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In the early morning darkness, a Travel Haul truck stopped at a deserted stretch along  Highway 13. A fog bank drifted over the highway from the nearby marshland obscuring the two men getting out of the beat up vehicle. They went to the back of the truck and one of them yanked opened the rear door. Together, both men pulled out a man’s lifeless body, heaving it onto the road. The body smacked the asphalt with a loud thud. One of the men said to the corpse, “This is where you get off, Davey boy. We told you not to fuck with us.” The other man spat contemptuously on the lifeless body, then slammed the rear door shut. The two men got back into the Travel Haul and took off. The dead man’s mangled, bloody carcass lay sprawled in the middle of Highway 13 resembling a child’s doll thrown thoughtlessly away after the kid had wrung all of the play value out of it.

About an hour later, a lunch wagon on route to a construction site about ten miles away came upon the dead body and screeched to a halt. The driver looked curiously at the corpse, but wouldn’t venture out of his vehicle for closer examination. The very thought of going up to a dead body made him blanch. He simply put the lunch wagon into drive and sped down the road to the nearest pay phone where he’d call the police. The sun came out and the fog began to clear up, making the gruesome sight visible to the motorists on their way to work. Some of them slowed down to get a good look at the corpse lying in the road; a topic of conversation to be discussed over the water cooler with their fellow employees. In any event, it didn’t matter how long the ambulance took to get there. Davey boy wasn’t going to get up and walk away.
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Newspaper obituary from The Wilmington Daily Times May 14, 1983:

––––––––
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Dave Lomas, 28, of Newark Garden Apartments was found dead on Highway 13 early this morning. His body was discovered by Tom Brody of Newcastle who was driving his lunch wagon to a construction site. Lieutenant Timothy Kartalian of The Delaware State Police said that Lomas attempted to cross the highway while under the influence of  either alcohol or drugs and was struck by a large truck. There were no witnesses to the incident. However, the driver and the truck are being sought in connection with the hit and run. Lomas, a graduate of Saint Francis High  School, was self- employed. He was the son of Walter Lomas, owner of the Lomas Family Restaurant in Glasgow.

––––––––
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Gary Bennet never read the article in the paper concerning Dave Lomas’ tragic death. He  just happened to hear about it while chatting with an old classmate he hadn’t seen in years. Bennet was told Lomas died in a car wreck when his MG Midget  collided with an eighteen wheeler on Highway 13. If truth be told, Bennet wasn’t really too choked up upon hearing about the death of  Dave Lomas. In school, he and Lomas  stayed away from each other for  reasons stemming from pure hatred. Especially since the rock ‘em sock’em fistfight they had in the high school cafeteria. That little stunt earned both of them one month’s suspension,  as well as costing their respective parents money to cover the expense of replacing two lunchroom tables, several chairs and a vintage jukebox that dated back to the 1950’s.   

Bennet’s father sternly lectured him on the consequences of brawling and destroying  school property. He was grounded for a month with no allowance. To avoid future  suspensions, which would reduce the chance of graduating along with the rest of their class, Bennet and Lomas gave each other a very wide berth. Now, over ten years later, Lomas buys the farm after an encounter with a tractor trailer early one morning. The guy was an obnoxious, loudmouthed bastard, but he still deserved better than ending up as a pile of mashed potatoes in the middle of a highway.

Bennet however, had his own barrelful of problems to cart around without having to cry a load of  crocodile tears for someone who wasn’t even as much as a friendly acquaintance. Gary Bennet, at the age of twenty eight, was a fledgling private  investigator, which meant  that he wasn’t very successful at his chosen profession. A few cases here and there tailing  unfaithful husbands doesn’t exactly make for financial independence. All he had to show for five years of dedication to his particular line of work was a beat to shit 1965 Pontiac, a low rent, shoebox apartment where the rats are so large the resident adopt them as pets and a steady diet of peanut butter, hotdogs, white bread and canned whatever he can afford.  

Unlike his video counterparts, Bennet’s job lacked the pulse pounding excitement television scriptwriters attributed to mythical private eyes. There were no beautiful ladies to fall in love with while saving them from the clutches of  a slimy loan shark, escaped criminal, or whoever else ones fertile imagination can conjure up. There were never any lying fists being exchanged between him and a cornered felon who refuses to come along peacefully. 

