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CHAPTER ONE
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“Are there any heroes here today?  No?  Good.  That makes me happy.  I hate heroes!  I always root for the bad guy.  Now, now.  I see a lot of a sad faces.  That browns me off!  Y’all should be come on-get happy!  Y’all got a story to tell for the rest of your failed lives, don’t cha?  My name’s Clyde.  My partner-in-crime there is, yup, you guessed it, Bonnie!  She’s a bonny lass, don’t cha think?  Hah!  In her dainty hands, as you can see for your stupid selves is an unzipped and open Adidas bag.  Your wallets, your watches, your rings and so forth go into the aforementioned bag, unless you’d rather leave this place in a body-bag!  Hah!”

I was in the men’s room of my local 8-12 on a warm Saturday morning in April, on the john and reading a used copy of Marvel Team-Up Number Thirteen.

I’d just picked it up from the Funny Book Farm, in Queens, not far from here.

Spider-Man and Captain America were turning the tables on that hateful prick, the Grey Gargoyle, when I heard someone engage the deadbolt on the front entrance. 

That sound can be every bit as chilling as a phone call in the dead of night.

I scrubbed myself clean, washed my hands with just a little water—quietly—and drew my Browning.

I carefully opened the door.

Through the gap, I saw five or so customers—what a way to start the weekend—complying with the demands of the Parade Rainers.

Snap!

If I ever start my own rock band?

That’s the title.

One of the Undynamic Duo, Bonnie, I surmised, based on her voluptuous figure—Holy Julie Newmar, Batman!—espied me and lost her mind.

She dropped the bag.

Clyde blasted the men’s room door with a pump-action shotgun.

One inch to my right and the flags fly at half-mast, tomorrow.

Heck, I can’t die!

The world would stop turning and everyone would float away.

I shoulder-rolled to the floor, landed on my feet and sent another lost soul to that metaphysical place down, down below, where it’s always hotter than...well, you know.

Bonny reached for the ceiling and voided herself.

As my mother always reminds me, with soul-crushing regularity—pun intended—I always bring out the worst in people.
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I was in my office, my one window was blessedly closed, an apocalyptic storm was raging outside, and I was immersed in my latest literary diversion, Lord of the Flies by William Golding.

The elevator doors down the hall slid open and two very wet looking men stepped out.

One was just shy of his twilight years, diminutive and rotund.

He wore a top hat and mouth was buried under a white, bushy mustache. 

Holy Moley!

It’s Mr. Monopoly!

He even had a tux on under his dripping raincoat.

The other man was in his twenties and clad in black suit and black leather jacket.

He was square-jawed and built like a house of bricks.  

He carefully removed Mr. Monopoly’s raincoat and draped one of my client chairs with it.

“Thank you, Bart.  Close the door.”

I love it when people just waltz into my office without even a sliver of decorum.

What the hell.

As long as they have a case for me.

And if they can actually pay me, well now, Dear Reader, that’s akin to an extra slice of lemon in my Pale Ale without having to ask for it.

Cheers!

I work pro bono sometimes, but private eyes need money, too; and most crime-fighters aren’t billionaires like Bruce Wayne.

Neither one of them had an umbrella.

Some guys consider that unmanly.

Some guys are idiots.

I stood, walked around my desk and shook their hands.

“Lee Hacklyn, at your service.  Please take a seat, gentlemen.  I’ll start on coffee.”

Mr. Monopoly plonked himself down on one of my client chairs while Bart Brickhouse looked out the window and closed the curtains.

Rather dramatically.

He said, “Senator Bradley is the survivor of three assassination attempts.  I’m Bart Sitwell, one of his personal bodyguards.  No, I’m I’m not Secret Service, I’m a private contractor, just like you, Buckaroo, only I deliver the goods without leaving a bloodbath behind the way somebody in this shit-hole of office does with consistent regularity.  Pun intended, asshole.  Oh, and watch that fool mouth of yours.  Your sass is legendary.”

I poured some grounds into the filter of my coffeemaker.

“You’re all class, Bart.”

“That’s Mr. Sitwell.”

“Your sure live up to your handle.  Senator?  If you’re in trouble, I’ll do what I’m good at.  But Bozo there has to go.  Oh, hey.  Either of you guys happen to catch Star Trek, last night?  It was the one with the Gorn.  Mmm, so good.”

Sitwell glowered at me while the Senator chuckled.

“Bart?  Why don’t you do us all a favor and wait outside?  I’ll be fine.”

Sitwell left, but not without giving me the double New York Salute.

I returned his gesture by spreading my fingers Spock-style.

I said, “Live long and prosper.”

He replied, “Die now and rot.”

Sitwell slammed the door behind him.

Bradley broke into tears.

“I’m here because of Jenna, Lee
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