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        Investigate a future where: a discarded Mech with a mind swipe chip lies on the ruined lakeshore of Toronto; only one witness remains to the murder of a developer, his dog; a Time Investigator must decide to follow her heart…or her duty; a fired investigator never knows when to leave well enough alone; identify theft takes on a whole new meaning for one detective.
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        Welcome to Future Crimes! I’m a big fan of mysteries. Who done it, why did they do it, detectives, investigators, sifting the clues. All of it. As well, I love science fiction. Exploring new worlds and new futures.

      

        

      
        So it seemed only logical to bring these two loves together. New mysteries in new worlds. I wonder what we’ll find.

      

        

      
        Let’s investigate Future Crimes.
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      The dead lake gave off less of a stench than expected, thought Detective Megan Kershaw. The breeze coming across the water carried a hint of bleach, as if a giant was washing his underwear in Lake Ontario. She turned away from the gray water and looked back at the “corpse” lying on the dingy sand on the wastelands of Toronto’s decaying Harborfront. Her partner had stormed off a few moments ago when he caught sight of the gleaming metallic finish.

      “What the hell are we, burglary?” He hadn’t waited for a reply before walking away.

      “Tell me why I was called down,” she asked the officer beside her.

      “We got a report about a body, detective,” he said. “We didn’t know it was a Mech.”

      “Bloody robots,” one of the forensic techs murmured under her breath.

      Megan shook her head. “This isn’t murder. At worst, it’s theft and destruction of property. At best, littering. Get me an ident number so I can find the owner at least.”

      One of the techs lifted the ruined head and peered into the smashed cranial cavity. He scanned the infrared numbers.

      “Problem, detective.” He turned off the scan and glanced up at her. His hand cradled the head like a crystal ball.

      “Are the numbers erased? We can raise them at the lab.”

      “Not erased,” the tech said. “There’s a mind swap chip.”

      Coldness puckered the skin between her shoulder blades that had nothing to do with the breeze. “Can you read the chip? Is it damaged?”

      The tech bent over the head. After a moment, he shook his head. “Destroyed.”

      So much for the quiet day, Megan thought. “Give me the ident number on the head.”

      He flashed it to her. She tapped her temple implant to catch it. The number scrolled across her line of sight. A few blinks and she accessed Headquarters databanks to find the name of the owner. Maybe she could kick this down to burglary after all. Maybe the mind swap chip hadn’t been used.

      Oh damn, no such luck.

      The robot belonged to Denton Weathers.

      “Well, that’s more like it.” Her partner Najir Salma nodded his approval when she gave him the name.

      “It’s probably been snatched,” Megan said.

      “But a mind swap chip, that’s not standard.” Najir pressed his palm to the starter of their transport and programmed in the address for Denton Weathers.

      No, it wasn’t standard and Megan shuddered to think if the chip had been active. It might be murder after all.

      The transport hummed and lifted into the air. The trip took them past the crumbling stump of the destroyed CN Tower and over the wasteland south of Eglinton. In the ruins, Megan noticed figures scattering at the sound of their transport. Najir made a move to call them in but she stayed his hand.

      “Softy,” he said.

      She ignored him. She knew how hard it was outside of the protected zone, scavenging for food, fighting for shelter, and trying to weigh the risk of reporting for the monthly inoculations for the constantly mutating viruses. Najir had grown up in the sheltered north. He didn’t understand.

      Soon they reached the towers of North York. Denton Weathers maintained the penthouse on the top of the old North York Civic center. As they approached, targeting systems fixed onto their transport.

      “Identify yourself,” barked a male voice over the com channel.

      “Homicide,” Najir said. He punched in his credential codes.

      “Please land on platform seven.” The voice now sounded polite and crisp.

      Najir followed the new flight path. “Can you imagine having enough money for seven landing platforms at your house?”

      Megan sucked in a breath. “All those platforms are his?”

      Najir chuckled. “Of course they are. Who else lives here?”

      Megan whistled as the transport landed with a soft bump. Najir powered down and locked it to his DNA. They left heading toward an open door where two men wearing blue suits waited.

      “Welcoming committee,” Megan said. She held up her credentials as she approached, waiting for the men to step aside. She watched their eyes flick from side to side, taking in her badge but they didn’t move. She made a slight nod to Najir. He grunted back.

      “Homicide,” she said. “Step aside. We are here to speak with Denton Weathers.”

      “I’m sorry, ma’m, you’ll need to make an appointment…”

      Megan and Najir sprang forward. She slapped a stun patch on her man’s neck while Najir got his on the other man’s cheek. Both men stumbled and fell. Megan took a moment to ensure neither was having an allergic reaction then she and Najir stepped through the door.