Nor were there any blazing gun battles with a hired killer after a tire squealing car chase.  In reality, he quietly follows some poor slob who’s found a pretty young diversion to spend his free time with, while his ever faithful wife sits at home waiting for Bennet’s findings. Then she’ll reel her husband into divorce court where he’ll be picked cleaner than a Thanksgiving turkey. Bennet walked the soles of  several pairs of shoes spying on wayward  married men in order to make a marginal living.  

Add to all of this, the humiliating evening he spent at his high school reunion a couple  of weeks ago. What a waste of thirty bucks that was. Every one of his old classmates  reacted the same way whenever Bennet told them that he made his living as a private investigator. First, they looked at him with barely suppressed grins on their faces, then they’d say something like, “A private investigator? Well, someone has to do it, I guess.” Then they would excuse themselves and move on to talk with other classmates. 

Bennet was about to say the hell with it and head home until he spotted Cathy Redkin walking into the room. One look at the gorgeous redheaded girl he’d gone steady with during his senior year and Bennet decided to stay after all. After graduation, she went to college in another state and they lost contact with each other. Now here she was, her copper red hair still long and shiny. Cathy retained the same curvy figure she had as Captain of the girls softball team. He thought they might rekindle their relationship after a lapse of ten years. “I’m glad I came,” Bennet thought to himself as he walked towards her.  

“Cathy,” he called to get her attention. She turned her head in his direction and a look of recognition  appeared in her eyes. “Gary”, she exclaimed. “I don’t believe it!  Where’ve you been keeping yourself ?” They both ran over and embraced each other. “I lost track of you when you went to that college somewhere out in the Midwest , he told her. “It’s a shame we lost contact. But hey, we’re here together tonight.” Bennet gallantly took her arm and they went over  to an unoccupied table in the school gymnasium to sit down and get  reacquainted.  

As they spent about an hour reminiscing about old times, Bennet felt the chemistry between Cathy and himself  reigniting, when Kenny Bedwell, St. Francis Highs former big shit quarterback, horned in on their conversation by sitting with them at their table. Bennet  knew damn good and well that Kenny, a major burr in his backside when they were in high school, was trying to beat his time. Bennet wanted more than anything to beat Kenny’s face in, but was fairly confident that Cathy would want nothing to do with this ex-high school jock.

The topic of conversation eventually turned to high school sports. So while Cathy and  Kenny talked in long and, at least to Bennet, boring detail about their athletic accomplishments, he became the odd man out. Soon it became painfully apparent the romantic chemistry was now between the former athletes. Whenever he managed to insert himself into the conversation, Cathy treated him rather brusquely. It was clear Bennet got shoved right out of the picture by Kenny, the ex- football hero, who was now rather paunchy with a head that boasted more skin than hair. At least Bennet was only slightly overweight  and still had a thick head of non greying hair.

For reasons best known only to her, Cathy found Kenny very attractive. Bennet sat at the table in excruciating misery when they got up to dance. When Cathy and Kenny returned, Kenny began bragging about the big money he was making in the real estate market. “I’ve made over thirty-five thousand dollars in the last six months,” he boasted . “If things go 

as planned, in the next year and a half I’ll make one hundred thousand dollars on several deals I’m involved with.” “ I’ll bet he’s building the first condominium development ever to be built on swampland,” Bennet  thought to himself.

After blowing a steady stream of hot air, Kenny turned to Bennet asking, “What do you do for a living, Gary?” “I’m a private investigator,” he said matter of fact. “You probably don’t earn a great deal of money, do you?” Kenny said tauntingly. “I earn enough to live on,” Bennet replied in a voice bristling with irritation. “Come on, Gary,” Kenny continued to goad him. “How much do you make? Eighteen thousand a year? I’ll tell you, Cathy, ”Kenney turned to her as if looking for someone else to gang up on Bennet with. “Even thirty thousand isn’t enough for me to live on and I’m a bachelor.” 

Cathy paid rapt attention to the former football quarterback. Her eyes glistened as she looked at Kenney, the way Bennet wished they’d glisten for him instead. Kenny returned to his chosen victim. “Com’on, Gary, you can tell us. Whaddaya rake in?” He was obviously relishing putting Bennet on the spot. “Last year I made a little over fourteen thousand,” Bennet replied. “Is that alright with you?” Kenny smirked,” Hey pal, I just asked is how much you made, that’s all.” 

