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Lee Hacklyn 1970s Private Investigator in Righteous Betrayal

The Author would like to dedicate this book to God.

His Morningstar and Yellow Sun.

Without You in my life, my stories remain forever untold.

Thank You, Our Heavenly Father.

CHAPTER ONE

NEW YORK STATE.  1976.

If you’ve never been kidnapped before, consider yourself blessed.

After a day of bar hopping with my new, temporary best friend, Sgt. Winston Waring of NYPD, I went home to my Queens one-bedroom apartment around midnight and fell asleep on the john.  Living the dream.

When I woke up, my hands were cuffed behind a chair, my eyes were blind-folded and my mouth was duct-taped shut.

Somebody yanked the tape off.  

Yee-Ouch!

This was worse that my recurring nightmare about the army of giant spiders.  By a wide margin.

I was wearing the same clothes from this morning at JFK Airport—where I saw Sgt. Felicity Waring of New Scotland Yard, Winston’s niece, off to her homeland of London, England, leather jacket, t-shirt—which smelled of vomit—and Keds.

I was still drunk.

“Shower!”

Yes, Winston and I had visited a strip bar or two in Times Square.  Not my style, strip bars.  But imbibing excessive amounts of alcohol can somewhat lower a man’s standards.  

If he had any to start with.

“You sure could use one, Hacklyn.  You’re welcome, by the way.  I wiped your ass.”

I said, “Dad!”

“No, thank God.  I would’ve marched you, along with Hansel and Gretel, into the woods and let you starve to death.  Dish?  Can you get my man a clean t-shirt.  I’m tired of smelling his puke.  And get him a strong cup of coffee.  He’s still hammered.”

I said, “Hammered, asleep and dreaming, God willing.”

CHAPTER TWO

“Sure thing, boss.”

A woman’s voice.  A sexy woman’s voice.

“Dish?  As in, I’m a dish?  I dish I would wake up soon.  This is all too real for comfort.”

The one I assumed was “Boss,” said, “Oh, you’re awake, Hacklyn.  Okay, take off that tie.”

It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the sudden light.

I sang, “Blinded by the light!”

I was in what looked like Hollywood’s version of an interrogation room.

A table separated me from two men.  One was standing next to what I presumed was a two-way mirror.  He looked like a tall Al Pacino and he had thick, sinewy arms.  

The man sitting across from me had thinning hair—he wasn’t trying to hide the fact that he was bald, I liked that—I was sobering up in record time—intelligent eyes with maybe a glimmer of compassion, Clark Kent-esque specs, and a nose worthy of Cyrano.

His suit was aqua blue and tailored to a perfect fit.  His tie was decorated with a bald eagle and the stars and stripes.

His lapel had an American flag pin attached to it.

He said, “Spooner, take his cuffs off.”

“Roger that, Mr. Forks.”

I laughed.  “Dish?  Spooner?  Forks?  What is this place?  The Cutlery Cave?  Oh, my God!  Are you guys the Justice League of Eating Utensils and Dinnerware?  I love you guys!  Fuck the Super-Friends!”

Spooner, the muscular guy, produced a small key and unlocked my cuffs.

I said, “Thanks, Arnold,” and rubbed my wrists, and felt like a fool, because that’s what everyone did on television when their cuffs were removed.

Spooner said, “You weren’t kidding, Mr. Forks.  This guy thinks he’s Lenny Bruce.”

I said, “More like Bruce Wayne.  Hey, is there an opening here?  Superman’s been a pain in the ass, lately.  And don’t get me started on Robin.  He insists on wearing that yellow cape.  It makes following a suspect impossible.  I’m actively seeking employment in the world-saving industry.”

Forks smiled.

“I’m glad you said that, Hacklyn.  Because that’s exactly why you’re here.” 

––––––––
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CHAPTER THREE

Dish, who lived up to her name, reentered the room and handed me a steaming mug of coffee.

I said, “Thanks, Dish.”

“Don’t mention it, sweetie.”

“Do you like Chinese food?”

She looked at Forks and snarled, “Why do you always send me to do stuff like this and not Spooner?”

“Because Spooner’s a man and you’re a woman.”

I helpfully added, “She sure is!”

Dish shook her head and said, “It won’t be a man’s world forever,” and she left, slamming the door behind her.

I said, “Guys, I’m totally on the rebound right now.  Does that gal have a boyfriend?”

Spooner, his voice deeper than a rabid pit-bull said, “She does.”

“I’ll fight you for her!”

Spooner began to approach me.  Whoops-a-daisy.  I was in no condition to fight.  Or much of anything.  Forks stuck his arm out, blocked Spooner and said, “Drink your coffee, Hacklyn.”

I said, “Well, you’ve already got me, there’s no reason to drug me,” and I took a sip.  Mmm.  It was good.

“I’m still pissed, literally and figuratively, at your not so tender mercies.  How about some answers to all of the obvious questions?”

There was a file on the table.  I’d just noticed it then.  

Forks lit a cigarette, pointed at it and said, “The answers are coming, Lee.  Open that.”

“Can I bum one of those smokes?”

“Sure.”

He gave me one and lit it for me. 

“Thanks.”

I opened the file and my jaw just about crashed to the floor.  

“Friend of yours?”

It was a blown-up mug shot.

