 

One of our very first vacations as the Cruz family, when Cruz Jr. and Kat were small—like five and three years old, was to Jules Verne’s Island. What a disaster that was! But today, everyone—clouded by the fog of revisionist history—disagreed with me. How? Murder. A body in a freezer. All kinds of violence and mayhem. An island of crazy maniacs and clients, but back then we had to figure out who was who. That was not how vacations are supposed to be. 

Well, we didn’t do that again. Vacations with little kids are damn expensive anyway and require as much planning as a general storming the beaches of Normandy. That’s where travel touring companies come in. But one of them, owned by one of Dot’s clients, was the one who sent us to that island of death.

Yes, yes, I’m being facetious. I never forgave that man, but he’d been pestering me to give him another chance. Dot and I agreed. Ironically, it was to the same ten-country, whirlwind vacation that he’d offered back then. 

It was our fault. We had changed our minds at the last minute because ten countries in fourteen days with two small children was certainly the opposite of fun. But it looked like we’d finally get our chance to cross off ten countries from our “visit every country on Earth” list all at once. 

Also, we didn’t have to worry about any small children anymore. In fact, I’d add another week and have him add another five countries to the list. When we returned, we’d need a year to go over all the pictures we’d taken from our travels. Dot would have a book full of recipes and suitcases of new fashion clothes. I’d have a bag full of high-quality fedoras from around the world. My hobby of late—collecting a high-quality hat from every nation on Earth.

One problem. Who was going to run Liquid Cool while I was gone?

Everyone in the office knew we were planning the vacation. 

I was sitting in my office, staring out its droplet-covered bay window. Staring back at me was the business district of Buzz Town, and home of Liquid Cool.

I heard the knock on the door and spun around in my swivel chair. There she was with a big smile on her face. Oldest daughter, Kat. In this case, the cat was clearly plotting something.

“Hey, Dad. I was wondering if I could talk to you about something.”

As any parent knows, when your kids come to see you and say they want to talk to you about something, make sure your wallet is locked away safely. But my Child No. Two had a proposal.

Sorry, I forgot my manners. My name’s Cruz. I’m President, CEO, COO, and detective on-the-go of the Liquid Cool Detective Firm. Still wearing my trademark tan fedora and slicker after all these years. I wanted to go on vacation with the wife. Had the possible solution to who “minds the store” or “holds down the fort” while I’m gone strolled into my office? 

However, what I didn’t know was that we were all about to be involved in another crazy case that involved another island, more bodies, another bunch of quirky characters, and another bunch of crazy maniacs.

Welcome to the Future Noir Reloaded Case. (Don’t blame me. The kids named this case. Another thing we won’t be doing again.)
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Chapter One

Drama at the Wet Cabeza
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THE WET CABEZA WAS my absolute favorite diner, and I’d been going there for decades. I’d known every worker there by first name over the years, and all the owners too. Incredibly, I managed to keep my frequent visits to the establishment a secret, otherwise I’d have every would-be client trying to talk to me without an appointment or criminal punk trying to shoot me when all I wanted to do was relax away from the office with my favorite plate of humble pie and morning cup of silk coffee.

I arrived in the Pony under a light Metro drizzle. Lulu was the waitstaff who greeted me at the door at the podium as I strolled in with my tan fedora and color-matching slicker flapping in the breeze. With her lean frame and shiny purple hair, I knew she was the shift supervisor for the morning. She was the spitting image of her mother, who worked at the Cabeza for decades until she retired to Lunar Colony. The layout of the place was a large, open floor filled with booths near the walls and barstools at the kitchen counter. Sharply dressed wait staff in traditional white-top, black-pants uniforms moved around on hover-roller skates.

“Good morning, Mr. Cruz.” 

“Morning Lulu. Another fine Metro day at the Cabeza.”

It was technically a diner, but they had a business center on the upstairs levels with tiny conference rooms and full meeting rooms for rent. I used them often myself. They attracted a steady flow of business clientele. Why should hotels get all that business? It meant the Wet Cabeza had another reason to keep butts in the seats and the food and drink orders coming all the time. We “locals” guarded that secret religiously because if everyone found out, the Cabeza would have no choice but to raise the rental prices. In this case, we liked “cheap.”