Bennet rose from the table ready to leave. “I don’t need this shit,” he hissed and started for the door. Abruptly, Bennet stopped and looked at Kenny as he and Cathy were playing kissy face. “Hey, ex-football big shot ,” he called out to Kenny. Kenny turned around, an expression of annoyance was on his face. “I understand you went to UCLA to play football, but they cut you from the team. I guess what passes for great football playing in Delaware  didn’t even cut the fucking mustard in California.” The superior smirk on Kenny’s face was  replaced by an angry glare. He looked as though he’d jump up from the table at any moment and ask Bennet to go outside. Bennet began walking away in triumph until he heard Cathy comforting Kenny. “Don’t listen to him, honey. He’ll never amount to half of what you’ve made of yourself.” Bennet strutted out of the gymnasium with false bravado feeling terribly hurt by Cathy’s remark. He never expected her to turn against him so viciously. 

With this bitter memory entrenched into his mind, where it played over and over again like a continuous tape loop, plus his dissatisfaction with the way life was going in general, Bennet was having one miserable week. What he needed was a really important case to prove to himself and others that his career as a private investigator wasn’t a total waste. In the meantime, the urge to eat three meals a day on a regular basis told him to accept any case that paid cold cash. 

Three days later, Bennet was rousted out of bed at eight in the morning by someone knocking on his apartment door. As his body stumbled sleepily of the mattress, his slowly awakening  brain thought of  the representative from the Stratford Loan Company, height approximately 6’5” who stood outside in the hallway waiting for one hundred and fifty dollars to be placed in his oversized hand. “The check’s in the mail! I swear it is,” Bennet called out still half asleep. “You see, the funny thing is-well-I had the check inside an envelope and was planning to mail it in a couple of days ago.” 

He continued his off-the-cuff excuse while struggling to put on a pair of jeans. “But I left the damn thing in the glove compartment of my car. Yesterday, I just happened to look inside and whaddaya know, there it was. You can imagine how I felt. Anyway, soon as I saw the envelope I mailed it right away.” With a frantic motion, Bennet  pulled a tee shirt bearing the phrase “ I Went Up Shit Creek Without A Paddle And Survived” over his head. He gamely made his way to the living room stopping at the front door; a barrier between him and a punch in the face. Taking a deep breath, he opened the door to face three of the meanest, surliest  looking women he’d ever encountered. These women were out for blood and Bennet didn’t need three guesses as to whose. Relief rushed through his entire body. He was granted a little more time to scare up some cash before the human mountain paid him another unwanted visit.    

Just by looking at his three potential clients to wealthy husbands, Bennet knew two things for certain. One: they were married to wealthy men. The way these women were dressed screamed “money”. Two: their husbands were cheating on them and all three women had joined forces. They were armed and ready for bear. Bennet would be more than willing to 

be their bloodhound for hire. If the case paid enough, he’d have little extra money to spend any way he liked after the wolves were gone from his door.

“Can I help you ladies?” Bennet inquired solicitously, knowing full well that he could. One of the women, wearing a pale yellow designer dress came forward saying, “A friend, of ours, Annabelle Kline, referred you to us.” Bennet thought for a moment and then remembered the woman with the expensive alligator hand bag. “Of course I remember Mrs. 

Kline. I found out her husband was carrying on with his lawyer. She told me she was going  to print a batch of 8x10’s from the pictures I took and mail him a picture each month to remind him how much those good times are going to cost him.” “Annabelle’s still doing it,” the woman replied. “I’ll bet she is, the vindictive bitch,” Bennet thought to himself.

“Please ladies, come in.” Bennet warmly invited his prospective clients into the living room. Motioning toward a large red couch given to him by a client in lieu of payment, he said, “Sit down and make yourselves at home.” The three sour faced women sat down without saying a word, while Bennet excused himself and went into the kitchen to fix his guests a pot of tea. When everything was ready, he returned to the living room carrying a silver plated tray containing a white teapot with a garish purple flower painted on it, four ceramic mugs and two animal faced mugs filled with cream and sugar. Each ceramic mug  had a spoon inside of it. 

Bennet placed the tray in front of the women with all the aplomb of an English valet. “I  thought a cup of tea would hit the spot. Would you ladies care for some toast and  jelly?” “No thank you,  Mr. Bennet,” the lady wearing the pale yellow dress replied. Then  she came right to the point. “I’m Maxine Logan. These are my friends are Anita Paladen and Lucy Berman. Our husbands are members of a sex club located in Wilmington. They visit the place three nights a week. Occasionally, they’ll leave work in the afternoon to spend a few hours there before coming home. We’ve been putting up with this shit for the last year and a half, pardon my French. We want you to follow them to the club and take pictures of their escapades.”