“Jimmy Derbyshire.  Yeah, he’s an old friend of mine.  We were best friends, really, practically brothers.  We grew up together.  When he was sixteen, he got sent to juvie for shoplifting and I never saw him again.  We’d fallen out long before then, over a girl, of course.  What else?  Last I heard, he joined the Army.” 

Forks pulled a wallet-sized case out of his back pocket, flipped it open and showed it to me.  There was a shield configured in a way that I’d never seen before; and an identification card.

I said, “Your eyes are close.  Just like my picture on my P.I. license.  That makes me feel a little better about myself.”

Forks smiled and said, “Have you ever heard of F.C.B.?”

I took a puff and said, “Yeah, there was a segment about you guys on Sunday Story.  Federal Crime Bureau, right?”

Forks rolled his eyes and said, “What a shit storm that was.”

“They compared you to the Gestapo.  Judging by the way I was brought here, I don’t think they were completely off the mark.”

“You’ve made a lot of enemies, Hacklyn.  It’s not a stretch to suggest that one or more of them might try to abduct you in the middle of the night and put you out of their misery.  We looked at your license.  It’s up for renewal next month.”

Nervously—at this point, I was one-hundred percent sober—I said, “Yeah.  So?”

“So don’t get your hopes up.”

CHAPTER FOUR

With that statement, I was officially the polar opposite of shit faced.

I finished the coffee and took a deep breath. 

My dad was a taciturn, and none too philosophical man, but when I was ten, he imparted this gold nugget of wisdom to me:

“Never led a son-of-a-bitch see you sweat.”

Dish returned with a clean t-shirt.

Emblazoned under the collar was the F.C.B. logo.  I took off my vomity shirt and handed it to her.

She gave me a look of incredulity.

I asked her, “Doesn’t Mr. Forkes make you do the laundry, too?”

She tried to slap my face.  At the last second, I trapped her wrist with my grungy t-shirt and pinned her arm behind her back.

Spooner drew a Browning—for a second, I thought it was mine, but his was too shiny and new—from his hip holster and aimed it at my face.

He yelled, “I told you this was a bad idea, Mr. Forks.”

Forks smiled, lit a cigarette and said, “So far?  I like what I’m seeing.  As always, I’m glad I followed my own judgment.”

Dish exclaimed, “I’m gonna fucking kill you, Hacklyn!  Oh, God!  There’s puke on my arm!”

I said, “I didn’t come here of my own volition, honey.”

I gave her butt a little kick and she sprung forward and did a shoulder-roll.  Cool.  She rose to her feet, turned, wiped my gunk off of her arm and charged me.

Forks yelled, “Dish!”

I shifted away from her, stuck my foot out and tripped her.

Spooner marched up to me and pressed the nozzle of his side-arm against my forehead.

Forks yelled, “That’s enough!”

I asked, quite reasonably, I thought, “Am I still in America?”

CHAPTER FIVE

There was a trash can next to Spooner’s foot.  

Carefully, I tossed my soiled shirt into it. 

“Two points!”

Then, I picked up the fresh one, off the floor, slid into it and sat.

Dish screamed, “You made me break a fucking nail,” and left.  

When she slammed the door behind her, the doorknob fell off.

I said, “This is some state-of-the-art interrogation room.  Wait.  Oh, my God!  I’m on Candid Camera, right?”

Spooner holstered his side-arm and chuckled mirthlessly.

“All this time and energy wasted on a wannabe stand-up comic.”

I looked at him and said, “Again, I’m not here by choice.  Forks?  You were saying about my license?”

Forks raised his hand in a conciliatory gesture.

“Let’s start over.  We brought you in the way we did because we want you to infiltrate Jimmy D’s criminal empire.  This is what happened, as far as most of the world, including your family and friends are concerned:  You were kidnapped by a couple of thugs you helped put away early in your career.  They intended to make an example out of you by chopping you up and throw your bits and pieces over the Brooklyn St. Bridge.  You turned the tables and killed them.  In spite of the circumstances, because District Attorney Kane thinks you’re an out-of-control vigilante/assassin, he has you charged and arrested.  He hates your guts, in case you didn’t know.  Sorry.  He’s got a file on you thicker than Spooner’s bicep.  You spend a few days in County.  During your arraignment, the charges are dropped.”

Not believing what I was hearing, I interjected, “Who are the thugs?”

Forks laughed.  “Maybe you’re not as smart as you think you are, Hacklyn.  They don’t exist.  As much as Kane hates you, he hates organized crime more.  He’s in on this righteous conspiracy to bring down your buddy, Jimmy D.  So’s the Judge who’s going to set you free.  The fix is already in.  The Private Investigator’s Licensing Board is also in.  I’m friends with those guys.  Oh, they hate your guts, too.  Don’t look so glum, Hacklyn.  It’s good to have enemies.  It means that you stand for something.”

Weakly, I said, “Churchill.”

“Well done.  Your application for license renewal will be denied.  Not only for the state of New York, but for the rest of the country, too.  Forever.”

Spooner chuckled and said, “All good things must end, Hacklyn.”

CHAPTER SIX

I found myself struggling with my temper.

“You guys couldn’t just have come to my office and politely asked me to do this?  Because I probably would have said, “yes.”

Forks smiled rather condescendingly, I thought, and said, “We’re not asking you, Lee.  Of course, you can refuse, but your career as a private eye is kaput and we’ll just have to try something else.  Now.  If you accept, and you can provide us with hard evidence that puts Jimmy D. away for the rest of his life, or, better yet
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