      “Should I call for a warrant?” Najir said.

      “I don’t think they’ll complain,” Megan said. “Someone like Weathers won’t like the fuss.”

      A hallway stretched before them, leading to a single door. Najir rapped three times. The door swung open.

      A man in a butler’s uniform gazed at them. “Yes?”

      Najir flashed his badge. “We’re homicide. We’d like to speak with Denton Weathers.”

      The butler took a step back. “Please come in.”

      Najir led Megan inside. The foyer opened up into a spacious living room decorated in cream. A couch long enough to fit the entire homicide department faced the wall length window overlooking the city. Sheer curtains obscured the view but Megan thought she might be able to discern the ruin of the CN Tower in the distance.

      “I will let Mr. Weathers know you are here.” The butler gave a slight bow and slipped away.

      Najir nodded his approval. “Nothing like old manners.”

      Megan didn’t reply. The only old manners she’d experienced had been the scavengers who would push you away from food and not beat you for it.

      The scrape of wood pulled her attention from the view. An old man shuffled through a doorway, scraping a cane along the floor. His left leg seemed to drag behind him, making his progress slow.

      The butler carried a straight back chair and placed it in front of Najir and Megan. The old man reached it and lowered himself down. He breathed deeply with the exertion and pulled a cloth from the pocket of his robe to wipe his brow.

      “Forgive me for not standing,” he said. “I’m not as young as I used to be. Richard told me you are from homicide?”

      “That’s right,” Megan said. “We’d like to ask you a few questions. Can you confirm you are Denton Weathers?”

      “Dear me,” the old man said. “I haven’t had to confirm my identity for ages.” He held out his hand. “Go ahead.”

      Megan pressed his finger onto the reading pad of her Ident Kit. After a moment, the kit beeped. She released him and read the readout. Fingerprint, DNA trace and blood pressure all matched the central AI records.

      She slipped the kit back into her pocket. “Thank you, sir.”

      “Can you tell me who was murdered?” Weathers asked.

      “We’re trying to figure that out, sir. We found a ruined Mech with a mind swap chip down by the lake.”

      Weathers frowned. “A Mech?”

      “Yes, sir. The ident number in the head is registered to you.”

      “Sounds like a case for burglary, not homicide,” Weathers said.

      “The mind swipe chip was destroyed,” Megan said. “We need to confirm if it was a back up or a transfer. Were any of your people using Mechs the last few days?”

      Weathers shook his head. “I don’t use a lot of Mechs in my work. I deal mostly with investments now, not the nuts and bolts of the business. My grandson Jeremy would be able to help you out with that.” He raised a hand. The butler bowed, deeper this time, and hurried away.

      “It wouldn’t be something personal?” Najir asked.

      “Heavens no,” Weathers said. “I never found the backups that interesting. Not enough sensation to be worth the bother.” He tilted his head. “You did say transfer?”

      “Yes, we did.”

      “I didn’t think that was possible.”

      “Oh, it’s possible, sir, just not legal or easy.”

      “I had no idea.”

      Megan and Najir exchanged a glance. Did Weathers really think they were buying this decrepit old man act, she wondered.

      The butler returned. “Jeremy is coming up, sir.”

      “Excellent. He’ll be able to tell you about the Mech.” He gestured to the couch. “While we wait would you like some coffee?”

      “We're fine, sir,” Megan said. She heard Najir's sniff beside her and ignored him. She didn't like taking anything from the people she spoke to, witness or suspect. It changed the power structure of the conversation.

      Behind them, the door slid open. Megan turned to watch a man in a brown suit enter. He bore some resemblance to Weathers in his forehead but his chin disappeared into his neck and despite the expensive cut of his suit, his stomach bulged out.

      “Is there a problem, Grandfather?” he said.

      Megan noted the formal address. Was it just because the police were here or was it something between the two? She was curious to know.

      “Jeremy, these are the police. They've found a Mech registered to me with a destroyed mind swipe chip.”

      Surprise flittered across the man's face. “Really? Do you have the number?”

      Megan read it off to him. He pulled out a small compad and typed it in. The slight frown smoothed out.

      “We disposed of that unit a few weeks ago. I sold it in a lot to some Salvadorans. I can give you their contact information.”

      “Why would the registration still be in your name?” Najir said.

      Jeremy shrugged. “They probably haven’t filed the paperwork yet. I know I have a copy of the sale.”

      “We'll take that contact information,” Megan said. She caught Najir's glance. He didn't like the sound of this young man either. Too smooth. His story of a sale sounded practiced, as if he'd thought he might need it someday.

