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ONE MORE KILLING

SICK MACHINE

Dyson knew there are jobs in his business where some mutant hybrid alien death cult member tries to bury a bunch of whirling spikes in his chest and then watch as they chew up his body. This should not have been one of those jobs, but it was happening anyway.

They had gone for Chevy first, hitting him as soon as they turned down the poorly lit alley way. It made sense, he was a Gray/human half-breed who like our attackers had embraced some ancient alien warrior culture. Part of that culture included cutting off the left hand and replacing with a weapon that fired all sorts of sharp objects.  Dyson, however, was just a man.

The attacker was firing a  nasty weapon from the end of his left forearm, a small cylinder lined with teeth like a saw. When the sawtooth cylinder hit its target it stayed spinning and worked its way up and down the victim until he, she, or it was nothing but liquid and ground meat.

Dyson was  quick for just a man but good with a gun.  The impact exploding round in his pistol was not as nasty as the sawtooth cylinder, but the attacker was just as dead when it buried into his forehead and disintegrated his brain.

Dyson wheeled to see another one, bigger and taller than his partner which was something since the half-breed warrior types were all close to seven feet tall and built like grizzly bears with gym memberships, enter the alley behind him.

His size made him easy to shoot as Dyson ducked and fired.  He put three bullets into the thick skin on the hybrids chest. It hurt him enough the spinning sawtooth cylinder he fired went wide and buried itself into the wall of the alley.  Dyson ducked as it swung at him with another saw-toothed cylinder and let its momentum take him past him.  He unloaded the rest of his clip in the hybrids back and he went down.

Dyson knew he had gotten lucky.  If the two assassins had timed it better and come into the alley at the same time there would have been no way to get either one.  He wondered why anyone would try to kill him during what was a fairly routine missing person’s job.

––––––––

2.

––––––––

Kruger was rich and old and she was young and pretty.  Hardly the first time an old guy with money and a growing sense of his mortality had found himself a young girl.  Not the first time the younger half of the couple of them had decided to take off.  

This is where Dyson comes in.

Kruger’s very efficient assistant had already briefed him on the job thoroughly.  It was semi-legal at best, no law against finding people, but bringing them back if they don’t want to go is frowned on. Semi-legal, however, was Dyson’s specialty.  He had enough information to track her down, a fact was most people are bad at running away and there was no reason to thinking Debra Kruger would be any different. Even though there was no need, Kruger wanted to meet him in person.

It was difficult to tell how old Kruger was.  He had the money to afford all the best drugs and best surgeries.  Dyson knew he was on his second body, having downloaded himself onto a hard disc and then reloaded into a younger body.  Unfortunately, the downloading process seriously degrades sanity and intelligence.  Doing it once was not so bad, usually, but those who tried the process twice tended to come out drooling idiots at best and murderous psychopaths at worst.

Even with the best anti-aging technology at his disposal, Kruger was on his last legs, literally and figuratively.

“I always assumed by the time this body wore out they would have worked out the kinks in the download and I would get at least one more body.  Had I known this was his last go around I may have taken better care of himself and never taken up such archaic bad habits.” Kruger said, holding up a cigar as Dyson took a seat in front of the massive desk in Kruger's office.

He lit up, and after savoring the taste of his smoke said, “You know I almost hired you before.”

“Almost?”

“Different situation, which resolved itself.  You did come highly recommended.”

“Nice to hear.”

He started to say something else, appeared to think better of it and punched a button on his desk instead.

The life-size hologram of the girl appeared in the corner of the spacious office.  Kruger’s assistant had provided Dyson plenty of images of her, but nothing like this. The quality was good enough if he did not know better, he would believe she was in the room. He could see why he wanted her back.  She was a remarkable cross between the girl next door and a Hollywood starlet.  The hologram smiled, and Kruger frowned.

He let the hologram run. It was footage from a party of some sort, everyone else had been edited out. It was just Debra, smiling, making small talk, and doing an excellent job at being charming. Dyson could not take his eyes off her. He was enjoying looking at her but felt he could listen to her throw empty compliments at apathetic rich people all day like it was top notch jazz. Dyson felt he knew her, but while he had known his fair share of pretty women, none had been in her class. Except maybe Annalise, but he did his best to avoid thinking of her.

As much as he wanted to meet her, and as much as he wanted to get paid, professionalism demanded honesty, “I can find her, I can bring her back, but I can’t make her like you. Whatever drove her to run off in the first place probably has not changed.”

“I’ve lived two lifetimes Mr. Dyson, while that is not near enough to understand women, I am not a complete fool. She has taken something with her that is very valuable to me, and I want it back.”

“Then tell me what it is, and I’ll get it for you,” Dyson said finding himself entertaining a ridiculous fantasy of getting to know her after he returned whatever she took from Kruger.

He smiled, shook his head at Dyson like he was a fool, “It is something she will want to give me in person.”

