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“Blackmail is about pressure, always remember that,”

-Former Grand Arbiter of the Human Empire

There was something about blackmail cases that Drake loved, he didn’t know exactly why off the top of his head. It was probably because some were extreme, some were meh and others were clever. 

Sitting in his favourite red leather booth with a black metal table and another dirty red leather chair in front of him, Drake was really looking forward to this meeting.

A part of him guessed it was good he didn’t get many blackmail cases as a Private Eye but it was a shame. They did pay well. Drake smiled as he remembered his standard rate for these sort of cases were about a thousand credits plus expenses incurred.

Listening to the loud jazz music of the bar, Drake relaxed and pressed his back into the soft, cold leather chair and he rested his hands on the colder metal table. 

He wanted to wave his hand over to one of the blue holographic servants that looked perfectly female, but Drake was comfortable. Focusing on the holographic servants he knew they were customised for the male crowd. Yet they did nothing for him. 

Stretching his neck a little, Drake looked to the far end of the bar past all the young people dancing and to the counter with all the drinks. Drake smiled and wished he could go over there and talk to the barman. His long smooth brown hair and quick moves for making drinks was hot. 

Changing his attention to the loud music and the people dancing on the black dance floor with the disco lights flashing around, Drake was expecting himself to question why his client wanted to meet here. But from what he knew about the client this was a perfect spot. Quiet, discrete and a place few proper people came to. 

Definitely not Drake’s scene but that’s another part of the job he loved, he got to travel the Human Empire and see new cultures. (And new men)

Seeing something out of the corner of his eye, Drake turned his head to see a tall muscular man taking a seat on the red leather chair. His long business black suit was strange for a place like this. Even his hair was smooth and perfectly placed. If Drake wasn’t on a job, he might have found the guy attractive, but something felt off. The man checked over his shoulder. 

“Drake?” he asked, his voice concerned and deep.

“Heron Drake, Private Eye authorised by the Agents of The Emperor,” Drake said, his voice full of authority.

The client checked over his shoulder again.

“Um I didn’t know Private Eyes counted as Agents of the Emperor,”

Drake nodded. “We are somewhat further down on the list of important people but we have some powers,”

He checked over his shoulder.

“If you’re wondering if you’re being followed. You are not. There is no one watching us,”

“Are you sure?” he said, clearly tense.

“What’s going on?” Drake asked.

“I’m being blackmailed,” 

Drake wanted to roll his eyes. “Please know everything will be okay. Just tell me what happened. I’m here for you,”

The client seemed to relax a little bit. Drake smiled at him.

“I’ve been getting letters for a week now demanding too much money. I don’t have the money. They can’t tell my secret!”

Drake gestured for the man to calm down and take a few breaths.

“Who are you?” Drake asked, remembering that was always useful. He checked earlier of course but he had forgotten now. 

“I’m sorry. Were are my manners. I am Judge Ozzi of the Arbiters,”

Drake nodded remembering the name from the case file. Judge Ozzi. A great man. A man who believed in justice and the betterment of society. A part of Drake wanted to help this judge no matter what happened. But he still needed to be careful and get paid.

“I’m being blackmailed for a horrific crime. Something appalling. I didn’t even do it,”

As the Judge continued to stress how disgusting it was and how he was innocent of this crime, Drake couldn’t help but wonder what it was. Killing a child? Kidnapping? Rape?

“They’re saying I’m... I’m gay,” the Judge said.

Drake was glad he didn’t have a drink at the moment. He would have choked. Instead he just stared at the judge. A great man? Drake rolled his eyes. 

He couldn’t understand how a judge like Ozzi who had given serial killers lighter sentences on the condition they’re rehabilitated. (and it worked) Then he hated gays.

In all the news reports, Drake had seen Ozzi was presented as the candidate and poster boy for change and progress. Clearly they were lies.

“What’s your fee?” the judge asked.

“Three thousand,” Drake said, if he was going to have to save a homophobe he might as make money out of it.

“Of course that’s very fair. Thank you,” 

“Do you know who the blackmailer is?” Drake asked, sometimes it paid off. 

Ozzi smiled. Drake was disgusted by it all his teeth were so perfect and white. They were too perfect. It was unnatural.

