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chapter 1 easy chair killer

A beauty but she wasn’t moving or talking. Dead did that kind of thing to you.

“Keep looking, boys. Double donuts to the one that finds proof this guy’s a multiple killer.”

Aldrin again, trying to transfer to a better position in the force. Grunting noncommittally at that official-type noise coming from the suit by the door behind me was all I could manage. Aldrin was always sure of the worst till it was proven otherwise, even at work when we did murder investigations together. Especially then, really. It had something to do with his desire for promotion, I think, glory-hound that he is.

The only problem was he took his frustrated fantasies out on the team when that turned out wrong. Nobody liked working with him when the case we got sent out on by GVRD didn’t look like it would make good paper.

Here? Greater Vancouver Regional department. Hire talent, promote locals and politics is your life-blood. It’s a family thing.

The apartment was dark and damp around us; typical cramped Village-Vancouver living with a TV prominent. All clues about the messy demise of tonight’s body was in the process of being destroyed by big, flat feet and clumsy prying fingers. Patrol officers desperate to get off the street, ones that hadn’t fallen into anything worth knowing about yet.

Looking around carefully (That’s what I was being paid for), I squatted down and started with the wall in front of me. There was something and I checked again with one eye closed. Freckles were dancing merrily on the wall, suspicious-looking freckles dark against light paint. I did a double-take and looked at the tiny spots again, more carefully this time and with a pocket microscope glass.

Those weren’t freckles, they were specks of dried blood. Old dried blood and lots of it.

Something special and deadly had gone down here and from the lack of dirt on the freckles, fairly recently. Long enough back the blood had turned into concrete as it’d aged.

But not tonight, there were fresh splatters about too. This was old, dark and hard dried blood, stuff that’d been wipe-washed once or twice. The problem was the murder we were called in on was only hours old. These spots were too old, too dark for that.

There were lots of them too, more than a few sprays, mostly around the baseboards in the apartment. Unless somebody here liked washing dried bloodstains clean, this was a recent previous, with older ones around it. And tonight’s, of course.

That meant a whitewash, a coverup, and habitual murderer most foul. Not a shaving-accident story unless Bozo-the-killer here shaved near the floor and shaved fairly carelessly to boot. A lot.

Things looked bad. Maybe Aldrin was right for once in his petty little life. Stranger things have happened to nicer people in this city.

We’d gotten told on the way in by the super that Bozo-the-killer was a hustler with a taste for the more poisonous bitches out there; gaming in the city for hot ones that lived on big money from the looks of it. We knew one fox had died noisily here tonight, one that was with him when he came in.

This case started to look hot to me. And nasty. Hopefully someone else’s problem.

Putting my pocket-scope back in a pouch, I considered things, sitting back on my heels to think a bit and look around the room for whatever story it could tell me.

It was a clear yarn. There were two dirty glasses, one with lipstick-stains, both by an easy-chair that looked like it was designed for two to cuddle up in. That looked like a good place to start looking for sups to me, so I went over and looked at the chair.

Surprise, surprise. By damn, it was designed as a cuddler. A classy little set-up too. Expensive. It was heated, leather-covered, a vibrator massage built in, dual controls and a soft-stuff terry cloth towel with sticky stains on it puddled on the seat. Other pseudo sex-toys were littered around, most within easy grabbing distance of the chair. This moved girls from necessary hobby to lifer-obsession-with-rituals status in here.

This definitely wasn’t an accident. Bozo had a problem getting it slaked, from the looks of things. A twisted type that snapped and killed.

Some people do like to frolic at home. I grinned. Frolicking at home was better than frolicking in the park. The suggestions some people shouted when you tried that were disgusting, usually.

“Aldrin! Come scope this out. There’s a donut-claim on this one. Maybe a half-dozen or so.” That snapped a head or two out of notebooks and looking my way as I pointed at the stains on the wall behind me.

That little hint got most of the team up and over messing up my find, but I was finished with it already and didn’t care. I already knew where Bozo killed his babes; and how and when. The lab labbies would dig the proof out of the walls and carpet that led back to the chair when they wanted it.

Skipping the team-effort thing, I headed out to the balcony of the small apartment-cum-condo, looking for the rest of this guy’s personality. I found it in another chair out there.

The balcony was low, and protruded into the branches of a tree growing out of the lawn below, since this place was only the top half of a house that gotten remodeled as a single. Probably illegally, too.

Walking out there on the balcony was a lot like walking into a room that glowed leaf-green in the streetlights and rustled in the breeze. Very nice, very peaceful. There was a hanging wicker chair screwed into a beam overhead and it was swaying gently in the cool night air while Burrard Inlet and the city lights shone away in the distance. There was a second, empty hook for another chair in the beam.

A dirty one. Scratched up.

I stuck my head back inside and made calf-eyes at the group that was huddled around the blood stains without saying a word. George our lead tech looked up to see what I wanted this time.

Jerking my head behind me was all it took. He knew. “Better find the complainers hereabouts too, George.” I added quietly. “It looks like he took his dates out here for a bit of a moan first occasionally.”

George nodded and left the wall-stains, coming over to check out my new locale. He saw what I did and nodded agreement. Double hooks in the beam. Both tearing out of the wood from some vicious, repeated strains. A stained, dirty cushion on the chair. Fresh tears in the wood. Frayed fiber on the second hook.

Obviously, Bozo roped his hot ones up out here occasionally. Semi-publicly, yet. The stains the freshly-dead always left behind on the floor would prove it; the cushion on the hanging chair had more than wet-weather stains on it too.