“How much are you willing to pay for my efforts?”, Bennet inquired, hoping the purse for this particular job would be a fat one. Maxine Logan took out her check book, scribbled something on the check and handed it to him. The amount was a thousand dollars. “We’ll pay you one thousand dollars more after you’ve given us the evidence we need. Is that a sufficient amount for your services, Mr. Bennet?” He glanced at the check and keeping his cool said, “Yes, Mrs. Logan. This is quite sufficient.” In reality, it was the most money he’d ever seen for one case in all of his years as a private  investigator.  

Lucy Berman gave Bennet a piece of paper with an address written on it, along with a photograph of  three men together on a golf course. “Here’s the address of that sex club”, she said disgustedly. “The men in the photograph are our husbands”.” It should be very easy to find”, Anita Paladen tossed in her two cents for good measure. “Just look for a 

rundown section of the city where all the winos hang out. Don’t forget, Mr. Bennet, we want a lot of pictures as evidence so we can hang those bastards by their  collective balls.”

At this juncture, the three sour- faced women broke into a round of vicious name calling and threats in reference to their soon to be ex-husbands. Bennet had encountered his fair share of bitter, vengeful women during his career as a private investigator. These ladies, however, reminded him of a group of merciless bounty hunters on the trail of several wanted men.

“When I’m finished with that low life son-of-a-bitch”, Lucy Berman promised, “He’ll be eating string beans out of a can! That’s how much alimony I’ll be getting from his sorry ass.” Maxine Logan chimed in with, “Dave will rue the day he joined that sex club when my  lawyer gets through with him.” However, the most venomous declaration came from Anita  Paladen. “Let’s see that slimy creep weasel out of this one. The only way he’ll ever see the inside of our house again is if he moonlights as a delivery man.” When the gripe session finally ended, Maxine Logan stood up saying, “ Let’s get going and leave Mr. Bennet to do his job.” As she shook his hand, Maxine said to him, “I’ll call you in a couple of days and you can fill me in on your progress.” Lucy and Anita also shook his hand and wished him luck. Bennet was sort of surprised they didn’t yell, “Sic ‘em, boy! Go get ‘em!” 

After his clients had left, Bennet studied the check in disbelief. If only all of his cases paid this good, then he’d be able to move out of the shithole apartment he was living in and buy himself a sharp, new car to ride around in. In all honesty, he would never get rid of his 1965 Pontiac Bonneville, a car he was exceedingly fond of. He planned to take it to a body shop one day and give the vehicle a complete make over from stem to stern. For the finishing touch, Bennet was going to have an expensive fifty watt radio/ cassette player installed along with a pair of kick-ass speakers. After all, his Bonneville wasn’t just an old pile of junk; it had the all  of the makings of a classic car.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The infamous sex club, known as The Gentlemen’s Lounge among its clientele, was ironically enough, located one block from an elementary school.  Another irony not lost on Bennet as that the neighborhood surrounding the sex club’s nondescript  brown brick building  was populated with upper middle class professional couples. He had fully expected the club to  be situated in the sleaziest sector of Wilmington, where wino’s could be seen huddled in vacant doorways or stretched out along the sidewalk. In all likelihood, the male half of many of those professional couples were probably enthusiastic members of The Gentlemen’s  Lounge.

Bennet had been casing the place since eight o’clock that evening, making sure his  presence would not be detected by either the club members or any suspicious neighbors. There was a fire escape in the back of the building. He casually walked toward the back, it was now nine thirty according to his watch and crept up the fire escape peering through the windows on each of the four stories. There was something  going on  in each room he looked into. “A voyeur could really get his rocks off at this joint,” Bennet thought to himself.  

Watching the sexual antics while keeping out of view, he kept glancing at the photograph Lucy Berman gave him. Nobody he saw in the rooms resembled his client’s husbands.  Bennet followed the steps up to the rooftop, picked out  a comfortable spot near the front  of the building where he could see anyone coming in and sat down and waited. He unpacked his 35mm camera and attached a telephoto lens. Bennet always used infrared film for nighttime exposure. A flash bar going off would attract all kinds of unwanted attention to himself. There was no telling what the three men 

would do to Bennet, if they caught him spying on them. They’d more than likely, take turns kicking his ass six ways to Sunday, and Bennet hadn’t paid his life insurance premium in months. 

