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Introducing

Travis Lock Mysteries

By

Donald Harry Roberts

Preface 

There has been a Travis Lock Private Investigations since, well, for just about ever, when my Grandfather opened an office in the International Orbital Terradome Alpha, a stationary space habitat 200 miles outside Earths MF-Zone. The moon had a dozen colonies owned by various political and corporate powers that ruled the loosely organized Interspace United Agreement. Between Earth and the moon, a trail of way stations was constructed as mankind moved toward colonizing the moon. By the time I took over the family business, TLPI had become an agency that served warrants investigated off earth major crimes by contract and hunted down escaped criminals.  It’s a tough job for one man but technology makes it possible.  

Chevy PSV Hotrod class could make Sound speed in 12 seconds and cruise comfortably at Mach 3. I could get M4 out of her if I really pushed it and sometimes I had to. It was licensed for one forward, one port and starboard and one aft laser cannon, which I used infrequently and only when all other strategies failed. My personal weapons are an S&W Laser Pistol with a 10 shot power capsule and a Laser Scatter Staff with a three-shot power capsule.

My office is equipped with state of the art Technostaffing that provides me with communications, secretarial support and a Mobile Artificial Investigation Assistant, MAIA, which translates nicely to my leg man.
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I inhaled a burger made from lab beef and a synthesized bun with hothouse fries and washed it down with a good old fashioned beer made on Earth. Randy’s Nostalgeria Bistro was packed with mid-afternoon transferees waiting for the train to Lunar Station #3, the only international terminus orbiting the moon. Most people used it because it was cheap and the on board security is some-what laxed. 

My eyes were peeled for a man, Jaka Mar a Hybrid Jackal who was transporting illegal oxygen pellets, a big commodity used by unlicensed prospectors in the moon. One pellet could keep you breathing in a mine for 72 hours and cost a hundred Zipcoins. No one ever pays for contraband with E-Coins which can be traced. 

Jaka Mar was a known ‘Violent’ whose reputation as a killer was cosmic news. But even he wouldn’t shoot off a weapon out here in a space-habitat. Nor would I but I always carry my Taser which has a range of ten metres and super-charged. Hybrids are tougher than humans and standard charges don’t do much more than piss them off.
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It was 14:31 hours when Mar entered the Bistro. He scanned the room until his eyes fixed on a pair of rough looking characters clad in typical miners’ trappings. I stayed put. I needed to make sure the sale went through and that I could get a clear shot at the Jackal.

Once eye contact had been made and there had been an exchange of nods I eased off my bar stool and circled the room as though I was making for the Lav. Jaka gave me a quick once over then ignored me. I was glad he did not seem to pick me out as dangerous.

Then, just as I reached the Lav I witnessed the exchange. Ten seconds later Jaka Mar was squirming like a worm on the Bistro deck and the two miners stood there with their arms raised high with my second Taser pointed at them set on wide spread.
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I hit the button on my wrist com that went straight to the local Constabulary Unit and within two minutes five Autonobot security units were on site. I reported the situation, accepted the reward for the bust and snagged the contraband Zipcoins as a bonus. It should have been over.

I flipped the barkeep a couple of Zipcoins and headed to my office which was only a two minute Transvator ride away. I had planned to spend a little time relaxing in my office before heading for Earth to meet up with some friends for a round or two of golf. There’s no golf in the cosmos as good as the earth version, not even the best holographic courses on the moon or the open field Mars versions.

I didn’t get to relax and my trip to Earth was delayed indefinitely.

My desk comlink buzzed and an electronic imitation of a female voice came on. “Lord Ardent of IOTA is calling.”

“What would the station Governor want with a Private Cop?” I replied.

“A situation of a private nature.” A deep rich voice responded.

“My Lord. I didn’t realize the Comsec had already put you through.”

“Obviously, Mr. Lock. Nonetheless I require your services on an urgent personal Matter. And so, you know this commission will involve travelling to the Belt and dealing with rouge Hybrids.”

“Thanks for the warning Governor. I can be on your doorstep in fifteen minutes.”

“I’ll be waiting Lock.” He dropped the Mr. 
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Back in the 21st century there was a major upheaval on earth that changed the nature of politics which in the short version explains a fusion between capitalism, feudalism, and Dictatorships and somehow the survivors of the upheaval made it work. On the other hand, there still remained a great divide among races, cultures and religious doctrines that continued to cause conflicts on earth and many of the colonies. Fortunately, Lord Ardent made laws to suite his rule and his security forces upheld them strictly. There was only one accepted life style on IOTA. His. Too bad he wasn’t powerful enough to expand his rule and maybe one day he would be, but for the time being he answered to the Omegacorp organization.

I made his doorstep, via a Transvator in twelve minutes. A Hybrid greeted me pleasantly at the door and led me to the Governor’s office chamber. The butler reminded me of that ancient character the Cheshire Cat. Governor Ardent reminded me of Humpty Dumpty and Bozo, two other ancient mythical creatures of old earth.
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Lord Ardent got right to the point. He placed a holojector on the desk and activated the image. It was a hologram of a young woman, beautiful and mostly human but part hybrid. It happens that way with natural conception. Her feline features were noticeable but subtle. Mostly it was the eyes, very cat like though blue, a sapphire blue.

“A kidnapping and ransom.” I suggested.

“Unfortunately, no Mr. Lock. She was a trusted Consort. With information not meant for public attention. I would like to believe she was kidnapped for that information, but I am led to believe she was a spy, planted here for the very purpose of garnering information. She caught on I think, a week ago, that I was questioning her loyalty. Two days ago, she vanished. Her signature was traced to about Mars then my Techs lost her, though it is likely she was headed for the Belt, where she came from.”

“You want me to find her?” I suggested. “And bring her back.”

“I want you to find her, but I doubt bringing her back will be an option. What I need you to do is find her and discover who she sold that information to. If it gets back here any future plans I have for IOTA and its inhabitants will be destroyed.”

Across the Cosmos there are many sects. Most are attached to a Political Regime or a Corporation.  But guys like me are registered Gypsies with no particular Loyalties. We are
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