
Lee Hacklyn

Private Investigator

in 

The Towering Disco Inferno

by John Leister


Table of Contents

Title Page

Lee Hacklyn Private Investigator in The Towering Disco Inferno

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

EPILOGUE

New York City.  1975.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE

[image: ]


Have you heard this one?

A guy walks into a bar and knocks himself unconscious.  Ba-dum-chee!

No?  Crickets?

I’ll start over.

“Good evening, Lee.  What’s your poison?”

“Tequila shooter and a pint of Male Ale Supreme.”

“Leaded or unleaded?”

“Undiluted.  Is Talia working tonight?”

“She’s on her break.  You want me to go get here?”

“No, that’s fine, thanks.  I’ll wait.”

It was Sunday night and I was sitting alone at my local watering hole in Queens: the Night House.

I was twenty-five and still alive, against all odds.

Last year, I embarked on a new career for myself as a private investigator.

Since then?

I’ve been shot, stabbed and beaten within an inch of my life, more times than I can remember.

That was the B-side of my life.

What was the hit single?

The sense that, every so often, my life made a positive difference in the world.  I like to think that the world is a brighter place with me in it.

That is very far from a majority opinion.

“Hi, Lee!”

Talia Pesci was a little younger than me and lot easier on the eyes.

Her hair was black and feathered, her eyes were hypnotically huge; she was sweet and petite and her figure was an hourglass of perfectitute.

What? 

That’s not a word?

It is now.

“I haven’t seen you for a while.”

“Oh, I was in Bolo Horizonte.”

“Bolo...is that near Alpha Centauri?”

“No, silly!  It’s on planet Earth.  You should visit, some time.”

Her smile was like a torpedo to my stomach, which sank pleasantly.

I sipped some beer.

Mmm...so good!

“Talia, I know you’re working and I don’t mean to put you on the spot, but I’m in love with you.”

“Oh.  My.  God.”

“Yeah.  Would you like to meet for coffee?”

She gasped, tears ran down her face and then she ran into the kitchen.

I said to the other bartender, whose name was Barney, of course, “May I have some salt for my foot, please?”
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He stared at me and shook his head and wiped a glass with a white towel, just like on tv.

Talia, her face scrubbed of make-up, returned a few minutes later.

I said, “I’m sorry.”

“No, no.  It’s fine.  My God!  You’re so forward!”

“Life is short and time isn’t slowing down.  For any of us.”

“I have a boyfriend.”

“Okay.”

“Well, I don’t know for sure.  We were together in Bolo Horizonte.  He’s such an obvious flirt with other women and the rubber band kind of snapped, you know?  We took separate flights home.  I’m thinking about giving him a second chance, but all my friends think I should walk away.”

“He’s a lucky man.”

“He’s here.  His brothers, too. You should go.  He’s so possessive and jealous.”

“The finest of character traits.”

I turned in my stool, so to speak, and a meaty hand landed hard on my shoulder and squeezed.

“That’s my woman you’re hitting on, pal.”

The man was tall, muscular, around thirty and wore a Hawaiian-style shirt, untucked.

He was flanked by two younger versions of him; and they were similarly clad.

Yikes!

It’s the Hawaiian-Style Shirt Gang!  Untucked!

I said, “Four out of five dentists recommend Trident Gum to fight tooth decay.  You have to wonder about the dissenting dentist.  Was he paid off to keep his mouth shut?  Or is he swimming with the fishes?  Anyway, I recommend spearmint.  No offense, but your breath could raise the dead.”

Talia, who was fit to be tied, screamed, “I’m not your woman, Al!  We’re done.  Done with a capital “D.”

“We’re done when I say we’re done!”

I snaked my hand around his wrist and broke it.

SNAP!

His brothers charged me.

The one on my left?

I kicked his balls in.

CRACKLE!

The one on my right?

I flattened his nose.

POP!

I went to the men’s room and washed my bloody hands.

Talia was right behind me.  She wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed her body against my back.

“That.  Was.  Amazing.”

Spider-Man has the right idea.

Wealth and fame?  He ignores.  

