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IT WAS HOT IN LA THAT day. 

The sun beat down on the streets, the avenues, and the boulevards of Tinsel Town. It beat down on the saints and the sinners, the has-beens and the never-was’s, the crooks and the suckers and the tourists from Iowa. 

Inside his office on the tenth floor of the Acme Building, Ace Hardcore, private eye, was looking out the window at the billboard across the street advertising the new ‘61 Buick, trying to decide whether or not to go over to Zeno’s Paradox, a jazz bar and hangout on 3rd, to follow up a lead in the McMurphy case. McMurphy had been sighted at half a dozen spots around town, but tracking him down was turning out to be harder than Ace figured. 

Deciding it was too hot out, Ace put his feet up on the desk and settled in for a nap. A pigeon outside on the windowsill stared at him accusingly. Ace stared back. “I’m working on it,” he said.

As hot as it was, the drop-dead-gorgeous dame that walked into Ace Hardcore’s office just then was even hotter. She moved through the outer door like a tigress stalking her prey, wearing a dress so skin-tight she must have been poured into it. As she stood there hesitating, Ace’s eyes caressed her up, down and sideways, from the thick auburn hair that cascaded over her shoulders, on to her perfectly formed ass and down to her shapely legs, like she was a T-bone steak, with a baked potato on the side.

Without a word, she glided over to the cheap chair in front of the even cheaper desk he was sitting behind, lowered herself onto it, crossed her silk-clad legs, batted her eyes a couple of times and said, in a breathless whisper,

“I’m in terrible trouble, Mr. Hardcore. Can you help me?”

With an effort, Ace unglued his eyes from various parts of her anatomy and, in his best private-eye voice, croaked out, “Huh?”

“I said, can you help me, Mr. Hardcore?”

“Sure, doll,” he managed to grunt, “What seems to be the problem?” as the scent of her perfume reminded Ace of that wild night in Tijuana with his old flame Zelda.  

Her size double-D breasts heaved as she dabbed at her mascaraed eyes with a hanky.

“My name is Buffy D’Amour, Mr. Hardcore, and I have reason to believe that my lawyer and lesbian girlfriend, Myrtle Gatz, has been embezzling from the trust fund my dear Uncle Fuzzy left me before he died.”

Ace pulled his eyes away from Buffy’s cleavage long enough to recall reading of the suspicious death of Irving “Fuzzy” Horowitz, the bagel king, who, until his untimely death, had shared a mansion in the Hollywood hills with his “niece” Buffy, a former MGM starlet-slash-call girl. The coroner had put it up to a massive heart attack. But the word on the street was that it was a heart attack brought on by one orgy too many, with maybe a little help from poor little Buffy here. Now, with her old geezer sugar daddy safely out of the way, it looked like she’d gotten her cute little ass ensnared in some sicko scheme concocted by her lesbo girlfriend, who probably wore men’s clothes and smoked cigars. 

Ace got weak just thinking about the possibilities that this set-up offered.

“Call me ‘Ace’, Miss D’Amour. I think I may be able to–”

At that moment the office door was flung open and the most beautiful brunette Ace had ever seen stood in the doorframe, with legs that went on forever and a body made for sin.

“Myrtle!” Buffy cried, “what are you doing here?”

Ace pulled out the drawer where he kept the bourbon and took a long swig. Yeah,  he thought, this is shaping up to be an interesting case.
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ACE HARDCORE SLOWLY regained consciousness while lying in a crumpled heap on the floor of his office, with a head-splitting pain in his jaw where he’d been slugged. After doing a quick count of his teeth with his tongue and finding all 32 still in place, he opened his eyes. The first thing he thought was, I got to vacuum this carpet more often. His eyes then came to focus on a pair of scarlet-red high-heeled shoes with some feet attached. As his eyes traveled upward, past calves, thighs, waist and breasts, he saw a sexy blonde looking down at him with a look of concern on her face. 

“Are you all right, Mr. Hardcore?” the blonde asked him. 

Although his first instinct was to continue to lie there, maybe go to sleep, he struggled to his feet, stumbled over to his desk and collapsed in his chair. 

The dame repeated, “Are you alright?  It looks like somebody beat you up!” 

Ace spat out some blood and said, “It’s okay, honey. Just an occupational hazard of the business I’m in.” 

Privately he thought, Who’d a thought that that D’Amour dame could punch that hard? The last thing he remembered was making his move on Myrtle, and then Buffy coming at him with fire in her eyes. I should’ve learned from the Willoughby case not to try and get between two lesbians.

Ace guessed that Buffy and Myrtle were now back on more friendly terms since, from the evidence of the empty bottle on his desk, they’d drunk up all of his bourbon before leaving. 