      “I have it right here.” He pointed the compad at Najir who accepted the data into the datachip slung around his neck.

      “Is there anything else?” Weathers asked.

      “I think that's everything for now,” Megan said. “If we have any other questions, we'll let you know.”

      Weathers took a step toward her. His hand patted her forearm. “You feel free to stop by whenever you like, my dear.” He smiled and his eyes sparkled.

      Megan couldn't resist smiling back. “Thank you for your help, Mr. Weathers.”

      “Anytime.”

      The butler accompanied them back to the roof. There was no sign of the two men they’d stunned. As they settled into the transport, Najir hit the release and they rose into the air.

      “I think you've got a shot, Megan. Play your cards right, you could be living in style.”

      “You're lucky you're driving, Najir, or you'd be falling in style.”

      He laughed. “So what did you think of grandson?”

      “Too polished. The Mech was part of a sale he's just made and he just happened to have the name of the Salvadorans he'd sold them to on him.”

      Najir nodded. “I agree. So what do you want to do?”

      Megan looked out the window, watching the buildings flow past them. “We follow up on the Salvadorans. Junior will expect that much. Meanwhile, we check up on Junior too.”

      Najir grunted. “Sounds like a plan.” He hit the accelerator and they headed back to the office.
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        * * *

      

      Much to Megan's surprise, the sale appeared legitimate. Najir's attention wandered at this news. He hated dealing with the routine or ordinary. Every case had to be exciting or he got bored. Megan ignored his deep sighs. Something still didn't feel right to her. Had the Salvadorans installed the mind swipe chip in the Mech? And if so, why and why had it been destroyed? Despite Najir's moaning, she wasn't ready to let it go.

      Promising him dinner, she persuaded him to visit the Salvadorans before the end of the day. As they got ready to leave, the captain stuck his head out of his office.

      “Megan, I have something for you.”

      “Can it wait until tomorrow, sir? We're still working on that destroyed Mech.” She gestured to the door where Najir waited.

      “Do that later. This is important.”

      Megan shrugged at Najir. “We'll see the Salvadorans tomorrow.”

      “No chance,” he said. “They're scheduled to fly out to Miami tomorrow afternoon. We won't get near them.”

      Her shoulders slumped.

      “I'll go,” Najir said. “And you owe me three dinners.”

      “Three!”

      “Take it or leave it.” He folded his arms. “Three dinners at Mario's on Richmond North. Their pesto pizza is to die for.”

      “That's extortion.”

      His eyes widened in mock surprise. “Never!”

      “Okay, fine. Three.”

      He grinned and waved her goodbye.

      Megan turned back to the captain who smirked at her. “Najir's a wheeler dealer, Megan. You should just give up.”

      “Someone has to try to rein him in,” she said. “So what is costing me three dinners?”

      The captain gestured her into his office and closed the door as she moved inside.

      “I received a call from Denton Weathers about you,” the captain said.

      “Sir, we were strictly professional and followed procedure...”

      “Settle down, detective, Mr. Weathers wanted to extend his compliments. He was very impressed with your professionalism and recommended a commendation. The department is considering following through. We've had enough bad publicity. It would look to have something to celebrate.”

      Megan almost choked in surprise. “Sir, I didn't do anything. It was routine questioning.”

      The captain waved off her protests. “That doesn't matter. Weathers has a lot of pull in this city. His comments get noticed and the department needs that.”

      “I see,” she said. “It doesn't really matter if I did a good job or not as long as it looks good, especially since I'm a young, rookie detective.”

      “Don't underestimate the power of appearances in your idealism, detective. You can accomplish a lot more inside the system than outside.”

      Megan wasn't sure she agreed but she wasn't going to argue the point. After completing the paperwork for the commendation application, she escaped the captain's office and headed home. Maybe a good night's sleep would erase the sour taste in her mouth.
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        * * *

      

      When she returned to her desk the next morning, Megan was shocked to see Najir was late. She checked her watch, had she missed a time switch? She'd never beaten Najir into the office before. For all his gripping about work, he was always in early. Nope, the time was correct. She would never let him live this down!

      She was checking her status logs when Lear, another detective, came in. He stopped inside the door, staring at her.

      “What are you doing here?” he said.

      “Ah, I work here, Scott.”

      He shook his head. “I don't mean that. Why aren't you down at the scene?”

      “What scene?”

      “The crime scene. Last night, Najir was murdered.”

      The coroner's transport was the soonest one she could get. Before it completely touched down she was already opening the door and stepping out. The driver yelled but she was gone, running across the lot to the plain three story brick building. The familiar yellow shimmer of a police barrier hid the loading doors from view. The field tingled on her skin as she ran through. She got five paces inside before a uniform grabbed her arm.