He looked at his watch, another so called payment from a client who happened to be short on funds, impatiently. It was quarter to ten. If these guys didn’t show up by midnight, he’d go home and catch a movie on TV before sacking out. No use keeping an all-night vigil when he could continue the stakeout tomorrow night. Bennet had been thinking about the two thousand dollars he’d earn from this case, how he would spend it, what two thousand dollars actually looked like, 

when a grey Cadillac Sedan pulled up to the building and three drunken men piled noisily out of  the vehicle.

Bennet checked the photograph, then got his camera ready. He just hit pay dirt.  One of the men slapped one of his other friends on the back roaring, “Com’on, Bucky, we’ve got women waitin’ for us.” Bucky turned to his drinking companion with the reply,” I thought we left our  wives at home.” All three men broke into inebriated hysterics as they toppled onto the sidewalk in drunken merriment. Bennet quickly shot five pictures of them from different angles, then ducked down to avoid being seen. It took the party animals ten minutes to get from the sidewalk to the front door of the sex club. The door opened and a stern female voice told them to quiet  down before someone called the police.  Each man muttered an apology and went inside.  

He parked himself on the fire escape and once again waited for something to happen. A thought  occurred to him. Which rooms would they use for their sexual hijinks?  He would  literally keep coming back for who knows how long before he caught them in the act. His clients would not tolerate that. They wanted damning evidence in a relatively short period of time. He remembered being told that their husbands came to the sex club  three nights a week and a few afternoons. Bennet really wanted the whole sordid mess to be wrapped up in one night, if possible.

Bennet really wanted the whole thing to be wrapped up in one night. Despite his years of devotion, if you could call it that, to the field of private investigation, he actually hated trailing unfaithful husbands just so their venal, shrewish wives could exact retribution in the form of a costly divorce. If not divorce, they’d hang the affair over their husbands head like a giant sabre as a means of extracting a new car, expensive jewelry or whatever costly whims came to their avaricious minds. In the meantime, Bennet anxiously awaited that one important case that would prove he was a professional private investigator and enable him to turn cheating  husband cases down in lieu of more important investigative work.

But for now, this was a case, however degrading it happened to be and it paid very well. So Bennet went kept an eye on each room of the building from the rooftop. Every time he saw a light go on in one of the bedrooms, Bennet would climb up the fire escape and peek in the window. Nope, the guy in bed with the blonde who looked like Heather Locklear wasn’t one of the men he was searching for. A light went on in a room on the third floor on the other  side of the building, but there was no fire escape on that side; there was no way get a good look much less a decent photograph. There was a light on the first floor, but no cigar on that one, either. The guy was too young, skinny and had spiky black hair.

And so it went; up to the fourth floor, down to the second, up to the third, down to the first  and still no way to get a decent picture on the other side. Even the first floor was too high up. He was wearing himself out. It was two in the morning and no sign of either Logan, Paladen or Berman. Bennet had stayed later than he intended to, so he packed away his camera equipment, climbed down the fire escape for the last time tonight and quietly back to his car.

At eight thirty in the morning, the phone next to the bed rang loudly waking Bennet from a sound sleep. It’s hard to rouse oneself to consciousness when you’ve watched classic movies on TV until six thirty in the morning. After much stretching and groaning he forced himself into a state of semi-lucidness. “Whaddaya want so friggin’ early in the morning?,”  Bennet mumbled almost incoherently. “Well?” demanded the woman on the other end of the line. Have you got the pictures we paid you to take at the sex club, Mr. Bennet?”, the woman replied in an irritated voice. It popped into Bennet’s fuzzy head that it was Maxine Logan, one of his clients. There was some  major ass kissing that was required.

“Hi, Mrs. Logan,” he said cheerfully, or as cheerfully as could be mustered considering his lack of sleep. I’am really sorry. I didn’t realize it was you. Please forgive me. I took a few pictures of your husband and his pals drunk as shit as they entered the club, but I couldn’t get any inside photos. I’ll have to go back tonight to take some more pictures.” “Shoot only the most incriminating activities, Mr. Bennet,” Mrs. Logan instructed him. When I walk into that courtroom, I want enough ammunition to blow a huge hole in his bank account.” “I‘ll get everything I need tonight, Mrs. Logan,” Bennet promised and hung up the phone.  