Who was I meeting today, hidden from prying eyes, and away from the Liquid Cool offices?

Even though I hated it, the street called me “The Man.” At least, it was better than what they called me before that: “C-Man.” That one I hated. Well, my date was with “China Doll”—also known as the wife. 

Dot was the CEO of Eye Candy Image Salon. The establishment that kept the women—and men—from every corner of Metropolis looking like movie stars with its “fashion police” of makeup artists, hairdressers, manicurists, pedicurists, skincare techs, tattoo artists, wardrobe stylists, and dressers. 

That, of course, meant that Dot always looked like a movie star trendsetter herself. She had the dark glasses to match. Today, she had on a sleek, golden, vertically ribbed patterned jacket over a one-piece, slim-fit, dark blue dress with dark brown heeled boots. My wife had turned me into a fashionista too without me realizing it, and the Metro Police often laughed at me because my descriptions of the clothes perps wore were a bit too detailed. 

Dot’s colored neck scarf for the day was powder blue to highlight her dress. 

“Mrs. Cruz,” I greeted.

She stood up from her booth and greeted me with a kiss. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail, this time running down her back outside her jacket. She also liked to change up the colored rings on her fingers and bracelets she wore—except for her wedding ring, of course.

“Mr. Cruz. What are you up to?”

“Is a husband not allowed to buy his wife breakfast at his favorite historic eatery?”

“Yeah, okay, whatever. What are you up to?”

I had her quickly take a seat again.

“Dot, I have something exciting to tell you.”

After giving her the great news, I expected a bubbling over of joy. She took off her dark shades with an expression that was part-disbelief, part-agitation. Then came the frown that people told meant: “This conversation serves no useful purpose and is hereby terminated.”
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NOT A PROBLEM. I THRIVED under pressure. I’d have a nanosecond to pick my approach carefully because failure was not an option. This vacation situation had to be settled.

“Dot, Cruz Jr. and Kat have grown up to be very fine, law-abiding young adults. Smart. Resourceful. Got to tip the hat to how well we raised them.”

“No,” she said, trying to slow my coming banter.

Lulu, our assigned server, hovered over to us. I just flashed two fingers, and she knew my order. I knew the Wet Cabeza’s menu forwards and backwards. We’d developed our own hand signals over the years so I could order anything off the menu without uttering a word. Lulu spun around and flew away on her business-work-appropriate hover-skates.

My eyes had never left their focus on Dot. Nothing was going to distract me—waitstaff, customers, overhead music playing, sounds of near-miss hovercar collisions in the sky, nothing. I was a man on a mission.

“PJ is still in Neo-Paris for her little son’s wedding, so we’ll also be able to get all vacations of the senior leadership done at the same time.”

Notice how I deftly switched subjects to throw her off, then came back to it right afterwards.

My wife stared at me suspiciously. “No.”

“This is when we all have to let go for a couple of weeks and have our most trusted run our empires.”

Dot laughed. “Empires? And since when did Junior and Kat enter the trusted zone. What did she say to you? I know she bribed you somehow. You step away from Liquid Cool and let those two run it? And PJ isn’t around either, to watch them. No way. You wouldn’t let them drive your Pony, but you’d let them run your detective agency? I know she bribed you. Our daughter knows how to bribe her father without fail. She didn’t have to pay you any money either. I wonder where she gets that skill. And the answer is still ‘No’.”

“They have to grow up,” I said, undeterred. “They’ve showed a sincere interest in learning the business from the ground up. Cruz Jr. has taken the initiative to learn from our junior detectives. Kat has taken advanced criminology courses.”

“Kat is always taking classes. She’s taken the phrase ‘lifelong learner’ a bit too seriously. Let’s list all the classes she’s taken over the years. Electric violin. Wildlife biology. She’s also taken more martial arts classes than Junior from that same fake ninja guru on TV.”

“They still think we don’t know,” I added.

“Ninja? I should send a real ninja after this guru to teach him a lesson. Throw some shurikens up his butt.”

“I’d rather them spend their money on fake ninja courses than the alternatives out there kids their age are getting into. High-tech, low-life.”

“Which is why we’ve let them believe they’re smarter than us, hiding their secrets. But a ninja guru?”