“I may not be a choir boy, but I don’t kill people and that includes delivering them for others to kill.”

Kruger did the condescending head shake again, “If I wanted someone dead, I would not be hiring you.  I guarantee I mean no harm to any person in this matter.”

Dyson did not really believe him. He never really believed any of them, but hearing them say it was usually enough to let him sleep at night.

It was enough that night, though sleep was restless and filled with dreams of Debra Kruger and Annalise, who he used to love.  Annalise left him for a richer man.  In the dream, they became the same person, but he knew it could not be true. Annalise was dead.

––––––––

3.

––––––––

People who specialize in making fake credentials and identification are not the most ethical. It was Dyson’s business to know who they were and it did not take him long to find the one Debra used.  It did not take much of Kruger's money to get him to give her up.

Dyson managed to get a security photo of her boarding an interstellar flight her new name paid for. Normally he deleted this kind of photo, all he needed them for is to confirm they are really getting on board the flight they paid for and not buying trips to get people like Dyson to waste time chasing ghosts across the galaxy.  He kept these.

Her move was predictable.  A used up mining operation inside a distant moon.  Once the mining company moved out it became an outer space wild west, as all manner of drifters and gangsters moved in and laid claim to the mining company’s abandoned infrastructure. What was once a corporate operation for strip mining became a collection of bars, casinos, and brothels.  What Las Vegas was once to the desert, Rando Moon Base became to the moons around Saturn, only with fewer rules.

It was a good place to disappear. If Dyson was doing it he would sell his fake credentials to a local, then find someone to make new ones and head off to parts unknown.

He had been in the business long enough to know never to assume the quarry was stupid. He was moving fast, assuming she would be losing her new identity and getting a newer one.  If she did he would still find her, but it could get difficult. His connections on Rando were not nearly as good as they were on Earth.  Instead of paying someone off he might have to break some fingers. He could do it that way, and was good at it, but did not like it much.

It did not help him that in the time it took to book travel to the far moon she did not use her credit.  It may have been because Rando was a cash and barter type of place, or it could be because she had already gone elsewhere.

Rando’s general lawlessness made direct passage impossible.  Dyson had to pick up a ride from an independent flyer working out of a moon colony still in official operation.  The bad was it added an extra step to an already long journey, the good was it allowed him to pick up a gun.  His P.I. license did not give him conceal carry rights once he left the planet, but Rando was not the kind of place he wanted to visit unarmed. Given the time factor, he reached out to Chevy. 

While their reputation for probing cows was nonsense, some grays did have a thing for human women. It did not go the other way very often, if there are men out there with a thing for big heads, black eyes and bodies shaped like teardrops Dyson had not met them. The grays were a weird bunch and they had weird kids. They were born outcasts, but tended to be really big, so they did not suffer overt bullying, but it was still not easy.  The grays had been around, been to places no one on Earth had ever been. They carried with them bits and pieces of a lot of cultures.  Some of the half breeds started copying a violent alien culture and Chevy was one of them.  Being a member in good standing of an alien warrior death cult made him excellent for this line of work, but earth society frowned on turning parts of the body into weapons.  It made sense a guy like Chevy would abandon earth for a place like Rando.

Before he headed to Rando to seek his fortune in an environment fitting his outlaw attitude he and Dyson had done some difficult jobs together. Dyson was looking forward to seeing him. Despite his lack of subtly Chevy was always effective and he did not disappoint this time.

Chevy learned she had a friend helping her, a woman.  Chevy sent images. She was a little older and would have been drop dead gorgeous if she were not standing next to the striking Debra.

Debra had dyed her hair and changed her eye color, but while certainly possible, bone structure is a tough one to change and thankfully she had not seriously messed with her perfect face. Chevy thought she looked good too.  He said he talked to her, just briefly at a market. He said the woman with her gave him nasty look even though he hardly uttered a complete sentence to her. Dyson was strangely jealous. All he did was say hello, made some small talk while they were in line at a store. They did not have dinner together, or go dancing, kiss, or make love, just a meaningless interaction she likely already forgot, but Dyson still felt envy.  Even if they had done all those things and more, he had no reason to care. She was just a job.

Chevy had tracked her to an apartment in what had been a dormitory for miners back when Moon Base Rando was operating.  They were headed for a back entrance when they were ambushed.

This was a business where anyone any good makes enemies, and Dyson was very good.  He might have assumed someone from the past had decided his arrival in Rando was a perfect opportunity to get some revenge, except the ambush was waiting for outside Debra’s place.

Dyson may have developed an irrational crush based purely on a hologram, but it appeared his irrational crush was trying to kill him.

––––––––

4.

––––––––

Dyson made himself scarce while what passed for law enforcement cleaned up the mess in the alley.  Rando was located inside the moon, the darkness was perpetual. It was a city lit in neon at all times, so there were plenty of shadows to slink back into.  It was nice of the assassins to choose a spot without any surveillance and witnesses. He came back with some food and more
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