      “You can't be in here...”

      She jerked her arm away. “That's my partner.”

      The man backed away from her snarling face. She stomped past him but each step slowed as she got farther into the warehouse. She didn't want to see though she knew she had to look, had to be sure. Droplets of blood led to small pools then trailed into large swatches. She tried to swallow in a throat that felt raw.

      “Megan, you shouldn't be here.” A detective named Morishita touched her arm. This light tap stopped her in a way the harsh grab had not.

      “It's a mistake, isn't it, Soshi?”

      The woman shook her head. “I wish it was.”

      Megan's throat tightened. “What happened?”

      “It looks like a gang attack. We have multiple victims. Several Salvadoran businessmen are dead as well.”

      “Salvadoran?” Her brain felt like it wasn't working. Najir had gone to see the Salvadorans last night to check on the Mech sale.

      “We've got slogans scrawled on the walls about the lake. It might be water isolationists.”

      It wasn't, Megan thought. It had something to do with the Mech and the destroyed mind swipe chip. She knew it but without proof, no one would listen to her.

      She turned away from Morishita; she didn't want to see after all. The thought made her stomach churn. It wouldn't be Najir anyway, just a body, just flesh. Najir was gone.

      She didn't want to watch the bodies being loaded. She commandeered a transport from one of the uniforms. One offered to drive for her but she waved him away. No one stopped her after that. She hit the accelerator and took to the air.
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        * * *

      

      Her commendation was rushed through even faster. At the ceremony, Megan stood stone faced as the captain blathered on about her spotless record and adherence to duty. She skipped the after party. Coming less than two weeks after Najir's funeral, she couldn't face pretending to be happy. At home, she ripped the medallion off her chest and threw it into a drawer.

      The investigation of the murders of Najir and the Salvadoran businessmen dragged on. Megan worked alone on the Mech case. She didn't mention that Najir had gone to ask the Salvadorans about it. She'd get pulled off the case if the captain knew and she wasn’t going to let that happen.

      So the Salvadoran lead was gone. She would have to find another way to investigate. She went backwards, trying to trace the manufacturer but nothing panned out. It was a standard, generic Mech, designed for everything from heavy labour to delicate, repetitive tasks, nothing special in its original manufacture. The mind swipe chip was impossible to trace. Not even the comp geeks could raise anything from it.

      Everything pointed back to Weathers.

      On a cloudy morning, she signed out a transport and returned to the North York Civic center. This time the attendant told her Weathers was not available.

      “Where is he? I want to speak to him now,” Megan said. “This is official police business.”

      “I'm not supposed to give that information out.”

      Megan took a breath. “I'll be landing on the roof. You will indicate where you are and I'll arrest you for obstruction. How's that?”

      She could almost hear the man's gulp. “He's at a new construction site, near the old CN Tower.”

      “Give me the address.”

      She aimed the transport south. The last time she'd headed this way, Najir had been driving, making wisecracks about the lake. Her fingers whitened on the control wheel.

      The construction site turned out to be closer to the crater at Bathurst and Bloor. Her badge got her past the security and sent one scurrying off to find Weathers. Despite the clouds, the heat was oppressive. A slight breeze stirred the dust of the crater into miniature hurricanes. She noticed several of the crew sporting goggles with handkerchiefs over their nose and mouth.

      What was an old man like Weathers doing on a construction site? He'd barely been able to walk twenty feet without having to sit down when she last saw him. Maybe he was in some medical isolation bubble.

      As she waited, a man wearing a suit under an opaque cover up came up to her. She barely glanced at him.

      “Detective Kershaw, a pleasure to see you again.”

      She started at Weathers's voice. The man in front of her stood up straight and as she looked closer, she recognized the lined face. A slight smile crinkled the lines deeper around his eyes.

      “Yes, it's me. A new treatment from my doctor and I'm very pleased with the results.” The smile faded. “I'm sorry to hear about your partner. A terrible loss.”

      She gave a curt nod. “I have some further questions for you about that Mech.”

      “Of course. I don’t know what more I can tell you.” He gestured at the crater. “Let’s go somewhere a little more comfortable.”

      He led her away. He still walked slowly but the limp was less pronounced. When they reached a temporary housing trailer, he held the door for her. Megan stepped inside. The air smelled fresher, without the overriding taste of dust. Excellent air filter, she thought. Weathers could afford the best in comforts and in doctors. He closed the door and stripped off the covering, revealing a crisp brown suit. He dumped the covering in a cleansing bin and shut the lid. A mild hum issued as it started cleaning. He brushed soot off his hands.