“Let the man make his money. People want to give him all their money for his course and they’re happy, then it’s the free market at work. How do you know real ninjas?”

“Hello, Cruz. Eye Candy.”

“Oh yeah. You cater to the criminal class, too.”

“Crime bosses, samurai, ninjas, and more. We don’t discriminate.”

“You renumerate.”

“We get renumerated.”

We laughed.

“The answer is still no.”

“I say that I’m willing to give them a shot. One week. One case. Show me what they got. Someone gave me my shot. Prima gave you yours.”

Prima Donna, was the Matron Queen of Metropolis fashion and the founder of Eye Candy. Now retired, she turned over the reins to Dot.

“Nice try, Cruz, but the sympathy angle will not work this time. No.”

Really? That meant my strategy was working.

“Muni and megacorp cases only. No domestics. The junior detectives will take care of any Peeping Tom cases. Simple and smooth as my silk coffee.”

“Cruz, haven’t you been shot at doing these simple muni cases. And corporate cases? I don’t want any corporate samurai near my kids. And Cruz, don’t tell me anything about their superior fighting skills because I’m the one who took them to those martial arts classes, the real ones. No.”

“They’ll never come across any of that. They’ll sit in the hovercar on stakeouts. Drop off paperwork. Computer work doing deep data searches. Routine.”

“No.”

Now I was ready to unleash my secret weapon.

“Dot, I knew you’d have legitimate concerns.” Validate the subject’s objections to show that you’re on their side. “I had PJ create a complete schedule for the entire time we’d be gone on vacation.” Notice how I deftly inserted evidence from an already trusted source.

“When did you have time to get her to do that?”

From my slicker, I pulled out one of those portable viewscreens. One moment, a baton. Open up. Viola. A full digital screen. I pressed the button, and a calendar appeared.

“See. PJ has every one of the staff detective’s schedule on this. See the client names are listed too. She has both Cruz Jr. and Kat on here already. See the client names. Not a hint of danger or scandal from any of them.”

Dot leaned forward to read the names. I heard her loud sigh, which she did her best, unsuccessfully, to mask with the sound of rubbing her hands together.

“Here you are, Mr. and Mrs. Cruz.”

Lulu had returned with a tray of food and fresh juice. Nowadays, these serving trays hovered in the air too. She placed our breakfast plates in front of us, then a large clear glass apiece, poured our juice, and left the whole pitcher in the center of our table.

Dot and I were hogs when it came to sauces and spices. Wet Cabeza was one of those old-school establishments that had those little packets to get your hands dirty as you drowned your food with your condiments of choice. 

Actually, this was all part of my strategy too. While Dot was distracted ripping open packets and squirting whatever it was on her breakfast quesadilla, I pounced—verbally speaking.

“Oh, Dot, and I have another one for you.” I reached into the other side of my slicker to pull out another extendable viewscreen—only bigger. “This is really what you want to see.”

She wasn’t even looking at me. Unable to open one of the packets, she was using her teeth to open it. Only she could do such tasks without one speck on her flawless makeup. Though her facial expression did resemble a wild, hungry otter.

But I was the master salesman. Ma and Pa would have been proud. I expertly presented my case, was prepared for any objections, made multiple offers she couldn’t refuse, including emotional and visual bribes. I was about to close the deal.

“Here’s our vacation package that needs your final approval. Fifteen countries, fifteen days deluxe deal. Personal private hoverjet. Our pilot will also be our standby hover-driver. Package also includes your own traveling assistant.”

Every sentence had several full-color moving pictures on the digital screen. My hand was swiping as I spoke.

“Five-star hotels in each country. Spa, sauna, on-demand massage. Full gym, zero-gravity swimming pool. In each country, we’ll have our own food guru to shepherd us to the best restaurants. We’ll be so busy, but if we like, in any country we wish near the sea, we can do scuba diving and also have access to mini-subs, hydrofoils for boating, natural waterskiing, or parasailing.”

I kept swiping image to image. Dot was mesmerized. But then said, just to annoy me: “No.”

“And!” I raised my hand triumphantly. “With my wife, the current reigning Queen of Metropolis Fashion.”

“Cruz, that will also be Prima Donna...”

“Who’s not retired,” I interrupted.

Dot laughed.

