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Author’s Note
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In ‘The Red Kimono’, Zac is on the trail of Guy Frobisher, an art collector who, whether unlucky or careless, has a habit of losing his paintings, and his lovers. Zac is unconvinced that there is a link until Frobisher buys another painting, and Paul goes missing. The discovery of both, in Guy Frobisher's mausoleum, provides the darkest moment for Zac so far. Also in this story, Zac finishes with George and Matt is fishing for his chance, until it's clear that someone else is nibbling Matt's bait. We get a closer look at Detective Inspector James Capsicum and an introduction to the artistic side of Mrs Chan's nature; if nothing else, it provides an excuse to see Harry the vet.

‘The Red Kimono’ is the 4th Zac Tremble Case File in the series Zac Tremble Investigates; the case files of the gay, Soho-based PI Zachary Tremble. 

'The Red Kimono' follows: 'Chrysalis' (1st), 'Metamorphosis' (2nd) and 'Transmutation' (3rd).

Zac is growing, flexing his newly discovered wings, relying less on his father's insight and, with taking on Paul, looking at the future with a tad more confidence. An important case is coming Zac's way, which will involve a trip to Paris. Enjoy that 'adventure’, in 'The Ephemeris Protocol', the 5th case of series 1.

Thank you!

Chambers Mars

2024
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Chapter One – Unlucky or careless?
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“Frobisher, Guy Frobisher ... why do I know that name?”

I’m talking to myself in the office. The file Matt gave me from John Booker is open on my desk. The first page is a copy of the insurance claim being made by Guy Frobisher, the owner of the painting, ‘The Red Kimono’, allegedly stolen from his home in Battersea. Something doesn’t add up, which is why I’ve got the case to investigate. The name rings a bell.

“Elizabeth ...”

My beloved Elizabeth appears at the door, like a rodeo bull at the gate.

“Zachary ...”

“Why does the name, ‘Guy Frobisher’, ring a bell?”

“He’s that eccentric, ex-leader of the band, ‘Timeline’. They had hits well before your time. He’s always in the paper for doing something eccentric or lewd ... or both.”

“Ah; suspended naked from the window cleaner’s gondola at the Gherkin; that’s the same fella?”

“The very same. He’s also an avid collector of art ...”

“The insurance company thinks he ‘stole’ the painting to make a claim. And it wouldn’t be the first time he had a painting stolen. In fact, he’s had five paintings stolen over the years. One might be considered unfortunate, but five? That’s fucking careless.”

“He’s also been very ‘unlucky’ with his partners. The last one died about a month ago.”

“I need to see James Capsicum and find out where he is in the investigation and what I can do. Matt’s due in at ten to give me the next ‘inheritor’ case ...”

“What are you doing about George and Matt?”

“I’m cooling it off with George and then I’ll see how I feel.”

“Don’t string either of them along!”

“I wouldn’t dream of it.”

“Alexander left a cheque for £1,200.”

“Great.”

“The ‘urchin’ made a brief appearance before you arrived. It will return tomorrow after 4pm.”

“His name is ‘Paul’, Elizabeth.”

“When ‘Paul’ decides to have the courtesy to introduce himself to me, then I might call him such; until then, he’s the ‘urchin’ and for goodness sake explain to him the basics of personal hygiene!”

“I think the hostel is pretty grim to be fair.”

I detect a twitch of compassion but it could be indigestion.

“I empathise with the young man’s predicament but surely there is a hand basin and he knows what a flannel and soap are for.”

“I’ll do my best, Elizabeth.”

“Right. Must get on.”

‘Get on’ with what? She must have re-typed the fucking Bible and the Encyclopaedia Britannica. Perhaps she’s writing dirty stories and publishing them under a pseudonym! My lewd thoughts are interrupted by the arrival of Matt with the latest ‘inheritor’ file for me.

“Hey, bro’!”

“The name is ‘Tremble’, ‘Zac Tremble’...”

“Fucking ‘sponging diving’!”

“I hadn’t heard the word before!”

“Who the fuck hasn’t heard the word, ‘espionage’?”

“I hadn’t!”

“So, d’ya wanna go out this week?”

Matt is fishing, or perhaps diving for sponges. He knows George has moved back to his own place because The Fat Controller will have told Barbara the Tank Engine. He wants to know if we’re still seeing each other or if we’re through but he won’t ask; not directly.

“Sure, I’m free every night this week.”

“Oh, right, well, uhm ... Thursday?”

“Perfect.”

We’re discussing the file when the top of a ladder appears at the window.

“Great!”

“I thought he came on Tuesdays now?” Matt queries.

“He did. It got changed ... but I’m not complaining.”

The window cleaner, Mal, is on his way up and this requires the office door to be closed. Matt draws his seat up to my side of the desk and we pretend to be reviewing a file. Mal’s head appears but he’s doing upstairs first and he keeps going and then stops so that the portion of his body, from waist to knees, is visible, leaning against the ladder. He wears jeans so tight you can see what his sperm had for their tea the night before.

“Jesus, look at that,” exclaims Matt, his tongue on the carpet, drooling over the package which looks like a pineapple in a denim condom.

“Shouldn’t fucking be allowed in daylight,” I suggest, dribbling over the blotter.