Action is his reward to him.

Me, too.

Especially this kind.

AUTHOR’S NOTE:  Spider-Man theme song is by Paul Francis Webster (What are the odds?) and Bob Harris.
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The next morning, I hopped out of bed before my alarm went off.

First time for everything.

I lifted weights and stretched for two hours, before breakfast and shower.

Love is a great motivator.

My one room office was located in a three-story Manhattan office building that looked only a little sturdier than a house of cards.

The rent was cheap and I was the sole tenant.

My Fortress of Solitude, when I was between cases, which was often.

Only the lonely.

The elevator was on the fritz—is that a racist thing to say?—so I climbed up the stairs and ignored the first-sized spider, calm down, Lee, he’s more afraid of you than you are of him, oh, what horse apples!

Three men, wearing tailored suits, turned towards me and I reached the landing, huffing and puffing and sweating.

Serves me right for smoking.

“Good morning.  Do we have an appointment that slipped my mind?  Am I late?  Sorry, I had to get new atomic batteries for the Bat-Mobile and Robin has chicken pox.”

The thinnest man, who was in his late fifties, clapped his hands together and exclaimed, “What did I tell you, fellas?  He’s the man!  No, Mr. Hacklyn, we didn’t have an appointment, we came here a whim, mine, of course.  I’m Orson Fitzgerald.”

I kept my face slack.

I don’t often get starstruck, living in New York City, one sees famous actors and athletes and so forth all the time, but still:

Holy Moley!

“Not to beat my chest about it, but I own DisCorp records.  Ever heard of us?”

“Sure.  I’ve heard of air and water, too.”

Discorp Records was right up there with RCA Victor and Capital Records.

They managed some of the top disco singers and bands, around the world, at that time.

They produced nothing but hit records.

Orson was one of the wealthiest men in America.

We shook hands.

“Lee Hacklyn.  Lee’s fine.  Would you like my autograph, sir?”

Orson laughed.  His compatriots did not.

“Lee, allow my to introduce you to Bob Vincent, he’s my number two man.  I always tell him not to take that personally.  Hah!  And I’ll bet all the tea in China, owned by my mother-in-law, that this man needs no introduction at all.”

He didn’t.

Jack Netter.

He was one of the world’s biggest acting and singing starts of the 1970’s.

(AUTHOR’S NOTE:  Um, in the JohnnyVerse.)

His star burned out quickly, permanently, in fact, but while it burned, it burned like a supernova, in 1975.

His hair was blond and curly, he wore a motorcycle jumpsuit, like Evel Knieval and he wore a red ascot around his neck.

He sneered at my proffered handshake.

“You can’t walk up three flights of stairs without getting winded?  You must be a smoker!”

I lit a Blue Buzzard and said, “Guilty as charged.  It’s legal, FYI.  Come on, fellas.”

Bob and Jack rolled their eyes at each other when I said, “fellas.”  How dare he!

I unlocked my office door and invited them to sit.

Bob was, by leaps and bounds, the widest of the three and I said, “You can sit in my chair, if you like, Mr. Vincent.”

I tried not to look embarrassed.  I really ought to get a new one.  I always budgeted for duct tape.

Bob stomped his foot—Wow!  Touchy!—and said, “I’ll take this one.”

He sat in one of my client chairs and it flattened under his big behind.

Orson clapped his hands together, his all-purpose gesture, I guess.

That was aging faster than Captain Kirk from one of my favorite Star Trek episodes, The Deadly Years, but I liked his energy.  He was my kind of guy.

“Bob?  You’re the walking definition of insanity.  You do the same thing over and over again; and you expect a different result.”

Jack helped him to his feet and he said, “This was YOUR idea, Orson.”

CLAP!

“Another damn fine, too, like all my ideas.  Lee?  We’re in a dilly of a pickle of a fix right now.  Our brand-spanking new Discorp Tower is having it’s Grand Opening this Sunday night and our head of security won the lottery and resigned on us.  We’ve come to offer you his position.  You’ll get a hundred grand a year, full benefits and a paid three week vacation.”

I sat at my desk
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