      “Would you like some tea or coffee?” he said.

      “Some water would be fine,” she said. She wanted to wash the taste of dust from her mouth.

      Weathers nodded and stepped over to a small fridge. He poured two glasses for them and handed one to her. “Please sit.”

      Sipping the water, she sat in one of the armchairs by a small sofa at the far end of the trailer. At the other end, a desk sat with a rotating hologram of a squat building. She watched it revolve through once, reading the words as they scrolled by.

      “Honest Ed’s,” she said.

      “It was an old store, quite classic in its time. I’m looking to redevelop it. It’s the first phase.”

      “The first phase of what?”

      “Reclaiming the southern part of the city. It’s ripe for redevelopment. Gang activity has been decreasing for years. Pollution is leveling off in the lake. Viral activity is waning. There’s lots of scrape materials for building. Opportunities to create affordable housing while reclaiming the land.”

      “Sounds interesting,” she said.

      “It is.” A smile lit up his face, making him look younger even as the wrinkles deepened.

      “Weathers Industries must be putting up a lot of money for this.”

      “Oh this is a personal endeavor,” he said. “My companies don’t have anything to do with this. It’s always been my intention to give back to the community. This city helped build me up, it’s only fitting that I return the favor.”

      Megan took another sip of water. The cool liquid slid down her throat. She could no longer taste the dust. “How does your grandson feel about this?”

      “Of course, he thinks I’m a senile old man. Afraid I’ll loose a fortune and nothing will improve. He doesn’t realize I’ve been planning this for twenty years. Come see what I mean.”

      He shuffled over to the desk and switched off the hologram. In its place a more intricate schematic took its place. Over the next hour, Weathers outlined his plan to build family communities, hospitals, shopping centers, and parks, fanning across the southern part of the devastation. Megan watched as tiny holograms appeared in clusters over a map of the city, culminating in the resurrection of the CN Tower.

      “Naturally this is a project that will take at least ten years to complete but I expect it will become self sustaining after the initial three year investment. See how I’ve structured it here.” Weathers called up spreadsheets that fanned out overtop of the holo cityscape. Megan tried to follow the numbers.

      “It looks like most of your personal fortune,” she said, “if I’m reading it right.”

      Weathers nodded. “You are but I’m an old man. I can’t take it with me and I’d rather leave this kind of legacy.”

      “It’s very interesting,” she said.

      “Right, I’ve gone off on a tangent and you’ve been very indulgent with an old man. Please forgive me for getting off topic.” He hit a button and the holograms disappeared, leaving the plain surface of the desk empty.

      “Do you have any records of the purchase of that Mech?”

      “First you ask for the sale information on the Mech and now the purchase information,” Weathers said. “My grandson would probably have that information.”

      “Maybe,” she said. “But look what happened after he passed along the sale information.”

      Weathers stepped out from behind the desk. “What are you saying, detective?”

      “I’m not saying anything, Mr. Weathers. I’m just asking for more information on that Mech.” She paused. “And if you have any purchase records of mind swipe chips.”

      Weathers said nothing. His lips thinned on his face. There was something more he wanted to tell her, she knew it from the look on his face. From the very first day she’d thought he liked her and wanted to talk. Now she felt that again. His gaze slid away from her over to the desk.

      “It’s a worthy dream,” she said. “Worth protecting. But murder isn’t the way to do it.”

      He flinched at her voice. “I’m sorry, detective. I don’t have that information for you.”

      Megan let out the breath she’d been holding in a rush. Dammit! He wouldn’t cooperate.

      “I don’t have that information,” he said again. “I don’t have access to it any longer as it’s through Weathers Industries and my grandson has taken full control.”

      Her hands unclenched.

      “He’s locked up all the systems,” Weathers continued. “Corporate espionage, you know, always a risk. He’s got his own people inside. Well, mostly his own people.”

      “Mostly,” she repeated.

      Weathers nodded. “A few are from my day. A couple of the old crowd.” His hand slipped into his pocket and he pulled out a small databead. “You’ll give them my regards, won’t you?”

      Megan smiled. “I would love to do that, sir.”

      “Please,” Weathers said. “Call me Denton.”
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        * * *

      

      His regards gave her just the pull she needed. Rosa Toores, former chief assistant and now lead procurement officer, booked Megan a late appointment at six o’clock. She met Megan in the lobby. Tall, thin and regal, her face looked just over forty but her hands gave a different impression. Deep lines dissected liver spots on the back of her hands.

      “So lovely to hear of Mr. Weathers again,” she said as she led Megan to her office. “A real gentleman, old school, cared about people. Not like some of the younger ones.”
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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