What he really wanted to do was to give those nasty bitches back their money and tell them to go take a flying fuck around the moon. Their husbands probably deserved every rotten thing that was about to come down on them, but the soon to be ex-wives weren’t much to brag about either. However, Bennet realized which side his bread was buttered on and prepared for tonight’s peek-a-boo photo shoot. He just hoped he wasn’t caught. His threshold of pain was extremely 

low.

As for how he would procure those incriminating pictures, his method of operation needed to be changed. Bennet found no pleasure in climbing up and down the dreaded fire escape over and over again. Suddenly an idea came to him: go to the club during the day when business was slow and offer one of the prostitutes a fee if she would tell him which rooms were occupied by Logan, Paladen and Berman when they came to the club that night. Bennet would find the right moment to shoot his photos, then make a clean, safe getaway. The only snag in his otherwise inspired idea was how much would the girl charge him to be a snitch?  But, if it meant spending a hundred or so bucks to bring this case to a close then he’d do it, albeit, reluctantly.  

At two in the afternoon, Bennet arrived at the house of ill repute on Herald Street drawing attention to himself  because the Bonneville had a hole in the muffler. “I gotta get that damn muffler replaced,” he thought, embarrassed down to his shoes. There were several people looking in his direction. As nonchalantly as he could, Bennet get out of his car and walked right past the people staring at him without betraying his overwhelming feeling of complete embarrassment. He even managed to smile casually. Bennet walked up to the unassuming brownstone building known as The Gentlemen’s Lounge and knocked on the large mahogany door.

From the inside there came the sound of several deadbolt locks clacking. Bennet pondered apprehensively as to what kind of sex club this was, hoping the girls who plied their trade here weren’t into S&M, B&D or something he considered equally sleazy. The door opened slightly revealing not a sneering, leather clad amazon wearing  jackboots, but a soft featured blonde wearing a tight, red vest with silk blue pants and white high heels. If Bennet could’ve afforded it, he would’ve definitely become lifetime member.  

“Are you a member? You don’t look familiar,” the girl asked him. “No, but I heard about this place from my friend Bucky Logan,” Bennet lied. The girl’s eyes widened and she smiled warmly. Oh yes, you must be the guy Bucky recommended for membership”. The sexy vixen ushered him into the house, afterwards relocking the deadbolts. “You can’t be too careful these days. Come with me.” He followed her to an office where an equally sexy brunette sat behind 

a large oak desk writing in a leger book. 

The brunette glanced briefly at Bennet, then turned to the blonde girl asking, “Who’s this?” “This is the guy Bucky said he’d send down to apply for a membership.”, the blonde answered. The brunette stood up and extended her hand. “I’m Jennifer. Welcome to The Gentlemen’s Lounge.” Bennet couldn’t help but notice that Jennifer was very well endowed, wearing a very snug black sweater with a plunging V-neck. It was as if she had been literally poured into the garment. Bennet did his best no to stare as shook her hand saying,” I’m Gary Bennet. It’s nice to meet you.”   

“I‘ll take it from here, Marcy,” Jennifer said to the blonde girl who immediately left the room, closing the door behind her. Jennifer carried herself in a way that left no doubt that she was the head honcho around here. She sat down and immediately got down to business. “Is there any particular type of girl you’d like to have.” “A pretty girl will do just fine,” Bennet awkwardly mumbled, anxiously shuffling his feet. “Are there any physical characteristics you prefer?” Jennifer asked in a straightforward  manner.

Bennet began blushing, completely embarrassed.  How the hell could he tell her what his preference was without coming across crudely? Oh well, might as well go for broke. Jennifer knew damn good and well he wasn’t here for a game of tiddledywinks. “I like women with- well, you know”- he held both hands out in front of his chest as a sort of pantomime. She laughed at his well-meaning , but ridiculous attempt at gentility. “You want a girl with big tits, right?” “Uh- yeah, that’s exactly what I mean,” Bennet replied shyly, sort of wishing he could hide under a rug.

Jennifer smiled at him. “Will I do?” Bennet instinctively wanted to heave her over his shoulder, carry her to the nearest bedroom and have hot, steamy sex  with her. Instead, he took a long, lingering look at the vision of loveliness  standing before him in the same way a hungry man would look at a steak dinner and simply said, “Yes.” Bennet was trying really hard not to come across like some sex starved, drooling pervert despite the fact he hadn’t been laid in quite a long time.  