Turning his attention back to the blonde, he asked “So, what can I do for you?”

“I’m in terrible trouble, Mr. Hardcore. Can you help me?” 

“That depends. You by any chance got a lawyer who sidelines as your lesbian girlfriend?”

“No, I don’t think so. Why do you ask?”

“Never mind. Now why don’t you tell me what the problem is?”

It turned out that this hot dame, “Candie von Dimsdale”, was a nuclear scientist at a government atom lab of some sort, working on top-secret stuff. One of her co-workers, a real sleazeball, was trying to blackmail her with some phony incriminating documents he’d concocted that, if the Feds ever got a hold of, would be enough to convince them that she was a Commie spy. This guy was sitting on those documents for now, but wouldn’t for much longer. Unless Candie here gave into this pervert’s demands, he’d blow the whistle on her.

As he listened to her story, something kept nagging Ace. Something about it didn’t add up; wasn’t kosher; smelled as fishy as a week-old mackerel; as phony as a three-dollar bill; had as many holes in it as his granny’s pajamas. He had learned the hard way not to trust blondes, ever since his torrid affair with Natasha. He’d met Natasha on the Cleveland case and had fallen hard, real hard, to the point where he was going to give up the business and settle down with her on that chicken ranch in Cucamonga. 

But it all came crashing down after that wild night in Mexicali; the Feds had shown up the next morning and it was then that he found out that “Natasha” was really Dr. Heinrich Kesselbottom, an ex-Nazi scientist who had worked on Adolf’s A-bomb and then for the Russkies after the war. Those Commie bastards had used their evil twisted methods to doll him up and then launch him at America, where he would use his newly acquired “feminine charms” to seduce dumb horny schmucks like Ace into betraying the good ol’ US of A. The Feds hauled his ass away to some max-security hellhole where he’ll rot for the next fifty years. Ace got a few postcards from Heinrich, asking him to wait. He wrote back and told him it would never work between them. And Ace had never trusted a blonde since.

And he wasn’t about to trust this one, at least not until he could check her out. Before taking Heinrich away, the Feds had shown him a surefire way to tell the ganders from the geese. He just had to get hold of a banana and a chicken.
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ACE HARDCORE SLOWLY regained consciousness while lying in a crumpled heap on the floor of his office. Opening his eyes, his first thought was, I got to vacuum this carpet more often. His eyes then came to focus on Candie’s scarlet-red high-heeled shoes, on Candie’s calves, Candie’s thighs, Candie’s waist and breasts, and Candie’s .45 automatic pointed straight at him. Ace’s second thought was, Damn! She must’ve been more pissed off about the banana test than I figured.

The events of the past day started to come back to him. Despite his nagging doubts, he had gone along with her and her story; that particular brand of perfume she’d wore had always had the effect of making him real stupid. They’d driven out to the desert where the secret government lab Candie worked at was located. They got past the security gate with Ace hidden in the trunk. Once inside they found the office of the blackmailing sleazeball, Ace cracked the safe, and Candie removed the phony documents. They then hightailed it back to LA and the office. And the first time Ace turned his back, Candie cold-cocked him with the barrel of her .45.

“Get up!” Candie said, and with a grunt or two Ace stood up and sat in his chair. She set herself down on the edge of the desk in a way that was sure to give Ace a good view of her legs and smiled seductively, all the while keeping the .45 aimed squarely at Ace’s privates. 

As he enjoyed the view, Ace calmly lit a cigarette and sneered, “I should’ve known never to trust a blonde.” 

“You are right, Mr. Hardcore, but you did, and you were an immeasurable help to me in accomplishing my mission of stealing those top-secret documents.”

“I can’t help noticing, sweetheart, that you’re no longer trying so hard to hide your German accent. If I had to guess, I’d say eastern Saxony.”

“Yes, Mr. Hardcore. As you surely must have guessed by now, my real name is Dr. Werner Kesselbottom, the younger, prettier brother of your old friend Heinrich, or as you knew him better, Natasha, who is now rotting away in one of your American maximum-security prisons.”

But, as this information came as a complete surprise and a considerable shock to Ace, he was unable to make any further useful contributions to the conversation for the next few minutes, as he was fully occupied in trying to maintain his facial muscles in some semblance of the calm detachment that the private-eye correspondence course had recommended. 

“And as for your ridiculous little test, our scientists have for a long time figured out how to fool it, just like we fooled you and many of your fellow decadent Americans.”

Candie’s voice became more seductive as she moved closer. “Before he was captured, Natasha sent back many detailed reports on how he had managed to seduce you. I found
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