The body is moving as Mal cleans the windows, just gently swaying from right to left and the package grazes over the rung of the ladder just in front of it.

“I think he’s getting hard,” offers Matt.

“Best we evacuate the building then ...”

“WHAT ARE YOU TWO DOING?”

“Oh, hello, Elizabeth. I was just going over the latest inheritor file with Matt, actually.”

“Really. And the file is where; plastered on the wall of the building opposite? Oh, look, it’s Mal, cleaning the windows, it must be Monday.”

“Is he? Is it? I didn’t realise ... what with being so busy. We’re almost done.”

“I suggest Mr Bellamy goes back to work too!”

“Yes, Elizabeth; straightaway. Please don’t tell Barbara.”

Matt scuttles out, spurred by a flick of the tea towel across the back of his legs. I’m left with Elizabeth standing over me.

“So, who’s this inheritor then?”

Gulp.

“It’s a special case and I need to assimilate the information before I can have that conversation with you. It’s very complex.”

“How so? Find clueless beneficiary, get PAID!”

“Yes, Elizabeth ... that’s exactly what I meant. I’m straight on it ... look, I’ve already logged onto the Records’ Office site ... shit, that’s Gaydar; I don’t know how that got there ... I’m very busy Elizabeth ... perhaps we could talk about it later?”

“Zachary Tremble, it’s a good job I don’t wear stocking garters anymore because if I did, I’d be having your guts for a pair.”

It stomps back into the outer office. Mal looks in and gives me the thumbs up. I give him the thumbs down and he looks confused and rubs the windows again. The thought of Elizabeth wearing stockings and garters has sent my Percy back to the land of the dead. And it’s a good job because no sooner do I begin to log on to the Records’ Office site, than James Capsicum walks in, escorted by Elizabeth.

“Mr Tremble; Detective Inspector James Capsicum to see you.”

“Thank you, Elizabeth. Come in Inspector. Did Elizabeth offer you a coffee?”

“Yes she did. I won’t as I don’t have long.”

“Thank you, Elizabeth,” I purr, smiling sweetly. “Detective -“

“Call me James, Zachary ... when we’re not in the station.”

“James; thanks for stopping by.”

“Not at all. I had to make sure it was real. There are precious few of you fellas left; the real deal ... and a sixty year old agency; that’s probably a record.”

“My Grandfather, then my father, had the agency; I took it on just over three years ago.”

“Good result on the ‘Tewksbury’ front by the way. Can’t say much but let’s just say he won’t be bothering anyone for a while.”

“Good. Slimy bugger and he got out of trouble last time and left Bushell to carry the can.”

“Bushell owed him, so he saw it as quits. Young Simon didn’t and was only too happy to cooperate in the end, putting paid to any further business for the ‘Transmutation Investment Fund’.”

“Was Simon working for you then?”

“Unofficially; you could have scuppered the whole caper but luckily you didn’t.”

“Christ!”

“What you got this time?”

“Guy Frobisher ...”

“There’s a slimy bastard and a fucking weird one, if you don’t mind me saying. We think he’s disposing of the paintings to claim on the insurance; that part is simple. We’ve had no reason to search his property, so he could be hiding them there but I don’t think they’re at the house.”

“The other four paintings have never surfaced?”

“No, never. And here’s the gruesome bit. Just prior to each theft, his partner dies. Five deaths and five thefts.”

“All natural causes?”

“A mixture; cancer, a heart attack; I think one got run over by a bus ...”

“So there’s no apparent link between the deaths and the stolen paintings?”

“No obvious link. That’s what you need to find; the link. It’s too much of a coincidence; no one’s that unlucky or careless.”

“Okay, I’ll dig about and see what I can find.”

“Good; I’ll keep in touch. Oh, by the way, who was that on the stairs as I arrived; smartly dressed and hurrying out like a scolded cat?”

“Matt; Matthew Bellamy ... the solicitor.”

James quirks his lips and raises his eyebrows before bidding me adieu.
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Chapter Two – Casting pearls before swine
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I can’t be bothered to pick up the inheritor file and save for digging a little to find out more about Guy Frobisher and his dearly departed, I have a quiet day. My thoughts turn to George. He’s a lovely fella: willing arse, deep throat, bollocks like a coconut shy stall at the fair and a cock that responds to more basic commands than Mrs Chan. So why don’t I want to spend the rest of my life with him?

“Zachary, you’re a fickle bastard and emotionally crippled.”

“Thanks for pointing that out, Self.”

“He’s a dish and a stayer; clean and tidy, has nice underpants, a thriving business, his own douche kit and loves animals. What’s not to like?”

“He’s too perfect.”

“He loves you.”

“I know and therein lies the problem. I don’t love him.”

“If you love Matt, then say so.”

“Matt needs to grow up.”

“So do you.”

“I’m not going to be his crutch or he mine.”

“So what now then?”

“Play the field until I get crabs and then take a vow of celibacy.”

“Be serious.”

“I don’t know. I need to think.”

“Do that and whilst you’re thinking, think about this; Matt bought the painting, your self-portrait; he gives you all the best cases his firm has to offer. How will you know when he’s grown up enough and when he has, will you be ready?”

I trudge slowly to the
















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
chambers mars

the red kimono

case file four

zac tremble
investigates





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