“Okay then,” Jennifer said to him. “Before we do anything, let me explain about my club and the rules. I only let in people recommended to me by other members. I don’t want the cops coming here and closing me down. There are two types of club memberships available. You can either pay one hundred dollars for each visit, or become a yearly member for fifteen hundred dollars that can be paid  in one lump sum or in three monthly installments. You’re allowed as many girls as you can handle per visit. We deny membership to dopers, sadists, masochists or any other assorted weirdos. This place is a respectable one and I’m going to keep it that way. What kind of sex do you get off on?”

“You know,” Bennet replied uncomfortably, feeling like she was giving him the third degree. “Regular, normal, two people in bed kind of sex. Although I’ve always fantasied of having sex with two women in a Jacuzzi.” Jennifer looked at him approvingly.  He gave the  right answers, seemed sincere and was cute. She could see that the two of them were going 

to have a rowdy good time. “One more thing,” Jennifer told him. “While you’re here, you can have any girl or as many girls as your libido can handle. But when I want you, it’ll be just you me. Is that okay with you?” “I have no problem with that,” Bennet replied as Jennifer took his arm, leading him out of the office and across the hall to the Oriental room. 

Bennet entered a room decorated with Japanese décor. Incense was burning in a round metal incense burner  at the foot of the bed. Jennifer slowly, seductively removed her black sweater, draping in over an imitation Japanese vase. She put her arms around Bennet and they kissed deeply, passionately. Jennifer moved over to the bed sat down and took off her high heels. He sat beside her caressing  her neck and shoulders. She eased her way out of a pair of tight fitting jeans, then sensuously removed her bra and panties. Jennifer saw the expression of desire on Bennet’s face and kissed him warmly on the mouth.

As Bennet began undressing, Jennifer gently stopped him. “I’ll undress you.” After she disrobed him in a slow, provocative manner, they slipped beneath the sheets for an hour of steamy sexual  escapades. Afterwards, they lay in each other’s arms talking about things in general. Bennet decided to tell Jennifer the real reason he was there. Sure, it would probably get him kicked out of the building, but his money had to be earned. “Jennifer, there’s a reason why I’m here.” “I know, Gary,” Jennifer laughed softly. “That’s why we’re in bed together.” He felt like a total dick for what he was about to say.

“I know you’ll want to throw me out when I tell you this, but I’m a private investigator hired to trail three of your members. I’m not a friend of Bucky Logan. His wife hired me to take pictures of him and his friends doing the horizontal  bop so she and her friends can skin them alive in divorce court.” Jennifer was a bit startled by his confession, but she wasn’t angry with him. “What do you want from me?”  “I need you to tell me which rooms they go into tonight so I can take a few pictures. I’m willing to pay you for your trouble.” “ This won’t bring the police to my front door, will it?” Jennifer asked apprehensively. “No it won’t, I promise,” Bennet assured her. “ Their wives don’t even know where your club is located. They handed me an address and told me it was located in a seedy section of the city. And those guys won’t say boo to anyone about this place. They’ll already be enough trouble.”  

Bennet agreed to pay Jennifer two hundred dollars in exchange for information on the whereabouts Logan, Paladen and Berman when they came to the club that night. He would stay on the rooftop until she signaled him as to their location. “I was up on the roof taking pictures as they staggered up to your front door. That is, in between running up and down the fire escape”. As Bennet got out of bed to get dressed, Jennifer asked him, “ This isn’t wham-bam-thank- you- ma’am, is it? Because if  that’s the case, the deal’s off. I won’t be treated like a cheap piece of ass.”

He went over to Jennifer and kissed her affectionately on the lips.” Not at all, Jennifer. I don’t think of you as a cheap piece of ass. I’m not built like that.” She smiled at him. Gary had made her feel appreciated . “Now, I want to get business out of the way, Bennet stated. “I’ll pay you the three hundred I owe you tonight. Is that okay?” “Sounds fine to me, Gary,” 

Jennifer answered. “Later, after you’re done taking pictures, maybe we can have some more fun.” “I just hope you’re not mad at me for lying to you,” he said almost apologetically. “You were just doing your job. I’m not the least bit angry at you”. 

Bennet again kissed  Jennifer and wished with all his heart he could spend the entire day  with her. But he had to prepare for tonight’s incriminating photo session. “Thanks for being so understanding, Jennifer.” “Remember about later on tonight,” called out to Bennet as he was leaving. “You won’t have to pay for it either.” “I’m looking forward to it,” Bennet replied  grinning ear to ear. If I’m not beaten to a pulp, that is.”
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