“I give you, as part of the deluxe package. A new pilot program called ‘Your Personal Fashion Runway!’ Each country, the fashionista comes to you. Each country, you get to try on ten outfits selected from high-culture, international premiere fashion stores featuring their latest, highly sought-after, trend-setting styles. You try on ten. You pick two to take it home with you.”

A smile came over my wife’s face that stretched from one ear to the other.

“What say you, Mrs. Cruz?” I pretended I had a microphone in my hand, just like our kids used to do when they were small, pretending to be Movie-Land journalists.

She stared at me. 

“Cruz...” She pointed her finger right at me, reminding me of her mother, also known as Female Hellspawn.

“I know. I know.”

“I don’t want anyone shooting my kids, shooting near my kids, thinking about any kind of violence near my kids.”

“I have selected a personal security person—that they won’t know about—to watch over them the whole time.”

That seemed to be the closing, winning angle.

“What say you, Mrs. Cruz?”

“Yes.”

I jumped and yelled to everyone in the Wet Cabeza. “She said Yes!”

Some patrons cheered; others whistled. Lulu looked at me, confused.

“Aren’t you two already married?” she asked. “With a bunch of kids.”

“She said Yes...again!”

Lulu laughed.

Another Liquid Cool Cozy Murder Mystery. 

Heaven help us all.
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Chapter Two

Getting the Case
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MY NAME’S CRUZ JUNIOR. If Dad is the Man, then I’m the son. The first, one and only.

Metropolis always surprised me. An urban supercity larger than most of the nations on the planet. One was forever surrounded by megatowers with their neon-adorned buildings. But despite the lights of structures, lampposts, digital ads, hovercars above, and pedestrians below on the cold, hard streets wearing glow-glasses, there were plenty of shadows in between. 

Good people and bad ones, side-by-side. 

I sat in my matte silver Ford Atom hovercar nearing my third hour. It was the first vehicle I’d ever bought and, though it had some wear and tear on it, did the job for me fine. I’d say it was the perfect vehicle for a Liquid Cool detective-in-training. No one could ever say I got my position in the company because I was the owner’s son. I’d do every lowly, menial job there was with a smile as I climbed up the corporate ladder.

Already my good attitude and work ethic were paying off. I was working my first case solo. Simple stakeout. Actually, not so simple. I told my assigned superior that, but if he wasn’t so scattered he’d have read the file and seen it was a “Dash and Grab” case without the “Grab.” But that had been my plan. I knew what the case was, which was why I grabbed it.

In the detective business, you needed the good and the bad. Good people to hire you because the bad ones did something to them. Metropolis crime paid the bills, and I loved it.

I had parked across the street from a jazz club called B.B.s with a flickering blue wave neon-effect on its storefront wall. The music was loud enough to rumble the walls of the bottom levels of the tower building. But that was the bass, and to my ear, listening for the past few hours, was pretty good.

The case was a fugitive locate. Those in the business called them “Dash and Grab without the Grab.” You found the perp as quickly as you could, then called it in to have the police sweep ‘em up. 

The bold detective agencies out there, or stupid ones as my dad would say, also operated as quasi-bounty hunters to do the “grab” part themselves. When I first started out, I wanted to do some “dashing and grabbing” myself. That’s what bounty hunters did. I couldn’t think of anything more fun. 

Behind my parent’s back, I planned to try out the bounty hunter biz for a few months to see if I liked it. My mom would have gone ballistic, so she couldn’t ever know. I showed up for my first day to accompany a trio team of seasoned bounty hunters. My official “die-along” as they called it. Police had “ride-alongs.” The program to allow civilians to ride as passive passengers in their patrol hovercraft with on-duty police officers. Bounty hunters jokingly called theirs “die-alongs.” I was ready to go until I saw the mugshots of the perps we were hunting.

Growing up with my dad running Liquid Cool, I’d seen plenty of criminal files complete with mugshots, crime photos and more. Most of that, I had no business looking at. I’d seen scary people before. But the mugshots these bounty hunters showed me made me pause. I wouldn’t go anywhere near them even if I had ten Metro PD officers in full body armor with me. Three bounty hunters with all their talk and tattoos didn’t give me that feeling of real security. So, I walked. My first and last day as a would-be bounty hunter.