Myself, I moved out of the apartment, stepping over the sheet-covered body of the snuffed sweet-thing leaking fluids on the floor and stomped around the house, pretending to start the banging-on neighbor’s doors bit.

George could handle the tech things in the apartment from there better than I could. Uniforms would look for the little old lady complainers in the building and block; the ones that could tell us what we wanted to know about this guy’s noisier habits.

There were always complainers. There were always murders. Life in the city Vancouver goes on. Sometimes complainers helped you out, sometimes they didn’t.

Since the site was now hot and there was reason to call specialist in, I left fast and kept away. Better scopes than mine and every climber in the department would scrounge every last scrap of info out of the place now, Aldrin sitting there like a starving spider on top of everything and signing every report that went by in big red letters.

You could pick the reports off the computer if you wanted them but I already knew more than would get mentioned there. God, I hated working with Aldrin but I hated working with anyone anyway. At least George had some sense; him you could rely on to order the background out, a national check on names and methods, local gossip, all the usual stuff. He could even find his hand in front of his face, if you pointed him in the right direction first.

George did the data-dance. Aldrin did politics. I worked on catching killers. So far we fit even if we didn’t talk much anymore.

Actually, I usually went out tripped over the obvious and tried not to get killed doing it. That was my whole part. Occasionally it was the killer but more usually leads that daytimers traced down.

Collars, not data-windows; much to Aldrin’s regret. The force knows who’s on top of the action and I call them on a regular basis. Sometimes to tell them what I’m digging up this time, sometimes to cover a complete lack of progress. They put that through the AIs and caught up to me. Sometimes the AIs bugged right past me. It’s a living.

City-life goes on. I shrugged and went out to play the game again with yet another looney killer.

***

Dancing the flake-dance in the old biddy’s movie was simple; she liked what she saw in me and I found out what I wanted to know fast. She was good, I’ll give her that.

There was even got a list of atrocious things that Bozo did to the hot and responsive bodies he brought home from the bars, or at least the noisier parts of them. I linked the biddy’s name into the d-base on our latest lady-killer and thanked her profusely, promising more visits from even cuter guys in the future.

She thanked me back. I grinned till my face hurt and left, already busy trying to figure out Bozo’s bar circuit.

When your last-seen-wth-you babes-of-choice disappear suddenly, completely and totally, you move around a lot. Otherwise, even the dullest hustler on Keith st would get suspicious of you. Bozo would have a long list and circuit of bars to collect babes from, so I went downtown to get a paper update on disappearances.

Head-office was already burning up CPU time trying to dump every unsolved disappearance for the age-group and neighborhood on the guy when I got there. My reaction was to sit and start the slow, laborious typing of my time-reports in while the AI digested what data we had on Bozo. With my peculiar insights into things tagged for special consideration on my own private box, thanks.

My speculations were far too weird to get into the official reports. UFOs and Elvis would play far more prominent parts if I thought they were getting leaked.

Aldrin was still sitting on the case, sucking political juices out of it and happy with himself. He didn’t mention any of the gruntwork to me and I didn’t mention any of the ideas I had on Bozo to him. We were both happy.

Nobody made any official mention of Bozo’s stopper of choice, the way he liked to give his babes the chair. One of a couple of them. This was a new killer to us, then. So far. Maybe Bozo was somebody smart enough to cover up a disgusting hobby, but at it so long he’d finally gotten careless.

Sloppy, sloppy, sloppy. A careless sex-killer was a caught sex-killer since now it was my turn at things.

***

Poop came in. According to the AI Bozo was, in order, a transient, an immigrant, a freshly issued government ID-worker and squeaky clean. He’d lived in that apartment for fifteen years so far. All money accounts were held in cash and emptied recently.

No trophies where found. The cash was cleaned out friday. This was saturday eve; that little item gave me some nasty chills as I thought about it.

This was a planned snuff, the beginnings of a finely plotted-out tear. Bozo was also much smarter than I’d given him credit for, given his hobbies. He’d gotten the feds to cough up a clean ID, easy enough when you know how, and he was living behind that collecting money, No prints, no records, no anything else on him.

Nothing on where the bodies went, but there is a whole lot of empty here in BC. A whole Pacific of it, for starters.

From the looks of things he’d banked enough money for a vacation and now was letting loose with something he’d probably been planning for years. Other cities had no record of an Easy-chair killer, but requests were heading out to the other established pros with enough experience to guess about this and get it right.

Myself, I was back at the grind, checking bars, his contract-work consulting AI-computers and the groceries left over in the apartment. It was pretty dry work reading the reports and snooping like that, but the missing hot-body list was ‘way too confusing. I needed another lead to pull data out of the noise.

Any hint would do and Bozo’s clothes were the best lead we had. Bozo liked hot babes, the type we ordinary mortals collected by rattling Jag keys in their faces. He dressed for the part and acted instead, all hand-fitted stuff.

Suave. Smooth. Ice-cold. Unless you were cute or rich or famous, most of us were zeros with these babes. Maybe extraordinarily talented in some way.

Bozo’s talent seemed to be putting it on and over on them. He had three different cell and pager services, with three different names on it, all calling him Doctor Somebody-or-other. People messaged him, usually late at night, and the messages always got ignored as they were non-returnable ones, according to the answering service.

AI repair. On call dating receptionist babes? The missing foxes on the data-dump were all colors, sizes and types. The only thing they had in common was being beauties, available and apparently running bored.
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