“My blackmailer dear Drake is...” 

Drake frowned as he saw Ozzi’s eyes widen and they turned watery. 

“My blackmailer is my son. Please excuse me,” Ozzi said, as he walked away.

Watching that horrible Ozzi walk away, Drake couldn’t help but wonder what was the full story. A son doesn’t just blackmail their own father without a good reason. Nor does a judge of the Arbiters get so scared over a little rumour especially about being gay. That was a normal now. No one cared if you were gay or straight.

So what was going on?

***
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Feeling the hot air blow past him as the hot wind and flying cars flew past, Drake leant against the hard black metal railings of a metal bridge.

Drake watched all the flying cars in all their different shapes, sizes and classes rush past on the road below him. It was one of the most travelled routes in the entire city.

Turning around, Drake smiled as he watched the handful of people on the bridge walk past doing their daily business. Judging from their clothing they were office workers probably coming from the legal firm on one side of the bridge. Then they were walking to the train station on the other side of the bridge. But being here was what Drake needed for this job. 

Breathing in the harsh recycled air of the city and admiring the tens of lights on the futuristic buildings either side of him, Drake started to think about why the son would be blackmailing his father. It was odd. In all his years as a Private Eye, this was the first blackmail case that involved family. 

Drake had wanted to call his friend Petic, another Private Eye, to see if she had encountered this before. But Petic was busy with court cases on Earth sadly.

Looking at the large glass entrance of the legal firm, Drake’s eyes narrowed as he tried to see if the son was coming out. His research had clearly showed the son worked here as a top lawyer. Was he late finishing work?

Just as Drake was about to walk into the legal firm and request to see the son (maybe his name was Rubio, Drake wasn’t sure), a tall young man walked out in a well-fit tight black suit. He was about the same age as Drake. Probably very late twenties. Drake couldn’t help but he smiled as Rubio walked out.

As Rubio walked across the bridge, Drake had to admire his long confident strides and his short blond hair that framed his square face perfectly. Rubio looked at Drake and smiled.

“Rubio,” Drake said.

Rubio stopped but his eyes narrowed and his eyebrows lowered.

“I’m Heron Drake, Private Eye,”

Rubio rolled his eyes and laughed for a moment. 

“My father?”

Drake nodded and gestured Rubio to step to one side. He did. Drake followed and leant against the cold hard metal wall.

“So he finally guessed I was blackmailing him,” Rubio said, his voice young, beautiful and perfect.

Drake wasn’t sure what to say.

“Is he going to pay me?”

“I don’t think so. Please forgive my questions but I don’t understand this. Why do it?”

Rubio didn’t answer. Instead he just gave Drake a perfect beautiful smile.

“I researched you, your sister, mother and father. You all seem fine. No public arguments. I’m suspecting your parents will be divorcing but that’s a good thing judging by my research,”

Rubio nodded. “You’re right about the divorce. They’re both excited about their new lives,”

Drake smiled. At least he got him talking. 

“Why blackmail your father? Why risk a capital offence?”

“I too do my research Mr Drake. I was certain he would go to you. It wasn’t hard to manipulate the search results of his computer,”

Drake gave a nervous laugh.

“You wanted me on the case?”

Rubio nodded. “Yes, you remember what a horrible man my father is,”

“You knew I was gay and... what?”

“I knew you wouldn’t accept my father calling us names and explaining how horrific we are,”

“Us?” Drake asked.

A loud flying car bombed past. Drake frowned knowing that person would get a large fine for speeding.

“Let me get this straight. You’re gay. You’re blackmailing your father for revenge? Because he hates you,”

“My father thinks I’m straight. Otherwise he’s threatened to kill me. I want the money so I can leave this planet and live my life,”

Drake smiled as he got this answer and understood what the beautiful Rubio meant. It wasn’t uncommon for people to run away from people who hated them. Drake nodded as he had done exactly the same after his military service of five years.

A part of Drake wanted to drop the case or help Rubio but he needed to get paid. Drake couldn’t drop clients out the blue when their morality was questionable. He would be out of clients.

Another part of Drake wanted to forget that Rubio had said about the threats and he was living
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