Partial “dash and grabs” would have to suffice. My day had started before dawn. Often finding these guys, or gals, was the easy part. The only reason the police didn’t do most fugitive locates themselves was because they were so busy with homicides, strong-arm robberies, gang round-ups, and laser shootouts. Metro PD was good, but they couldn’t be everywhere. That created a large and lucrative industry for us private detectives and bounty hunters.

The problem was that the bounty hunters always had the edge over us private investigators. All we could do was call the police and wait for them to show up. During that time, the fugitive could disappear, forcing one to locate them all over again. This happened far more times than was amusing and could stretch out over hours, days, weeks, or months.

Also, it was extremely dangerous. None of these guys and gals ever intended to go back to prison voluntarily. They also had no problem doing serious violence or worse to anyone who wanted to send them there involuntarily.

The rain started again.

That brings me to my annoying younger sister, Kat, or Katana, or whatever. It seemed every year she changed her mind about what her preference was: Kat or Katana. She was in a Kat phase this year.

All this extra work was her fault. She assured me she’d figured out a way to get Dad to allow us to run the firm for a week. I laughed right in her face. Dad would no more do that than he’d allow us to drive his classic Ford Pony. Besides, she just got back from her safari trip to Australia. I wondered how many vicious wild kangaroos chased her. Kat was always going on some kind of trip or taking some kind of course. She was collecting skills and experiences, she’d tell us. I’d say she was a wayward sister who lacked any focus. 

I hadn’t seen her yet. But I did offer to pick her up at Metro Airport. She told me her friends would. That was really annoying because all her friends were hot girls I wanted to date, but because they were her friends meant they were “persona non grata.” My annoying sister had too many friends.

Here I was on this case when I could be at home sleeping because closing these cases was part of her grand plan. Her delusional mind, I’d say.

The entrance to the jazz club had only two heavyset guards holding umbrellas in their shiny black suits. They both wore dark glasses, and though they tried to pretend, I knew they’d seen me and had been watching me for at least an hour. I had conspicuously parked on the ground for that very purpose.

Finally, it was time for me to make my move.

I jumped out of my vehicle into the rain. I hadn’t settled on my trademark style yet, like my father, but I wore my black fedora that my mom bought years ago and a long dark slicker with an attached outer belt.

“Hello, gentlemen,” I said when I reached the two men.

I saw it immediately. Chrome necks, chests, and hands. They were cyborgs who could pound me to mush. 

“Tell Mr. Hatchet, I can’t wait anymore.”

“What? What are you talking about? Why are you telling us?” one cyborg said.

“I’ve got to get back or the boss man will have my hide. The 250 Gs are in the trunk of the vehicle. All in untraceable credits like as I was told. I’ll get out of here and grab a hovertaxi back. Tell him no hard feelings. Besides telling you two, I also left a message on his answering service, so I’m covered.”

“You left a message on the service too?” the other asked.

“Yeah, thanks, guys.”

I turned and ran off into the crowd.
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HOW DID I FIND MY FUGITIVE, known by the street name Mr. Hatchet? He was a pub-crawler. Dad told me a long time ago that people were predictable creatures of habit. They did the same thing and followed the same routine. That’s how you caught them. Hatchet Man had two favorite pastimes: he loved drinking at pubs, especially Mexican and Irish ones. More than that, he loved jazz. I figured if he was an avid jazz club goer, he’d have some kind of VIP membership somewhere. All I had to do was find out all the aliases he’d ever used. When I knew the aliases, I was able to find him in less than thirty minutes. He had over three dozen jazz club memberships and discount club cards. I found out he’d bought tickets for BBs, and today was the day. I didn’t see him arrive, but the show had already started. He was in there.

I watched the cyborgs hidden from their view in one of the many wonderful shadows made by the surrounding buildings. The rain made them less adventurous, not wanting to leave their spot at the main entrance. They had a very heated argument. Obviously over the fact that they wanted to keep my trunk full of free money for themselves, but not at the expense of an unknown gang boss finding out, figuring out they were the thieves, and depositing their corpses in a dumpster somewhere.

My wait wouldn’t be too much longer. They took the bait.

The real reason I liked my vintage Ford Atom so much was that it basically was a cool-looking flying tank. I never had to worry about dents or scratches. Never had to worry about polishing it. I wanted a vehicle I didn’t need to fuss over. I’d survive any crash. No one would want to steal it, nor could they. Another nice feature was its detachable trunk. I could swap out different ones depending on the job. I’d already rigged this one for them to get into without too much of an effort. Any basic crowbar would do.

When the two cyborgs left their post for my hovercar, I knew my plan was a “go.” The main entrance to BB’s was wide open. They’d try to break into the trunk thinking they’d be able to skim some money. I’d tiptoe, ninja-style, into the jazz club.

BBs occupied the first five floors of the megatower. Everyone lived and worked in megatowers. Above the club, straight up to the one hundred and fifteenth floor, were residential units. The paid residential section in the middle—hotel space, and the upper third were private residential units. High-density supercities required using space efficiently. 

All this time, the music was hitting my body in pulsating waves. Once I got past the speakers responsible for the sonic onslaught, it was peaceful. The real jazz music hung in the air as you walked past crimson curtains with an opening in the center. I stepped in and to the side to wait for my eyes to adjust to the low lighting. (I forgot my glow-glasses in the car).

In the center of the smoke-filled establishment was a live jazz band. That meant they were quite a way from me. I fished out my mini-binoculars from my pocket—I didn’t leave that in the car—to look at them.

Music performers had a specific look based on the genre. Electronic dance, country, metal, pop rock, rap, reggae, jazz. My dad seemed to become magically possessed whenever he heard Steel Band Reggae, but that’s another story. But based on how the performers dressed, you knew the music they played with no need to hear a sound. Those tropes were timeless. Fans did not want any genre-music blending. They wanted what they wanted.

The band playing could have been transported from any past century that enjoyed real jazz. I wasn’t up on the lingo and all the sub-genres, but I knew what I was hearing was vintage American jazz. One of them had a cigarette dangling from his lips, which emitted a smoky haze that seemed to engulf the entire band on the close-quartered stage—a perfect circle lined with a yellow-white neon border.

A silver-haired trumpeter in suspenders and a brown fedora tilted back on his head bobbed side-to-side in a melancholy solo. The balding bass player with a long ponytail, half-standing, half-sitting on a tall stool, plucked deep, steady notes that were strong enough to vibrate the glasses of patrons closest to them. Behind them, a drummer wearing dark shades and a beret worked the glimmering brass cymbals with soft brushes to give the music a virtual heartbeat. No jazz was complete without its saxophonist. The tall and thin man in his own dark shades swayed smoothly up and down as he delivered his edgy tones.

Yes, I had a few jazz appreciation classes in school, thank you.

I switched to the night-sight view and saw through my binoculars that the place was packed with people. Circular tables encircled the main performance area with people dressed their best, dark shades, lots of cigarettes and cigars, lots of booze. My dad would have loved the place—lots of fedoras here. Not a single empty table.

Oh, oh!

My parents told me stories about when I was a toddler that I seriously thought I was a ninja. They told everyone that I’d grown out of it. That was part of my diabolical plan that only I’d know. Who said I couldn’t be a real ninja? I’d been secretly taking classes from a world renown martial arts master who had been a real ninja. My parents, of course, had no idea. Wouldn’t they be surprised when one day I revealed the truth. I could be the first detective ninja in Metropolis!

The two cyborgs had rushed into the club through the crimson curtain. They were mad and looking for me. Guess they didn’t like my empty trunk scam. They scanned the floor for me. But they could look all they wanted because they’d never find me.

I hung ten feet above them, floating in the air with my hover-harness. The tables in the establishment had candles. There were also strip lights above the bar area and, pursuant to government code, above all exits. So there was some light in the place. But above where I floated, it was pitch-black. The actual ceiling was another ten feet or so above me. 

My focus returned to my binocular search for my perp. 

There he was. The fugitive known as Mr. Hatchet.

He sat at a table with a buxom female on either side. Not sure how smart either of them was hanging with a guy that Metro PD had a warrant for. 

Time to make my call. My phone had the best smart noise-canceling tech around, so the person on the other end would never know I was in a jazz club during a live performance.

Fugitive location was tricky for all non-bounty hunters. When you intended to accept contract work from Metro PD, you first had to go through an eight-hour class where they drilled
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